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+ female poder : 
t l Lincolnshire U throug Toolf- -ache) Pp unrehearsed Paptomime: 


(1) Assured that for the universe it has immense utility, | (4) A burglar, nearly seventy, was lately caught at Camberwell~ 
In setting forth his newest “ Vol” FUN showeth Vol-ubility ! He was not ultra-’cute, although it seems that he could clamber 


(2) If, to provide for feasting, you with legs of pork go vanishing, vell 


You'll haply find the beak command your temporary banishing! | (5) To sce a female-poacher is most sad—and caught by chases, too ! 


. rl" ° * ° , « f ra va 77) > aATeYE . "es ‘ om ta eg t 
(3) To have a hundred pockets is most strange, e’en in a calger-man. Alas! she gave herself some hares, as well as sundry graces, too! 


He donbtless in them hid the “oof” of which he fain would (4) Yes, toothache is most trying; but, ‘tis certainly erroneous 
* badger” man, To think ’tis an excuse to make its victim feel felonious! 


erm pan lim<é is n he hat’s favoured by the Law, 3 yma’ ll find, 
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her disposal, and plays with such instinctive point, that one could 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. adi " Po jgnore several more defects if she had them, 


ROYALTY. — The Christmas a : _ 
fairies whose special business it 4 I THINK perhaps the most artistically 
is t. ennwe out the good luck comic performance in the piece is Mr. Edouin’s 
seem to be (if they will excuse Captain. It isa bit of very high-class burlesque. 
the expression) ‘fairly on the | The man is military all over; there is a War- 

iob” for the moment. Nothing in the way office, acc wding-to-the-regulation air about every- 
r 7 = . ' . F . ‘ 2 . 

oT shoal ailure seems doing in the | thing he does, from the air of severe authority 

of absolute failure seems doing in the ni ; : 

vith an underlying official urbanity which is 














+ inal | (\ 
+, _ "a , yeh | not to be trifled with) to the measured, stiff-legged, 
a now. and very springy strut with which he moves importantly 
: ; from place to place. Mr. Percy Marshall has a 
J smart readiness of humour which well fits him 
4 for the part of the too susceptible and weak- 
minded Duval. Miss Hilda Abinger, at short 
notice, as Berenice, did very well indeed, singing 
a song very prettily in the first act, and playing 
the part generally with ease. Another young 
ge Crystaun lady, who took Miss Abinger’s originally-intended 

PAUACI Pu part at the same short notice 

PARON, THE SORT and who,I am credibly in- 

SAM WE CAN gi a 7 . 
Ye) STAND A LOT OF, formed, is Miss Madve Ray, 


/ also played well up to the 

— . 4 Y mark, and (as one of four ladies) nearly up to the 

f handelier, in a wild bacchanalian quadrille in the 
St act, which excited a do ible en 


id 


Miss LILLIE BELMORE, the very sight of whos 


ttle n tl! i Py ym pal if ‘ litto,/ beaming countenance aways makes life worth 
vhile the trac n penuine successes siaaiel a iving, and induces us to forgive her for acting ell- 
to be particularly brisk. Leader of the / tirely in italics and sending the dialogue out like 
van in this triumphant march come Mr. | & series of champagne corks (very nice italics, you 
i nley and Charlee y'8 Aunt. And the | KNOW, and charming champagne corks, of course ), 
genial vlow of gratification which alwavs | isa fascinating “ Maid at the Chateau.” Mr. John 
: Wilkinson works very hard, but his zeal calls for 


pervades the critical bosom in the presence i. , . ° . 
the temper of discretion—it would be worth while 


to apply the temper, for he has a real sense of 
humour underlying his—shall we say ?—obtrusive Tur CrysTAL 
manner. Mr. R. Blunt presents a bit of valuable, PALACE. — THE 
| humorous stolidity,and Messrs. Mervin, Everstield, a ite pend 
. ? - J ‘ POT y 
Porteous, Cook and Rock round off a capital cast. LIDDON. 





of a “palpable hit” was accentuated 
(must use a “literary” word now and 
then) accentuated by the reflection that CuaRrLey’s OTHER AUNT. 
the Royalty—a house aroun | which recol- 

lections fondly cling, but which has not exactly basked in che sunlight 
of fortune lately—was at last scoring one. 
Further, the circumstance that Mr. Penley was 
making his first plunge as a manager gave 
rulditional zest to those feelings of joy In suc- 
e948 Which only critics experience, 










| THE CRYSTAL PALACE. — Boys 
and girls living in the neighbour- 
liood of this great glass house (where 
sculptors appear to have thrown a 
yood many stones),and those who 
ean get there by hook or by crook 
are lucky in their pantomimes, 


Charley's Aunt, which is mostly about a per- 
son who is not Charley's aunt, isa particularly 
clever and amusing play, in which a dangerous 
subject is most expertly and inoffensively 
handled, There is not really very much plot 
to distract one’s attention from the acting and 
situations; and as there are some good charac- 
fer parts, and pretty girl parts, and plenty of 
f inny lines, the result is such roars of laughter 





is must considerably astonish the poor old 
Royalty walls, and remind them of the day f 


their youth. Much of this is, no doubt, due to 
Mr. Penley’s irresistibly comic, though not at 
all extravagant, impersonation (as Lord Fan- 
court Babberley) of the elderly lady wi 


the title to the piece 








PHERE is an excellent performance of an 
Old Indian Officer by Mr. Brandon Thomas 
(the author of the piece), and Mr. Hendrie 
also characteristic and comical asa rather can- 
tankerous solicitor, Mr. Perey Lyndal and 
Mr. H. Farmer impersonate two young colle- 
vians with appropriate go, and the task of re- 
presenting Beauty (with talent) falls to Misses 
Nina Boucicault, Kate Gordon, Ada Branson 
and Emily Cudmore, who acquit themselves 
well in both fields. Charl: ys Aunt isa thing 


CLAIRETTE, THE BOXER; OTHERWISE TAP 
) HIS CLAIRETTE. 

Mr. Horace Lennard and Mr. Oscar 

Barrett have mastered the secret of 
\ taking advantage of all that modern 

advancement affords in scenery, dress 

and appliance without sacrificing the 
Y coherence of their story or being un- 
Tue OPERA Comigve.—Ustrory taithful to its legitimate incidents and 


to see—that is, if you can get a sce-it—I mean 


, 
mi 


THE OPERA COMIQUE.—Anotli 


success—also on ground not over-used to it—js 





Trouper Clairette. Miss Atherton. thouch het ra | aver 
singing voice has gor bit th [i er vice versa. The consequence is. it is 
ade dads Ui ais) Yor mn bo) thin an oy +7 3 ° 
Tun STAL PALACE firure. may} ap. has not, | } f iad the story the children know, with all 
t\ r » TA! ii » HAS Nno;r, IAS SUCN A Ind f t hye ail 1, ] vi Ae p< { — Pe eee Pe , oo 
HERE'S R LEYTON sveriep Senin ‘f ; : 1 Aad Pio4rl t wnat tne librettist, the artist, tiie musician and 
2 And there von are! "reTOR 
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‘a member of the Theos "? yhical Society ; when 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN AST RAL EXPERIEN C E. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART I. 

* THE great day,” said Johnson-Williams, * will dawn at last.” 

“ The great day?” I ee 

‘The glorious day,” replied Johnson- 
Williams, looking through the rails of 
the mahogany partition which divided ~ , coir. 


| 
Pon 


his desk from mine, like ane 
a caged enthusiast ey 4 


eae 


“when every person of 


} 


intellect and understanding residiny in these 
realms will be found to own himself or herself 


Motive Power will be replaced by Psye chic Foree, 
and the principles of Buddhism will be instilled 
into the unfolding mind of the smiling infant 
as it lies across the—in short—the maternal knee; when the visible 
world will give place to the unseen, and the practicability of a 
project be determined by its impossibility.” 

“ This,” I hazarded, trying to look wise, ‘ would alter the universe 
materially.” 

Johnson-Williams nodded. 

“ Alter it for the better?” I went on, “or for the worse?” 

“For the worse?” echoed Johnson-Williams. “ Oh, of course! Yes, 
for the worse!” me uttered these words with such sneering in- 
tensity that I gathered at once that I had macea mistake. I would 
have spoken, but he plucked his pen from behind his ear and hurled 
himself upon the big ledger as though it had been his bitterest foe. 
I fell to work upon a pile of insurance policies. The clock struck 
three. The door of the inner office was torn violently open, and the 
junior clerks shuddered in their boots as the portly form of the head 
of the firm shot down the centra! aisle of desks and vanished. An 
interval elapsed. Young Simpson came out of his little business 
hutch carrying a gorgeous crocodile-leather travelling-bag. “ Saturday 
to Monday—Brighton,” seemed written upon it and on him in large 
capitals. He paused at the door, listening until his parent's footsteps 
cease] to echo on the stairs. Then, bestowing upon us collectively 
what, had he not recently attained to the’ dignity of junior partner, 
would have been a wink, he went away whistling. Our working 
partner followed; one by one the junior clerks dropped away. 
Cornhill was quieter than usual, it being late on a Saturday 
afternoon. " 

“ For the worse?” quoted Johnson-Williams, derisively, looking at 
me through the railings again. “Ha, ha! Look here. You're fond 
of change, ain’t you?” 

“Change!” 

“Exciterent? Novelty? Foreign travel?” 

I had spent a week at Dieppe two years before. I spoke of this 
experience, and admitted that it had been an enjoyable one. 

“Dieppe,” repeated Johnson- Williams, scornfully. 

“Tt is rather far off.” I agreed. 

“Far off!” repeated Johnson-Williams—I wished he would not 
repeat! ‘Suppose that it were possible for you to go anywhe ‘re you 
liked in an instant, without asking for a Lolid: iy or buying a ticket? 
Suppose that it were possible for you to traverse continents and cross 
seas—to annihilate Time and swallow up Space—merely by the 
exercise of your own volition? Suppose you not only found it feasible, 
but Casy, to Visit a I end in China at eleven a 


and to be sitting 


' , > , ’ , . + , 
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or taking Alexandria on the way home to dinner, would that be the 
worse for you or the better?” 

“It would be most enjoyable,” I admitted, “ but at the same time a 
little exhausting. No human constitution could possibly stand the 
wear and tear.” 

“If you happened to be a Theosophical Adept, you would leave 
your constitution behind you,” said Johnson-Williams. “ Your body 
would remain at home, or perhaps seated at the office desk, in a 
posture of reflection, while your soul was really taking a holiday. 
Take the case of an experienced Mahatma incarcerated in prison for 
debt! His corporeal frame would remain in the custody of the law, 
it is true, but all the time his airy double might be 
roaming about in perfect liberty and running up fresh 
bills elsewhere. The subject is an immense one, 
- my dear Pegley. There is absolutely NO limit to its 
possibilities !” 

\ Beads of perspiration stood on Johnson-Williams’s 

\} brow, and he wiped them away with a shaking 
hand. It was plain that he was intensely interested 
in his subject. 

“And can you—have you really accomplished all 
this?” I asked, eagerly. 

His countenance gloomed over as he replied, “ Not 
exactly; not yet—that is—you see, I have not long 
been a member of the society, and it requires a con- 
siderable amount of knowledge and plenty of practice 
to attain to the—the pitch I have mentioned. On 
must have time, and my time is limited, Last Satur- 
day afternoon I had really succeeded in concentra- 
ting my faculties to an astonishing extent. I felt 
that in another moment something extraordinary 
might be expected to happen; but my landlady 
looked in to-ascertain whether I would take a rasher 
\ for my tea or a lightly-boiled egg, and the opportunity was lost. 

Ido not know when it may occur again. But I shall have two 
and a half days’ holiday at Easter.” His countenance brightened, 
He nodded at me again, saying, * Then we shall see!” 

“Have any of the members of your particular branch of the 
society succeeded in attaining to the necessary pitch?” I inquired. 

“ N—no,” hesitated Johnson-Williams. “The fact really is, the 
young people are for the most part actively engaged in business, 
like myself. But we receive most encouraging communications 
from older branches from time to time, and we have great hopes of one 
of our nuinber. If any one of us attains to the pitch, that one will be 
Chorley. Chorley is becoming quite an adept. He is employed as 
foreman by a well-known distillery company; and the extensive 
liquor vaults belonging to the establishment afford him opportunities 
for seclusion and contemplation and_ self-concentration of a very 
superior kind. I really wish you would attend one of the meetings of 
our society and hear Chorley relate his experiences.” 

“ They are 

“ Wonderful!” said Johnson-Williams, getting off his stool. “I am 
going home now to my lodgings, and if the theatrical young lady 
upstairs does not particularly want to practise her step-dancing, and 
my landlady should happen to have taken the children out for the 
day, I should regard it as quite providential, I assure you.” 

I asked him to come and lunch with me first. 

“Exceedingly hospitable of you, my dear fellow,” said Johnson- 
Williams, gratefully ; “but I am at present subsisting on a regimen 
which is more in accordance with the peculiar aims I ente rtain than 
chops. Frugal, but nourishing. Wholemeal porridge, enlivened 
with raw apples, and an occasional charcoal biscuit, with cold water 
to wash it down. The gurgling tap of the modern Theosophist is 
identical with the purling rill of the ancient Pythagorean, if not so 
nice. And I am careful about having the liquid boiled and _ filtered, 
so that no peril of any kind may be associated with the experiment, 
as the chemical demonstrators say, when they are not under immediate 
apprehension of a blow-up iM 

1 almired his self-denial and perseverance, and said so, 

“Oh! as to that,” replied Johnson-Williams, ‘when a man has a 
particular end in view, he doesn’t mind a little hardship, more or 


9 





less. 

“ And your end is the advancement of science?” I hazarded. 

“ Perhaps, yes,” said Johnson- Williams, taking off his hat, which he 
had just put on, and passing his long fingers through his hair, which 
was of a sandy colour and an upright growth. “ But were I to deny 
that my chief motive is a personal one, I should be wilfully 
deceiving you.” 

I looked at him interrogatively. His pale features worked with 
emotion ; he laid his hand—a long thin hand—upon my arm, 

ad -” about to repose a great confidence in you, my dear Pegley,” 
he said, thinking 

| wondered what the confidence was going to be. 
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LOVE’S SWEET SONG. 


“Ves 4 Pose 


“Come along, Matilda. I’ve just been asked 
th) sing at the Spongsons’ concert, and they’ve 
promised you a front seat.” 








“J love a lovely gal, I do, 
And I have loved a gal or two. 





“Oh, have you, young man? This requires 
an explanation |” 














STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


It is ten years since Mr. Gladstone sent Ireland a celebrated 
“Message of Peace,” and the answer, dated from the Phoenix Park, 
was written in blood—with surgical knives. This Christmastide he 
has sent another message—in the release of the Gweedore prisoners. 
Once again the reply has been framed by the as:assin’s hand. 

o * 





a ” 7 7 
The Phoenix Park affair certainly retarded Home Rule for Ireland, 
and transformed many who were in favour of it into rigid Unionists, 
The worst foe of Home Rule could not have done that cause greater 
harm than the miscreants who planned and carried out the explosion 
at the Dublin Police Office. 
* ” * 
There! Big Ben has given Ninety-two his congé, and he has gone 
over to the great majority. We haven't seen enough of young Ninety- 
three yet to know what sort of a chap he'll turn out. 
* * * * 

The missing word isn’t in it for being a puzzle to Ninety-three. He may 
have such surprises in store for us. 
* * * 

Therefore my artistic colleague 
has given us the counterfeit pre- 
sentment of Old Father Time's 
Lottery. Al) arein theswim : Capi- 


” . * 


+ * 






FATHER TIME’S LOTTERY.—WHO WILL DRAW THE PRIZES AND wuo 
THE BLANKS? 


tal, Labour, Agriculture, Indolence, Bung, and Pat. They all want as 
inuch as they can get for as little as they are obliged to give for it. 
Before this time next year some of the prizes will have been given out 
—and some of the blanks. THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER, 


FroM Bric-d- Brae we learn that Mr. J. W. Palmer has opened, for 
public inspection, a “Chamber of Philatelical Horrors,” representing 
forgeries and reprints of English, colonial and foreien stamps to the 
enormous sum of one million of money. It is the only exhibition of 
the kind in existence, and well repays a Visit, , 











Some Pious Resolutions for the New Year. 


QUITE a curse to all the nation 
Is the fiend Inebriation, 
And the people who encourage it are guilty of a sin: 
So in Ninety-three, pro bono, 
I will give to friend or foe no 
Single drop of beer or brandy, wine or whisky, rum or gin! 


To prevent the slaves of drinking 
From irrevocably sinking 
In the vortex is a virtue, so, this year, from friend and foe 
Ill accept big drinks resignedly, 
Since [ll thus diminish kindly 
The spondulicks they are spending to their everlasting woe ! 


Through a vicious love of gambling, 
Many friends of mine are rambling 
On the downward path to Hades; so, to stop their journey rash. 
I'll in Ninety-three, whenever 
Playing cards with them, endeavour 
By the sharper’s deep clevices to defraud them of their cash ! 


Very fain would I abolish 
That appalling lack of polish 
Which has grown characteristic of the speech of old and young: 
So—to prove that, in conversing, 
Most contemptible is cursing— 
I will swear like seven bold tinkers whensoe’er I wag my tongue! 


From Apollyon’s galling fetter 
All unrighteous ones would better 
Find release, if but to churches they would keep repairing still : 
So I'l) keep entirely clear of 
All such places in the year of 
Ninety-three, and leave some erring one the seat I else should fill ! 


To convince good folks what folly 
Lies in being melancholy, 
I will nightly, tightly, lightly in the streets sing songs of glee. 
And I’ve got a firm idea, 
If I keep these vows, I'll be a 
Benefactor to my brethren in the year of Ninety-three ! 








_ To THE Rescvur.—The importance of saving life from drowning 
justifies, perhaps, the desire, often strongly expressed, that an Act of 
Parliament should be passed compelling local authorities to rescue 
drowning persons upon our coasts and inland waters, and that THE 
LIFE-SAVING SOCIETY'S swimming drills should be taught in all 
schools. Many improved appliances for the rescue of the drowning 
will be shown at the forthcoming Cornish Fisheries Exhibition, to be 
held at Truro. . 

A MAN may not the less be a thorough West-Ender because he 
happens to have Bow legs, ; 
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A VALUABLE CONCESSION. 

Bashful Youth (who, being smitten with a young tady whom he has 
met once, ventures to take advantage of the season and make hera 
present as a Christmas Bow).—“ Then you're not offended? And—er 
—may I—er—call again?” 

Young Lady.—* Oh, certainly—next Boxing Day!” 








Her Age. 


WHEN past her twentieth year she’s strayed, 
I care not whether she be maid, 

Or wife or widow, I'll engage 

That somehow she’ll conceal her age ! 

Yet, if you force her to aver 

How many years she’s followed her 

Career on this terrestrial stage, 

Why, then she can’t conceal her (r)age ! 








Our Champion’s Curious Cure. 


You will doubtless recollect how Our Champion Idiot diddled us 
out of fifty pounds over that rent racket? Well, Nemesis and 
Damocles’ Sword and other ancient avengers have been on his track, 
and we are proud to say that he has suffered. After getting those 
fifty quids, he made tracks for the country, and painted every town and 
village he lighted upon a lurid crimson, and, in less than a fortnight, 
he was a jabbering wreck, and dancing to the music of a band of blue 
devils with green eyes, who he said were going on before. We knew 
what that meant. He simply rushed and yelled in a menagerie and 
aquarium combined of griffins, serpents, red herrings, dodos, black 
spiders, crimson snakes, and other curiosities of D.T.’s ; wherefore 
he was conveyed by an adjacent policeman to Harrowbath Spa to try 
the water there. Now, at Harrowbath Spa they have eighty-nine 
mineral wells all different, and, of course, the new doctor gave Our 
Champion Idiot the wrong water to start with. Then his complaint 
took a new form, and he thought he was Irving playing in Zhe Bells. 
So they massaged him, and sulphuretted him, and chalybeated him, 
and filled him up with the waters till he was ready to burst. Then 
the obstinate pig was not cured! They tried all the eighty-nine 
waters upon him without producing an improving effect, and, being 
resoived upon getting the jumps out of him, they started all over again, 
uytil Our Champion hadn’t a jump, or even a solitary skip, in him. 
Then, they did him up in a parcel and sent him along to FUN office, 
marked, “ This side up—with care.” At first we thought it was some 
vame, but found it was only a game. We unpacked the skeleton and 
examined it, and—well, it was bad that we could not say a word to 
him about the fifty pounds bust he had had at our expense, so we took 
him on again. Wedon't want him todie, but at present he’s all bones 
and eyes, and nas not even strength enough to cut the office quills. If 
things don’t mend we shall send him round to the Museum in Shoe 

















Lane, and make arrangements with the Wreck toexhibit him at sixpence. 
And all this comes of swindling a High-minded and Righteous Staff. 


A Pledge. 


I'VE registered an awful vow Unless I rub against a pub 
Here in my bosom’s core, I'll ne’er touch liquor more ! 


That to the end of time from now My babes shall crow upon the knee 
_ ill never liquor more ! Where erst they have been 
No cruel craze shall curse my snnciced | 
days M 3 7 ’ 
’ ; My wife will fondly gaze on me 
From henceforth, as I think ; With eyes that [have blacked ! 
‘. found the only recipe Green rats, pink mice, and 
To cure the crave for drink, goblins red 
Refrain. Shall cease to dance and grin 
’ : ; ‘ About my calm, reposeful head 
Che drink, the drink, th’ accursed Free from the fumes of gin ! 
drink ! Refrai 
What though it cost me pain? efrain. 
Unless I meet a friend who'll treat | The drink, the drink, the cursed 
I'll never drink again ! drink ! 
, I'll keep the oath I swore, 
lleat green apples, tart and sour, | Upless I meet a friend who'll 
They're sovereign ‘gainst the treat 
. ye.) ’ . 
+. thirst re : ; Or chance torub against a pub 
The milk that’s mixed with , 
chalk and flour 














Or sorely hap to want a lap, 


Ill swallow till I burst ! Or feel a drain would ease my 
With strong beef tea and beaten pain, 
eggs,— Or keep the day of Christmas 
What though they disagree ? gay, 
I*l1 swill and smile in spite of bile, Or that whereon my wife was 
And swamp my pangs in tea! born, 
Refrain. os ete., . 4 45 ee 
The drink, the drink, the cursed Ohiaw@ 4+ «6 « « @ 
drink ! infinitum, 





What though the strife be sore ? I never will drink more ! 








ee as - ——_ a ee —— 








A WELSH RAREBIT! 

Commercial Traveller (settling account with Welsh customer).— 
“ Well, I suppose I must do as I did last journey—draw at three 
months?” 

Mr. Morgan Ap Rhys (Grocer and Draper of the Market Town of 
Ystradewmabberglasslyn).—’ Deed and to goodness, Mr. Bagley, that 
will not do, for, look you, your last journey was in the summer, when 
the days were long. Now it is winter, and the days are short, so you 
must make the bill four months instead of three,” 
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Mrs. F.—“ YES; HATEFUL, WASN'T IT? 


SEE OUT OF OUR EYES!” 
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PUTTING !T PLEASANTLY. 
Mr. Borceso.—“ 80 sorry YOU AND YOUR HUSBAND COULDN'T DINE WITH US LAST NIGHT, MrRs. FENCER!” 
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WE WERE SO DISAPPOINTED. A DREADFUL ATTACK OF INFLUENZA. YOU KNOW—COULDN’T 


Mr. B.—“* BuT—ER—YourR’E BOTH HUNTING THIS MORNING—ISNT THAT RATHER RASH?” 


Mrs F.—“ On, 11'S NOT BAD ENOUGH T° INTERFERE WITH PLEASURE, YOU KNOW 





For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND 
SIZES FOR FAMILY AND Music-HALL 
CONSUMPTION. 


Rights in these 
Reserve d.) 
THE HAPPY-GO-LUCKY 
O! Lam the rollicking 

Leader of a band ! 
That marches merrily, 
Hey down derrily, 
Livening all the land. 
With a fig for flurrying— 
Never worrying— 
We let care go hang! 
For we're the very boys 
Of the merry boys’ 
Happy-Go-Lucky Gang! 


(V.2B.— All 


Songs are 


DIVISION, 


CHORUS, 


Of all merriment 
Making experiment, 
Ever pooh-poohing precision ! 
When scooting around, 
Often we're found 
With Order and Law in collision ! 
Still brimful of happiness, 
Chockful of “ chappie-ness ’ 
Holding dull care in derision. 
We're the jolliest 
Hi-toll-lol-liest 
Happy-Go-Lucky Division ! 


Ee 
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Oft with old collece-chums, 
Not crammed with knowledge-chums, 
Out on the burst we come: 
We start pianissimo, 
But soon fortissimo— 
Don't we make things hum! 
Then this cavorting club 
Offs to the sporting club, 
W here the bold boxers bang! 
And then we're the fistical 
Pet-pugilistical 
Happy-Go-Lucky Gang! Cl 


We being smart people, chase, 
Flat race and steeplechase, 

And coaching we go in a group. 
And with South of France pettiness 
Study Roulette-iness, 

Watching the croupiers croup ! 
At breaking the bankfulness 
There with some thankfulness 

Daily we try our hand, 

But even when “stoniest” 
We're the croniest 


Happy-Go-Lucky Band! Chorus. 








William. 

It is now New Year's time, and our William 
sallies forth to buy his yearly presents. He is 
great at toys, and gets the cheaper order of 
small leaden soldiers, the advantage of which 
is, being so small, children can swallow them 





without any particular effort. Then he buys 
cakes to send to his friends in the country. 
I don't exactly say that William stands in 
with the local county chemist, but, for all 
that, he does his level best to plug his rural] 
poorer relatives with nightmares. This he 
ealls keeping his family together, as if they 
could be stuck together by wedges of treacly 
plum stuff. 

William isn’t the only person who is on the 


eake line. 





Double-Distilled Wisdom. 


ONE cannot wring blood from a stone, 
But may find virtue in the gutter ; 

Man cannot live by bread alone, 
So spreads it, when he can, with butter. 


One cannot make a gee-gee drink, 
Though one has led him to the water, 
Nor can a mother make one think 
That she’s much younger than her daughter. 


Twice two do not make five, although, 

In dealing, some in that way tot up; 
}°xtemporaneous speeches flow 

More freely when they've first been got up. 


The man who says he “ never lied,” 
At least has made a good beginning ; 
And fools will cease to swell with pride— 


About when eels grow used to skinning. 
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FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
MOSTLY IN FRAGMENTS. 
“CARE OF” — 


.... And thus. as the fleecy snowflakes fell on the pavement, as 
though they were ashamed of it, and longed to hide its mysterious 
mudness from the gaze of man, our benevolent hero (for it was he 
—the kindly gleam of his eyes betraying him in spite of his disguise) 
wandered forth alone! . . . Whither was he bent? And why? 

(End of Chapter XCVII—to be continued in our neat.) 


CHAPTER XCVIII. 

WE left our hero on the snow—not lying in it, happily—for, 
aithough he had looked upon a glass or two of wine while it was red— 
or, rather, had looked upon it, and then had invariably sampled it— 
yet he was ridiculously sober for the time of year. No; he was 
wading through and through the bitter flakes, as only a man with true 
courage (and a thick top coat) can. 

And, speaking of top coats, our friend (ah! how much our friend !) 
could not choose but notice as he journeyed that many a man had no 
top coat to speak of, let alone to wear; and many a woman and child 
also lacked due covering to shield them from the biting blast, a blast 
which was almost as cold and cruel as many a so-called guardian of 
the poor ! 

All our friend could do was to scatter largesse whenever the offer- 
ing thereof could, without insult, relieve want—a benevolent proceed- 
ing, which proved beyond doubt that the warm-hearted wayfarer 
could not be in any way a professional philanthropist or charity 
organiser. 

The wind now howled almost as blatantly and as aimlessly as the 
cad who loves to “show off” to a barmaid, especially when she is too 
ladylike to answer him back. And, presently, our merry wanderer 
of the night was seen fighting his way through the sleet (for the 
weather had, of course, changed)—sleet, which was now as pitiless as 
the man who has never known temptation. Then, our hero (was a 
true hero, and not merely one of the mere unheroic characters who 
nowadays bear that honoured name in novels and plays)—our hero, 
we say, gradually, and with difficulty, approached his front door, 
which was numbered 153, in the usually busy street ; and, as he drew 
nigh to his palatial doorstep, he noticed that a mysterious cloaked 
figure fled therefrom in apparent terror. 

The fleeting figure seemed so bent with woe and care, that the 
owner of the doorstep (and ali appurtenances thereunto) would fain 
have followed it, with a view of rendering some aid or succour, but 
that, at that moment, a stifled cry held him spellbound to the spot. 
The cry in question seemed to proceed from the innermost heart of the 
hereinbefore-mentioned doorstep. ... Peering down, down through 
the dense fog (for such had now, as a matter of course, arisen), the 
noble benefactor found that it (not the doorstep—not the fog—but the 
cry) proceeded from what looked like a basket. On closer examina- 
tion, a basket it was—(and, of course, had been before, but it was 
not visible to the fog-draped eye)—and a strong basket, too! 

To drag the basket within doors was but the work of a moment—the 
manipulation of a common (or street-door) latchkey, and the summon- 
ing of a score or so of trusty myrmidons. 

Presently, by their united efforts, the mysterious basket was placed 
before the blazing fire (for, happily, the great rise in coals affected not 
our friend as it did, alas! the very poor to whom, be it noted, he gave 
the “sack” —or even half a ton—many atime and oft), and lo! on 
opening the basket (which was effected after a severe struggle), a 
blood-curdling sight met our friend’s other eye ! 

For the Owner of the Stifled Cry was, strange to say, no other than 
a Baby of some three hours of age, and by its side lay a type-written 
letter which ran thus :— 

“DEAR GOoD OLD FUN,” (you, gentle reader, will, of course, 
have guessed that the recipient was and still is that Renowned Per- 
sonage),—“ I leave this Childling in your care, for you are (for aught J 
know to the contrary) kind and noble! The inclosed infant is not 
mine; it was sent to me, and so I pass it on to you, as the Infant's 
and my own next best friend! ... I dare not, cannot stay longer to 
rear it myself as I am summoned far away. ... and I shall never 
return... and if I could stay longer I would not. For although my 
stay has been but of twelve short months’ duration, it has, I fear, 
been nearly twelve months too long for some. Ani although I have 
been enabled to bestow certain blessings on some, I must, alas! have 
seemed a clog to others... . I would not have this fair and innocent 
Babe in any way so full of woes and weariness, of smashes and 
crashes, of sin and sorrow as J have been. And . 80 1 leave him 
in your care. 

“With many thanks for all your cheery kindness and forbearance 
towards me week by week, I now affectionately bid you farewell for 


ever, “NINETY-TWO (her x mark). 
“ P.S.—Love and kisses to all the little FuN’s, and all your myriad 
ers. May Peace and Wisdom be theirs!’ 




















TOO PERSONAL. 
Photographer (to Aunt Eliza, who has rebuffed him with mute 
scorn).—“ We takes dumb beasts too, ma’am !” 











The Recipient of the pathetic letter (and Enclosure) was visibly 
affected; presently, however, he recovered his wonted benign 
equanimity, and raising one hand aloft, said— 

“T hereby vow to devote myself and all my powers (whate’er they 
be!) to guard and cherish this infant who has been committed to my 
care, and to do all that in me lies to make him grow up a Boon and 
a Blessing to all!” 

At that moment the door opened noiselessly, and—— 

(The rest is torn off.) 








Irish Snap-Dragon. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

THERE'S a game which is play'd at this time of the year, 
And to frolicsome parties is specially dear, 

Where upon a warm dish they pour out and ignite 

Some strong spirits that rapidly flare all alight ; 

While the point of the pastime—Snap- Dragon its name— 
Is to snap up a nicey-nice thing from the flame 

Without scorching your fingers, and then—oh, yam yum !— 
Pop it into your mouth, when you find it’s a plum, 

There is plenty of fun, if ‘tis heartily play’d, 

In observing some revellers sadly afraid 

About singeing their digits, while others more bold 

Plunge their hands in the blaze, though without catching hold 
Of the coveted morsel, a few having luck 

And receiving the happy reward for their pluck, 

Yet when sportsmen tiie Gladstone and Morley conspire 
With Miss Erin to snatch Home Rule out of the fire, 

It's rough, very rough, if the spirits don’t burn 

In their regular, proper, methodical turn, 

sut explode with a horrid concussion that serves 

To impart a bad shock to their sensitive nerves : 

For when dynamite forces go banging about, 

That there’s something wrong somewhere one cannot well doubt, 


THERE are many “cheeky” painters; but though women may 
paint their cheeks and publicly exhibit their work, they do not, on 


that account, rank with them as artists, 
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Jones, scanning his 
morning paper, makes up 
his mind for the future 
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MORE GOOD INTENTIONS—AND THEIR INEVITABLE 
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Bow-Streetwards on the o 
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before luncheon-time threatens to 
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And by sunset is onee again left in 
of the children while his better 
gut tea-drinking. 


Brown, resolutely brush 
ing his hair. resolves to no 
longer submit to petticoat half goes 


: ; : 
ter in his own house 
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enarve 
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Robinson pauses in the 
midst of his matutinal 
scrape, and solemnly for- 
swears all speculation for 


ever— 


And at half-past eleven rushes madly into 
his broker’s and tells him to immediately 
purchase £600 worth of * Consolidated Uniticd 
F latcatchers.” 


reign to give the children 














New Leaves, S. J. Adair Fitzgerald, and published by And only sought her for a wife— 
IN commemoration of the Jubilee year of Alfred Boot and Son. The author's skill is The maiden’s name was Polly Anthus. 
, ake Ryesnay — well known. The Ballads will, no doubt, 
t! DUS) Ti John Heywood, of Manches- : +} : 
ter and Lor in article by J x Ky possess the characteristics of his work, and He was a sailor true, he said, 

r ii ! ANWION, Al ari > UY AVX EVE : . . ' ] - } yf . 7 , . 
reprinted from Zhe Spy and issued in book | May be looke| forward to as a coming And ploughed the wide and briny ocean ; 
f ru It y ‘ a f | ' riterr yr ey ple 4 ire, And 50, 1n that way, she Was led 
of a rn. al | hovw a y | To give him all her heart’s devotion. 

‘ i 6 5 hé y | 

f ita ts a we | Essence of Romance. 1 
ary | (N XI That he was true she had no doubt, 
With and industry, a from small be ' ) Pill one day she went to see a 
{) 4 | pint Weer »j () ™ oy 4 “~s * ] veal py ¢ ic 7 + L; 4 
20th inst., w are inf rm I, | He swore he loved her as his life— Messmate of his, and then found out 
veal Phe Dallais of Bohemia,” by Deceivers fluently can cant thus— He'd got two wives at Batavia. 
v Mea! Awarded. Health Sxhivition, London. — 


Highest Award Adelaide, 1887 
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Retail in Tins at 1s, 6d., Qs. 6d., 5s., 


and 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 


Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. 
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'C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s « 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 


~ C.BRANDAVERLC®S 
ae: CinCULAR 


curse PENS 
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CGadbur 


» |The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 
Pure.” 


“ 


These series of pens write as smoothly as a lead pencil. 
and neither scratch nor spurt, the points being rounded 





by a new process. Assorte 1 Sample Box for 7 Stamps to Absolutely p nage Fi : 
the Works, Birmingham. —The Ana I, st. - Na 
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pes + Crnderella incident.” beat -y preje. ye Sea onab/e, Wealthe nr 


(1) To find room for a/l youngsters who'd fain seck the Mansion House (4) Toget “free pass ”’-e intoa music-hall, by shamming adetective-man 
When there’s this ball on—would need an Expansion House ! May lead you to a magistrate, a stern and shrewd ecrrective-man ! 


T rp); +7 . ae » f. . a ‘ ; se O's ley ’ } ] és 14 °° ‘ : 
(2) i Burl ngton House each art judge going taster is— (7) Chis Cinderella quarre), WHen Ail insult One i »seck opined, 
p } * ] " °9 M 1, { ’ i . ; | } * ’ 
Yes: a success is the latest “Old Master-ies, Was surely (Cind)-irrela-vant—and so the worthy’ beak " opined, 
se . } 7 " 1: ra ** 17 : : . » 99 4 , " } ‘ tt’ ad ‘ “* “ ] ! 
C3) This Durg@lar, in stealing coiections, too ‘perchy wis: (t)>) America has always been an effervescent. airs ind. 
For robbing a church he imagined re-* churchy”’ was, And hence this * Beauty” bother in Chicago's New World’s Fair-vland ! 
(7) It’ { i) 
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Bit [ve no space to tell of many a clever and well- 
hidden away in the corners of an apparently in- 
terminable cast—Mr. Arthur Williams, Mr. d’Auban, 
Miss Emma ditto, Miss Mabel Love, Fred and Retta 
Walton. Miss Ida Heath, Miss Lizzie Wilson, and a 
host of lalies whose principal virtue is symmetry. 
Mr. John Crook has “bossed” the music, which 
comimences with a rattling, ideal pantomime over- 
ture, so thick with popular and whistleable tunes, 
‘hat there was only the smallest modicum of hissing 
of the National Anthem. 


; ~ articularly. 
SLASHES AND PUFFS. Caoee getabae 
— BOLING 

NiGgHt found 
the National 
Theatre pacl 


















kel 
fron floor to 
eciling with an 
exeited au- 
dienee.” It was a 
statement couched 
in such terms that | 
rewl for the first 
time in the year 
1859 or thereabouts. 
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THE CRYSTAL PALACE.—(C4A few more remarks.) 

I was just remarking last week, when I found myself 
yithout space for more observations, that the Messrs, 


Barrett and Lennard had discovered the art of 





In those linppy days — making a children’s pantomime. The Babes in the 
Dracery Las vod is of this pattern. There is the good old story. 

‘OOFLESS The wicked uncle is not quite so formidable as we 

THEREFORE NOT expected, perhaps, and we are surprised to find he 

wrone nv. ~—SS”:téi‘inaas av big wife, who talks (or rather sings) polities 


(which we don’t nnderstand)—and we didn’t know 
that Robin Hood had 



















much todo with the babes 7 

—he is a distant relation 

f Robin Redbreast we 

ippose, The robbers, too, 

are rather more amusing 

than terrible. But there a) 
aw ee are the Babes, rollicking, // 44 

mischievous, pretty —all Z 


DRURY LANE.—Bo-PEFP AND DBEAtI 
POPPETTY. 


our fancy painted them-— 
with lovely complexions ¢ 
and the nicest golden hair, 
just like our dolls. And 


Crin ine WA at about its fullest 


we wcrc be bg A ne - Aaya" Wy vy) “a there is dear old Panta 
and tae excite nett, But Crinoline ha ' ] V/ ee the robins, ant! 
waned and died, faintly revived, died again \/ 4 4 

(not to mention that it threatens to revive ji dtc 


rain im all its pristine horrors) since that i) 
| and yet, after each succeeding Boxing 
Day, goes forth the same statement chal Lil “Is NOT THE Hoop 


ii” 
: : , ruUAT MAKES THE MONK,” 
river cane? ‘ ene ‘ ‘})} aa rome P 
gy contradiction and finding none. f Hk Hoop THA’ 


‘ MAKES You MERRY. 
(CERTAINLY, on th last Boxing Dey, 
the one belonging to the now defunet 1802. 
‘tradition was well kept up. In regard 

to packing, sardines were not in it—there 

yasn’t room for them! The show, although 
three fairy legends have been strung to- 
gether, does not sueceed in being exactly 
three times as brilliant, or three times a: 
‘y funny,as usual. All the same, it is quite as 
brilliant as,and a good deal funnier (in 
places) than, a Drury Lane Pantomime 
would lead us to expect, The Grand Hall 
of a Million Mirrors is, however, a tour di 

i a 


MosTLY TOES, 


the Snow Queen, and 
Jack Frost, and a_ lot 
more of our best friends, 
% + + 

WELL, well, let us look 
at it like a critic. Mr. 
Lennard has written a 
neat book, and Mr. 
Barrett has stage-man- 
aged and * musically il- 








force. It is along time since anything so 2 lustrated” it in a manner 
really beautiful has been seen in the way of XA - Le; Which shows that he has 
seuthcle, fhe Paity Tales veocenion is, in = profited by his study and 
elf, gool (Mr. Anderson in his best colour- DRURY LaNe.—ALL Tours. long experience. The 
1); but that, though gratifying, is not Babes are charming. in 
irprising, whereas the mirror. effect is the persons of sprightly Miss Kitty 
wildering, deliehth Loftus and ieely less kittenish Miss 
ae Rosie Leyton. Mr. Sam Wilkinson, Mr. 
, THERE are plenty Mat Robson, Miss Annie Liddon, Messrs. 
f fun | cleve Watts and Brunton, Miss Lanra Linden. 
people engaged, S Mr. Frank Ayrton, Miss Elsie Irving, and 
Augustus appears to have taken them by t all the rest of themn—not forgetting the 
fozen, \| Marie Loftus’s isa plea ant Messrs, Kitch: NM. hy the way—work With 
juaintance to renew, Miss Marie Lloyd is a 4, a will (and most of them with a way— 
vivacious as is necessary as Little Red Ridin such a way). | 


iH vm, and Miss Ada Blanche issn “principal 
boy, well equipped in all ways. Miss Mads. 


: : THE OnyMptc.—Mr. Osear Barrett's 
Lucas “carries off" the uvely “masher . 


hold bid for West End favour with a 
pantomime seems to have already justi- 
tied itself by events. Miss Edith Bruce ?”, 
sa delightful Dick, and as for the Cat— perm. TE 
well, Mr. C. Lauri is the Cat. and there atl Neal: i 
is nomore to be said. Mr. Victor Stevens Tk OLYMric. Tok Cat ann 


tume (Anglice—male evening dress) very 
. } 4 ) 1 ; 
well, and is otherwise bright and picasant 
Phe genuine comicality of Messrs. Dan Leno, 
Herbert Camphe! ul Little Tich is heartily 
m1 ver le ; 
enjoyable. Mr. W. Morgan has a mature'y 





bunny atyle, ! | the sreot ra (jy Meh live — , . 7 . . ° P 6 v 

me enf F +? ' Bi het : i ATE \? YIP TH Dik M is full ol I‘ =i) rce, M ss Alice Bri Tt kes is ie , . Dit RE ' PW A 

. safely left alone with the wolves. | PEROR OF Morocco. 2 ratte Alinn Mies (% , WERE FRIENDS, 

uy t just remark upon t} , Mo} VARI L prerty Alice. Miss Chard sings sweetly 

ss ' bhlalily lpo? nic ever complete. « SAMA © } ni? ‘ _ F 4 > . ° ; , ‘ ' 
wn. — }TOMFR THAN M ' as the Emp Morocco, and Mr, Harry Grattan is a painstaking 


ints, ) rick 1 ~ [dle Jack, NESTOR, 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART II. 


JOHNSON-WILLIAMS came round to my side of the desk and sat 
d4ponu the stool, immediately facing me. 

* The desire to travel,” I hinted, * was your leading motive | 

* Hardly that,” said Johnson-Williams. I am a matter-of-fact 
fellow, and this quarter of the globe is good enough for me. If I 
want to know anything about 
foreign countries [ can get “em up 
in Maunder’s, and add the details 
of costume and local colouring «1 t 
of the Illustrated Office Encycl: - 
predia. But the enormous facilitic~ 
for inexpensive and instant conm.- 
munication with relatives or—o1 
friends residing at a distance, which 
the attainment of Adeptship would 
place at my disposal. constitute. | 
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must confess, the special attractions of the Theosoplic Cult, from miy 
limited point of view. You may not be aware of it, but Tam engaged.” 
I had not been aware of it. and I hastened to congratulate him. 
‘She isa young lady of great personal attractions,” said Jolnson- 
Williams, blinking at me from behind his glasses, “and, like myself, 
wor—poor. She occupies, in fact, the position of daily governess in 
the family of a well-to-do coal proprietor, residing at Merthyr Tydvil, 
We are both Welsh by birth, and in marrying me she will not by 
compelled to make any radical alterations in her surname, as fa 


as marking is coneerned; for her name is Williams-Johnson—Miss 
Williams-Johnson. ‘Johnson’ will have to be picked out, or cut 
ut, of course, and put before the *Williams:’ but the saving in 
time. trouble and marking-cotton will, as she herself says, be con- 


siderable. She is a delightful girl, I Jinve not seen her,” said 
Johnson-Williams, thoughtfully, “since I came up to London six 
years ago. Our incomes being so limited, the railway fare between 
London and Merthyr Tydvil—even third class—constitutes an effectual 
barrier betwecn—in short, Gwendollen and myself. But I make no 
doubt she is as delightful as ever. Ido not possess a portrait of her, 
as photography is a comparatively expensive process. And we cannot 
correspond as frequently as we would wish, for the same economical 


reason. Thus, as you will see, the attainment of my object would be, 


to both of us, a positive Boon.” 
He got off the stool and went away, but turned back at the door to 
remind me that the Easter holidays were not very far off. He was 


Jd and reserved in his manner next Monday, and [ guessed that he 
partly repented having taken me into his confidence regarding the 
ung lads it Merthvi Tvdvil. For another thing, he was excess! ely 
busy. al walled encompassed by | built up with the ledger 
the tim, s aseailable, from a conversational point of 
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And so the days passed over. But on the Saturday afternooi 
immediately preceding Easter Monday he sought me out in quite a 
special sort of way, and bade me good-bye almost effusively, for him. 
His hat slid to the back of his head as he shook my hand, and several 
volumes which he was carrying under kis arm tumbled noisily to the 
floor. I helped him pick them up, and glanced at the titles.“ Ash- 
taroth Made Easy” was one; * Proofs Positive of the Solidarity of 
Spooks” another ; “The Young Theosophist : an Easy First Primer to 
the Attainment of the Occult,” a third ; “ How to Make a Mahatma ” 
a fourth. They were lent, he explained, by his Society, And he 
shook my hand again before we parted, and thanked me for the 
sympathy I had exhibited, and added that he felt somehow as if he 
were upon the verge of a great discovery. I gave him the address of 
the lodgings where I intended to spend the vacation, and invited him 
to run down and see me sometimes. He thanked me, shaking his he:l 
With a mild kind of dlespondency. And so we parted, 

I “gee my Isaster holiday, I hope, harmlessly and healthfull) 
enough, and in a style that was in accordance with my comparatively 
limited income. Upon a salary of seventy pounds, even when but- 
tressed and supported by an annual present of ten, it is possible for 
a City clerk to exist, if not to live, and even to set apart a margin fo 
mild relaxation and sober recreation—of a kind. But enjoyment, fun, 
frolic, sport, jollitication, are quantities to him unknown. In his 
inmost soul he secretly cherishes the intention of having what 
technically known asa High Old Time at some future day, but the 
date of that day is ever indeterminate. Sometimes it is virtually 
fixed, and looms before him as a glorious practicability, but before it 
comes off he may die of old age or excessive joy. For your true City 
clerk is a sensitive creature. Much chating of the os pectoris against 
the edge of the office desk has tended to the thinning of the wall 
Which was originally designed to protect the human heart from tli 


slings and arrows which are continually aimed by the world against 
that citadel of the emotions. But I digress, 

In the village of Hampton Wick, therefore—in the house of an 
excellent widow who had had long experience in the taking in of Cit) 
ventlemen, and could underboil a potato or caleine a chop with any 
member of her sisterhood who ever stood in list slippers—TI passed the 
three days of my vacation. My canoe—a present from an old fellow 
clerk, now a well-to-do Manitoban farmer—I had had sent up to 
Burgoyne’s, and when the river was not too lumpy to be agreeable, | 
paddled about the quiet reaches between Kingston and Twickenham, 
or dug my way up stream as far as Shepperton or Moulsey. Or 1 
smoked my pipe under the gnarled thorns and budding chestnuts of 
Richmond Park, and read Lavengro over again, or dipped into the 
joliy pages of Rabelais or Chaucer, and was never dull or dismal until 
the evening of the very last day. Easter Monday was drawing to a 
close—I must return to business on the following morning. It had 
been a wet Bank holiday, and as the rainy night closed in, and the 
evil-smelling paraflin lamp was lighted, and the mousey odours of 
ancient cupboards began to draw comparisons with dry-rot and old 
mouldiness, and the three stunted pollard-beeches that kept wateh 
and ward over the little weedy front garden threw their distorted 
goblin shadows on the drawn-down calico blind, [ could have wished 
for some companionship livelier than that of the stuffed grouse under 
the glass case on the sideboard, or the blunt-nosed red and white 
china spaniels on the mantel-shelf, or the portrait of a lady unknown 
—in Berlin wool—hung above, <As to cultivating the society of mys 
landlady, that was out of the question. I stared hard at the glowing 


embers and glided almost imperceptibly into a smooth sea of 


coke 
Before the eve at 


reflection, Suddenly its waters became troubled, 
my imagination up bobbed a sandy head, and [ smiled as I identified 
it as the property of Johnson-Williams. Poor fellow! I smiled as 1] 
pictured him, patiently supporting his holiday upon that ascetic 
regimen of whole-meal porridge, raw apples, and charcoal biscuits. 1 
wondered whether he had made any progress in the cult of Theosophy . 
whether he was any nearer to the fulfilment of his Aim than he lad 
heen When IT saw him last? Did the theatrical young lady continu 
to harass him by saltatory gambols performed overhead? Was hi- 
lamudlady still persecuting him with assiduous solicitudes upon th 
subject of rashers and lightly-boiled London eggs? 

Mph yy 

I drew out my handkerchief and flapped it, and glanced towards 
the window with a developing intention of opening it, for the 
atmosphere of the room was decidedly hazy. Perhaps the chimney 
smoked! But the fire burned perfectly clear. Jt must be that 
villainous parafiin lamp. My mind, which had been full of Johnson 
Williams, discharged itself of its personality. 

And in the same instant—— 

(To he continucd 


ONCE again—das pel usual contract — 
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“The Haunted Man.” 


WSS (SEE CARTOON.) 
ENJOYING wealth, ’Mid frosts and snows 
Comfort and health, The harsh wind blows, 
Jobn Bull sits snugly by his And chills the bones less 
fire : warmly clad : 
Fiercely without may winter  Toverty, though, ne’er clothes the 
roar, back, 
It frighteth him not,—he has And shivering, starving folk oft 
good store lack 
Of all he need desire. A cure when times are ba‘l. 
sut by his chair John Bull might smile 
Is standing there At fortune’s guile, 
His other self, a phantom lean ; He'll see the bright side if he 
Hunger seems written on its face, can : 


Where misery’s pangs have left Ah, but that phantom never flies, 
their trace— Tis ever at hand in woeful guise— 

' “a : 

A well-nigh wolfish mien. He is a haunted man! 


A “Cloud” with a Silver Lining. 

On the 19th inst. a series of Zableaua Vivants will be presented at 
the PRINCE’s HALL, Kew Bridge, in aid of the funds of the West 
London Hospital. Mr. Walter Cloud is the moving spirit, and Mr, H. 
T. Johnson is “ helping,” and there is hope in the Camp that some of 
the Rothschild family, who are residents in the neighbourhood, may 
aid the good work with their valuable countenance. 


He Receives a Check. 
Editor.—“I have asked you again and again, Mr. Thriller, to avoid 
the old hackneyed expressions of third-rate novelists ; and here you've 
\ , gone and given us ‘The Plot Thickens’ as the title of Chapter XXV. 
You must really check yourself of such a dreadful habit.” 








Author of Serial Story.—* Well, you see, sir, on this occasion [ did 
A GO-AHEAD STUDENT. it purposely. 1 knew you would object to so stale a heading as ‘The 
ae ot Thickens.’ an pught it would give me a good chance to 
Visitor, RA—“Hat T see you have made the alterations I ra Terenas, ONS 5 SS te oe eS ‘aged 
rgested |! Great improvement a remind you that it’s the only thick-uns’ I’ve seen in connection with 
sugyested |! reat improvement | ; +4 an ¢ 19 ; ie 
: | ; ae » novel I’ ‘riting you! Tlint successful. Ile reeeives a 
Perky Student.—* Oli! yes, sir!) Vast! Proves th’ truth of th’ ol _ novel I’m writing you ( of 
saying, sir: Two heads better than one!’ wine inh 
> 
STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. ina “rale ould Oirish fashion.” The strects were given up to them 
BUT for the terrible cle ath) oft pp 1 Synnott, the dynamite explosion for three hours. the police standing by, and. for once, not interrupting 
in Dublin would have its amusing side. The Tories are laying it (not the harmony. <A few houses were wrecked, a few hundred coat-tails 
the dynamite charge, but the charge of trodden on, and for once the Kil- 


rushians forgot that Erin was a dis- 
thressful country. 
* * * 

Mr. Fred Horner has sent the elec- 
tors of West Southwark a Christmas 
card intimating that if they will elect 
him as their M.P. he will visit every 
hole and corner of West Southwark. 


“wrtmaley J agers Jat the doors of the 
Nationalists, who in return are pretty 
openly declaring that the explosion was 
the work of cither Tories or Orangemen. 
od ’ * o 

John Burns, we are informed by &j%i 
some one apparently greatly concerned rea 
with the little doings of great people, - 
has been disporting himself on skates 
in Battersea Park. Ox dit that John 


nas grown too important and highly 


Mr. Fred Horner 
Go in your corner, 
As promised in your Christmas card ; 






respectable fol thie Ulett plover sCCTION T 

f Labour Socialism, and that he j lhe day will soon come, 

’ a \ OUTLETS TTT, Gath i v = y ; : 
therefore, Uke most other politicias ’ . When you will look glum. 

! ore, ike othe MOlILICIAMS, 27 NO 4 ee ee ee ae ee 
skating on thin Joo, In any Gvent aiceinaas Your political prospects all marred. 


, ° ryY “4 : 
neither Jolin. ner Keir Hardie. nor Tom Mann. ! 
r Ben Tillett ore like ly to be supplanted as 


} 


Labour lemlers by the third-class journalists aril 


Mr. Horner is known to a small section of the 
public as the adapter of Zhe Late Lamented and 
one or two other French pieces for the Knglish 
stage. Perhaps his canditature is merely his method 
uf constructing an original farce. 

* * * 

The New Year’s Honours have been this time 
strictly restricted to India, the Colonies and the Fleet. 
I wonder if there wil] ever be founded by an occu- 
pant of the Throne, an Order of Merit for men of 
=clence, arts, music and letters? The soldicrs and 
sulors, tinkers and tailors, butchers and bakers and 
candlestickmakers have their full share of distinc- 
tions, but, up till now, no hydrant connected with 
the Fount of Honour has been fixed up in Fleet Street. 

* * * 
More than a thousand lives saved bv the boats of 
' ) the Roval National Lifeboat Institution. So, “Launch 
At Kilrush Parnellites and Anti-Parnellites HRM To SIT ON THE (Cnmission on ‘Bumple the lifeboat r Brave hearts. ahead!” The best way for 
uesing th: coming Heme Bele Bi ml ) us to launch it. is to launch some of ou spare cash to 
= : E. GOES OF THE Pas] WEEK. the Institution. THE MANIN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


fourth-class playwrights who are striving to 
identify themselves with the cause of Labour. 
; . 

Brawling in church is not the Lest way for 
the unemployed to save their cause. We do not 
vant to borrow from our Yankee cousins the 
fashion of “cheering the preacher ;" nor, though 
ve respect Dissenters, do we encourage audible 
‘lissent at scrmon-time. Otherwise, we should be 
having our popular preachers receiving a novel // 
Lind of “call” of the before-the-curtain varict\ 

“Fortune sometimes sends us a shaft of 
rony, as the skipper of the Umbria remarked 
when his steel screw shaft Snappy dd, 


have been lis 
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REUNITED. 
A XMAS TALE OF THE “GOOD OLD TIMES” 
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Anon, the base hireling finished his repast, pushed back his chair, 
‘Twas the glad Yuletide “in the brave days of old.” The haughty and, whilst tilling his “eutty,” began to whistle right lustily a merry 
Sir Gules de Rampant sat in his desolate mansion watching the bow- ballal of “The man that broke the bank at——” “Slave!” hissal 
legged broker’s man shovelling in peas with a carving-knife. Sir Gules. leaping to his feet with flashing eyes, “darest thou mock 


me? It needed but this!” 





“Die, seullion! Perish ‘mid thy gibes! “and springing at the sut the hireling was a stout varlet, and stood right valiantly to it 
throat of the too (apparentiy) low born knave, he bore him to the for the space of a bad quarter of an hour, and many a shrewd knock 


rround, was exchanged ere the knight obtained the mastery, and proceeded to 
kick the churl off the premises. 





Suddenly, however, Sir Gules paused and started backwards, whilst And the next moment the long severed relatives, thus strangely 
great and joyous smile illumined his stately features, “ Found ! reunited, were locked in each other's arms, whilst the night winds 
found!” he cried.a thousand emotions struggling in his voice. ‘ The howled without, and the snowflakes settled silently alike on stream 
birth mark! Those three golden globes on your right shoulder! You and moorland, 
= ee aoe, ee at snala 9 f 


~ 
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Card-Table Chatter. 

THE Reverend Gloomiemug, though he despises all card-players, is 
said to have a profound reverence for an enchre-ist. . . 

Secing that, at whist, an affirmative reply to the question, “ Can you 
one?” constitutes game, wouldn’t it be more grammatical to ask, 
“Can you win?” 

Four (r)Aces: The Caucasian, the Mongolian, the Ethiopian, the 
American. 

Another Four (r)Aces: The Derby, the Oaks, the Grand National, 
the Lincolnshire Handicap. 

In a bézique pack there is, of course, no deuce extant. Was 
Mrs. Jupy, then, justifiel—having won seven consecutive games froin 
Mr. Fux—in saying that she had “played the deuce” with her 
opponent ? 


Medical Mummery. 
AN eminent M.D. tells us that it is all rot tosay “ Physician, heal 
thyself!” Most doctors get heeled sufficiently often by irascible old 


lyspeptics. 
It is nonsense for London doctors to pretend they can never find 


time fora holiday. Why, they can go toa good old British Pharm. 


whenever they like. 


Why are invalids compelled by their doctors at one and the same 


time to take—and to avoid—lraughts ? 
Would the extraction of a wrong tooth he a case of acci-Dental 
Surgery ? 
Lessons all patients like to get from their doctors: Conva-lessons, 
Why isa gootl doctor a wood a ographist > Peeause he has tL 
sar) ol 1? 


} 


knowledge of all the sant ails (hills and dales) in the wor 





HE WOULD BE ORIGINAL. 


Vfe.—"" Relieve me. yvonr eyes are blue heavens of delicht to : ~ 
ery sunny tress bpron ‘ r vol len head dearer to me than— 
She.—* Oh ves, Mr spoonwell, that’s all very pretty, but how long is 

i since you said the same to s me ther vir] »” 

HMe.—* No, ‘pon my soul, the last girl had black eyes and ha 

\ RK? , 
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WITH MEAN-ING. 
(losephist.— Says I gave the meanest spread he ever sat down to, 
ines he? He never sat at my table, sir.” 
Sprightly (who has).—* Then pay him out, old man.” 
Closephist. —* Pay him out?” 
Sprightly, —* Yes ask him to.” 


STRANGE VISITORS, 
(A Goue-to-Bits Ghost Story.) 

...« Quite suddenly—so suddenly, indeed, that the sound startled 
me from my reverie, a reverie which was more or less pleasant— 
cencrally less, for was it not time when the overdue quarter’s rent was, 
like a ditto Atlantic liner, weighing heavily upon my Consciousness’? 

Alas! how perplexed had the sid Consciousness become—as perplexed 


as a student of the Kast ind an Kast African problems! for, 


truth to tell, my mind was like a mirror reflecting everything of a 
New Yearning typethat was then going on—or “off”—around me. It 
retained, for example, snap-shots of the Unemployed at St. Paul's, 
showing that even there,as at other gatherings, there are always some 
blithering folks who rejoice in doing anything that will harm the 
eause of the real sufferers—alas, so numerous! My brain (so called) 
also scemed to have, simultaneously, visions of the Positivists (quite 
thirteen and a half strong) worshipping at St. Harrison’s Chapelette 
in letter Lane, and getting in quite a fog as to re-naming the days of 
the week after certain sages—an arrangement whicn, however. 
received a rude shock when a Positivist wooer told his not-quite-so 
Positivist sweetheart that he would not be able to see her again until 
about $8.30 p.m, on Alschylus—meaning, evidently, Tuesday; for 
the young lady, who was what a certain popular character impersona- 
tor would call a “fair take-down,” replied, saucily, that as tar as she 
was concerned, he needn't come then, as she could fix up a very nice 
meeting with another * Johnnie” at six p.m. on Chevalier—evidently 
meaning Monday, or St. Welsharp Day! ; 

Visions of St. Parker's latest Spiritualistie, if un-Stead-y, utter- 
ances, and of Mr. Jack O'Bite Northumberland’s Morning rejoinders 
thereto, flitted fitfully across my o.P. lobe, and I was wondering 
whether Burns 0’ Battersea really believed that Tea was the actual 
local beverage of Brixton ; or whether the husbands whom he warned 


ibandon their weekly t Yona “cert,” would really take his 
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‘so Tl jusd ligd by pil ead drig by STO’, * Tr’s dot so bad as it was, so I'll fidish by 
book a’d tubble idto bed.” 








* Codfouded co’d! that’s whad Ive god! 
This busdard a’d water oucht to cure it. though ! val bake byself covtal le. 
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And he woke up shivering next morning, and 


But he went to sleep, and the fire went out, And the candle wont cut 
and the water got cold. voted the whole thing a ghastly failure. 
Leaves! From these inscriptions I cull the following, still lurking in 
my sieve-like, but in other respects, admirable memory :— 

“T, the undersigned Capitalist, hereby register a vow to be more 
considerate henceforth to those whom I employ. IL am ten times a 
Briareus, for | have a thousand ‘hands.’ I herewith turn over a New 
Leaf, and vow never again to treat the said ‘hands’ as theugh they 
were merely so many ‘claws’ or cats’-paws to rake me in my shekels! 
They shall have a fairer wage, and moreover ——” 


advice, when I heard a mysterious Rustling in my lonely Chamber, 
which set iny hair on edge and caused my teeth to stand on end with 
terror! .... Moreover, my blood turned first cold and then hot, 
then it turned beth ways, like certain—or, rather, wacertain—members 
of what is called Parliament, and then 4 * ‘ * 
When I awcke, a strange sight met my eye! <A series of pages, 
ed literary, not lackeyish, were spreal out before me like things of life. 
They seemed to glare at me, to force themselves upon my astonished 





US, gaze as who should say, “ Behold us! we have a grievance; and if He suddenly ceased—suddenly even in the recording of his vow- 

: you do not listen to us, we may even be driven to write to the Tines, registration, so I turned to another, and read as follows: 

el therein to exploit the Printing-House-Square-Root-of-the-Matter !”’ “ Well, strike me lucky! if I, Orneyand (son of good old Toil), don't 

i", * Speak on, or, rather, rustle on!” I cried (or methought I cried), in future see that I always thoroughly do my dooty to my employer ; 
and that [ won't booze undooly, and that I won't be such a bloomin’ 


“We will,” retorted the Pages. ‘“ Mark what we shall say.” 


a 

It At that moment meseemed that these strange nocturnal visitors mug as to listen to mere agitators, and strike for the mere sake of 
"s, rustled the following roundelay : striking, but will wait until | have real cause, and then-——” 
7 ; : . This “registration” also stopped suddenly, Next, I turned to a 
he o W c _ th aC who, — days ba m Vow which purported to‘be from a Legislator. 
1) People bought in many ® pack, “From this New Year's Day,” it ran, “I, an M.P., honoured with 
te And when they did on us seize, ; the trust of thousands of hard-worked constituents, turn over a New 
te ried, * We will turn over thes Leaf! Heneeforth I will be true to my trust, and will keep the 
of M e will henceforth take good hee promises [ made when I sought election, and I will not blacken every 
va That more earnest lives we'll lead, character which happens to belong to the other side. No! I——” 
sO Trying to lo what we should— This also finished abruptly, wherefore I turned and said: “ But 
i] We, in fact, will all be good. surely such simple and easily-kept vows as these were not broken?” 
WT “ But. alack! itkewise. alas’ *Pshaw! thou blithering juggins | ” the Leaves seemed to say. 

Ju ip * Took! Behold here Thy Own .Vew Leaf, full of carnest promises of 

- Almost ere the day did pass, 15 aoe Ra f 8 of 
1e Idly did they cast us bv, amendment and repentane e for the past. How hast thou ept thine. 
e Noting us with careless eye. Hast thou not, even as these others, alrealy neglected thy vows? 

v With tear.dimmed eve. and earnest brow At this I awoke, and would have fled in shame, when Another 
- Ul) ctl ge ~ ° ptr re Visitor came 

Some wrote on us many a vow; hbiars ee acey Cae. = ” 

% You'll guess. then, we who stand in sheav " Ali '’ | cried— “e U N! Aid art thou come to reproach me? 

ng Simpiy are forlorn New Leaves!” *Not J, old chappie '” he replied, in gentle tones, oT e are all but 
M4 won we. human! If at first you don't succeed, try again, and don't (at least, 
y, The last few lines of this weird chant were trotted forth s ) piteously you won't) be Happy till you get it!” 

q that I could not choose but examine each complainant carefully, and, * And then——” 

: so doing, several myster! 3 | rth on the s (Here the autobiography suddenly cease.) 
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he rt (e€ y, AVLOMINKGL cossienes 
| ittie Norig — flow | would like 2 dress “ike that parys / 
frunt +tonoria — Fre! You bad, wicked child. | 
[ ite Doris — Bul would nl you have liked one when you Were 


a “ttle Girl 


SB 


? / suppose, though, you never Were Very YOunc, Highway robbery by women, 


(1) 7 ir t LY, (4) At the Plice Court a “drunk” spotted Lane, the Q.C_— 
That children should not take their aunts to the play! "Tis a wrong Lane that hears no ex-Q.C,’s,” thought he, 
(2) Where Miss Terry was born hath of late caused a (5) A man crossed an ice-bridge Niagara-way 
Io be not rn at all, then, let’s all ike a vow! Ni-avara-vating he { nad it ni 
{ j j —— ff 





| 
/ 
] 
; 
: 








92 FUN. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


b IS a favourite axiom gaily trotte:| 
re ont at cach reenrring gladsome 
Christmastide that Sir August's 

Harris is expected, in his cum 
pantomime, to cap all his previeu- 
whievements in that field. And it is 
common habit to wonder how eve 
ean do it. In magnificence of spev- 
an Inxuriance of ingenuity (goo! 
ui bed). together with the capacity 
ponding money, he must often. 
el, be put to it to excel himself. 
fot there is one way, it has always 


+ 


t 
1 to me. in which the Gian 


uf 
I 


7 ar 
. Improv 





ESENTMI 4 
THO! j y, 
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productions, and a recent note | 
tne Daily News from an ol 
ervant correspondent confirms 
my us herished View Ws might 
hy treated to ad cole rent hoo! 






Lt’ siceht? « na wrata | ” 
yf micnt, at any rate, ta treats i / ‘ Pa , f th, if) , 7] rlad ¢ ri<t 
to decently rhythmical dialogue. n r. Ali that ther r 
‘ 7 . " . “ : ° + ~ . - 
Don’t tell me nobody expects thie BPS regs Po 
; ’ lita “rt if rah i ‘ rit, hia iv the interi¢ 
ensé or literary finish in a panto- barnes % 1} ; 


mime book! Let’a have a little you are, Pard 
f the unexpected just for on 


THE JD. N, correspondent picked out the very group of lines which 
ised me much unnecessary snffer- 
g—thney sent me home with a 

erick in my back and an ache in my 

t 


rain which lasted me many days. 


| 
} 7 ‘ 
But I wonder what that corre- 


pondent thought of Scene VII. a 
printed in the book? It opens with 
four lines caleulated to maim the 
toughest organisation ata hundre«| 


h it drives you 
if DV introd 
th rmitest warning. © 
rely 1 ! for some } th} 
hey }] rr’ 





thing about a M isie-Hall L'vet (E tery. Save ') havi: r heer 
alle 1 in, Th men btu l in y ri¢ ple , (nere may 


be cromd reasons for the introduct n of indi- / 
vidual *“ arteests” from ° the halls into panto- 


mimes; but the man who drags in the Musi: 
Hall Port - well, his ecomintry deserves well 
him, that isall | have to sn \ ' 
e 7 > 

BuT talking of pantomimes and their con- 
geners isa little out of date now. Pantomimes. 
as far as we are concerned, are all over, anc 
the “regular drama™ crops up again in all ite 
pristine majesty. Before parting with the 
subject, however, I must ist mention that 
Miss Minnie Palmer is playing at the Grand; 
that there is a very pretty bell dance at the 
Olymy} 
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cluster of stars (the one peculiar to Hercules) in the Highgate Hill 
ce, which is effective, interesting and educational. Red Riding Hood, 
at the Marylebone, deserves a visit, not only for 
the sake of Mr. Gascoigne’s excellent panto., but 
because there will soon be no Marylebone to go 
to, I believe. 

Terry s.—Mr. Terry has slightly altered his 
programme since Christmas when he offered to 
liday-makers two solid dishes of Uncle Mike 
and Zhe Churchwarden. Uncle Mike is now 
“off,” and in its place appears Miss Nellie Gan- 
thony in Fur Charity’s Sake, and Mr. Terry 
himself in Boncicault’s Kerry. This well- 
known performance of Mr. Terry’s has nothing 

f the Aeriy-cature about it (I don’t know that 

ybody would expect, or suspect, it to have, but 
[ thought you wouldn’t mind me putting it that 
way). It is noticeable, by the way, that there 





Dreery LANe.— Tue are a number of bee-you-tiful (and clever) ladies 


PADDELEY CAKE— jn the programme — Miss 
But, I say, look here, Helen Forsyth, Miss Annie 


in’t eat cake, don’t 


“2% 1 } | 
know-—realiv!” Hill, ete., ete. I should lik 
to see Mr. Terry with an 
, , 7 a ; the r,f t | 
y, tnougcn. W rtny il - ,'™ ctl L10s0 Ol rhe 


ellent company 1 
_ . 


NODS AND WINKS.—A nulmecrous and distin- 
shed (for different things) company responded t 
Sir Augustus Harris’s (or their own) invitation to 

ne and see him cut a piece (of cake) on Twelfth 


Nicht. It 18 unus ial. I believe . to postp ne the 
tting of a piece to the Twelfth Night. but our 


nly manager is above precedent, and everybody 
present seemed TO approve of his conduct and tc 
ollow his example upon other things provided fon , 
the purpose. The occupations of eating. drinking ee ALT 

nd dancing were kept up for a considerable period, 1c ee 

} sHeva__it av a ooin< ( Tah ts y , - nese ’ 

I believe—it may be g ing on now for what J know. es 
The fun seemed wound up for always when I left Banpriey-Brina- 
t, but I daresay the pantomime would putanend ING OVT A NEW 
: PIECE AT OLD 
DRURY —GOING 





+ 


»it some time. IJ don’t enter into cletails, as I he- 


ve our poet has been told off to do some iambics pown very WELL. 
r something on the subieer 


} m.—Flypatia was 5 


t.aml [ mustn't spoil 
ecesstally presented at the Haymarket on 
Monday. the 2nd inst. Messrs, L. and H. 
Nathan have had a large tinger in this inter- 
esting pie, havinz 
made all the eos- 
tumes and acces- 
sories. These 
being from 
sketches by Mr. 
Tadema, would 
require more 
than ordinary 
care and sym- 
pathy.—-I have 
been very 
much put to 
it to reter to 
all the good 
things tf! 
Festive 
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season brought forth, and am, 
1 fact, compelled to limit my- 
elf to the mere mention of some t] 
vhich fully deserve better tr 


baal 


There is the WorLp’s Farr for instance \ | la ta | 
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it the AGRICULTURAL HALL. which is more \ | 
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naertul than ever at the price, Then the 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART IIT. 

AND in the same instant the haziness vanished. I leant my head 
back upon the bumpy chintz cushion of the straddle-legged easy 
chair. I resumed my train of thought. It brought Johnson-Williams in 
the very first batch of 
passengers. He but- 
tonhole me, mentally, 
and wouldn't be sha- 
ken off. And the room 
was getting smoky 
again. It must be 
something wrong with 
the register of the 
erate. Quite a cloud. 
or, to be correct. a 
column of nebulous 
bluish vapour hung in 
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b > , } > ] , ] 17 
s space Detween the fender aha Wy a “Ciliull’. I w nuered lly at 


its peculiar shape, which was that of a trunk, bifurcated at the upper 
and lower extremities. It had, so to speak, arms and legs, and—yes, a 


4 


head! The legs were getting more distinct every minute. And—it 
was an absurd idea enough—but they certainly bore a resemblance t 
the legs of Johnson-Williams, on which he invariably wore trousers of 
a material which he asserte:| to be real Welsh tweed, of extraordinary 
durability and cheapness. And all at once the conviction came upon 
‘k, or a chill shudder, but with a sensa- 
tion of calm unemotional surprise, that in very reality, those familia: 
garments were standing upon the hearthrug in front of me, with 
Johnson-Williams inside them. 

Perhaps his boots came home to me most keenly. They were of the 
obsolete spring-sided make, very ponderous of sole, and garnishel 
upon the insteps with little round flat buttons that did not button 
up anything. I had often wondered whether, like the rest of Johnson- 
Williams, they had been made in Wales, With a dreamy, pleasur- 
able sense of recognition, I let my glance travel upwards to the black 
waistcoat, garnishel with a steel watch-chain—from thence to the 
Navy blue cravat with little bird’s-eye specks of orange on it—from 
that to a linen coliar with pink horseshoes (Johnson-Williams had 


me, not with a staggering sho 


on Voxe , ; 1; } 4 

always been partial to linen of a pl tomal description). This stage 

7 } iad } ¢ [7 } ' “9 t : . . . 

led me casly to his chin, and In the same way [ scaled nis upper lip 
— ame aw _ Pre ye Th, , 5 

—a long and steep one—and mounted to his eyes. Then ] | 


FUN. 23 


“ Good evening,” said Johnson-Williams, distantly, in both senses of 
the word, because his manner was constrained and nervuus, and his 
voice sounded faint and hollow as if it came from a long way off. 

“Good evening, old fellow,” I returned. “ D’you know, [ must have 
been asleep and dreaming of you when you came in, for I opene! my 
eyes, and there you were, like a vision!” I jumped up and shock 
myself as I spoke, and glanced towards the cupboard where tle 
whisky-bottle and the soda-syphon stood. It seems so natural to offer 
a man a drink when he has come a long way to see you. And it was 
late already. I should probably have to harbour my guest for the 
night. There was a mechanical trick-bed in the sitting-room. It had 
annoyed me by the flagrant transparency of its attempt to look like a 
book-case, but now it would meet an emergency. There would be 
bread and cheese, potted bloaters, and Scotch ale for supper, and for 
breakfast—I must talk to my landlady about breakfast. 

“T am afraid you are tired, old fellow!” I cried, wita sudden 
concern, for Johnson- Williams had grown strangely pale and shadowy. 
But as I fixed my wavering attention on him he seemed to revive, 
and refused my proffer of refreshment with a faint smile. 

“No stimulant, thank you, my dear Pegley.” He waved away the 
whisky-bottle as he spoke. 

“ After your railway journey!” I urged. 

“T did not travel down,” returned Johnson- Williams, “ by rail."’ 

“You walked?” i uttered, aghast. I had forgotten the low state 
of the poor fellow’s finances. “Walked all the way from London, 
and on such a beastly night ?”’ 

* One could hardly call it walking,” said Johnson-Williams. 

How had he been conveyed to Hampton Wick then? [ plunged 
into the mazes of a labyrinth of probabilities. Had the driver of 
a Pickford’s van given him a lift, or a mail-eart man? A _ basket- 
seller's caravan was out of the question, because vehicles of that 
description travel so slowly. Howthen? I looked up and uttered a 
shout of surprise. for Johnson-Williams was gone ! 

Clean gone! There was no need to look under the table, it was not 
big enough to hide a full-grown man, and Johnson-Williams was 
incapable of playing a trick. No; my fellow-clerk had vanished 
from sight, without employing such means of egress as might have 
been afforded by the window, the door, or the chimney, which was up 
to its old games again. There hung the cloud of smoke I remembered 
noticing before Johnson-Williams hal come in. Stay! J/ad he 
come in? I breathed heavily through my nostrils, and dug my nails 
into the palms of my hands, as I tried to recall the features of my 
friend. Then something like a thin stream of ice-water coursed down 
my spinal cclumn. My heart sat down with a bump, and my hair got 
up and began to walk upon my scalp, for the face of Johnson- 
Williams was looking at me from the summit of a hazy transparency, 
whose shifting outlines bore the dimmest possible relation to the 
human form. The eyes blinked, the lips moved. He spoke hollowly, 
as the Man in the Cellar responds to the interrogations of Lieutenant 
Cole. 

“Do not be alarmed. Compose yourself. Try and think of 
something svothing. If you were to repeat the Multiplication Table. 
or the rules of Book-keeping, or the principal Articles of the Collision 
Clause, or the Statute Limitations of Insurance, it might have a 
steadying effect upon your nerves.” 

The hollow voice became hollower, his outlines began to grow dim, 
as with a whirling brain I stared upon him. A thousand wild ideas 
spun in my brain. Washe? WasIl? Were we? Horror! He was 
beginning to fade before my eyes! He would be gone in another 


| 
ir 


minute ! 

“Unless you can concentrate your attention upon me, my dear 
Pegley, it is very likely.” 

He spoke with some asperity, replying to my thoughts as though 
they had been uttered aloud. 

“The fact is—and I only withheld it up to this moment out of a 
natural reluctance to startle you—the fact is, that I am not myself.” 

I had been sure of that. 

“You misapprehend me, my dear Pegley.” went on Johnson- 
Williams, putting me more at my case by the familiarity of his 
address, and the slight smile which hovered over his long pale coun- 
tenance, as his familiar figure, pink anchors, Welsh tweeds, and all 
began to loom into view again. “I am quite myself in the more 
spiritual sense of the word if, materially, I fail to come up to the 
mark. But with a little practice” —he waved his hand encouragingly— 
“you will be able to develop me to—in short, to any extent you may 
consider desirable.” 

Now I found speech. The truth flashed upon me. 

“ Then—then you have done it at last?” 

“T have done it at last.” echoed Johnson-Williams, nodding at m« 
cheerfully. “I told you when we parted that I felt something was 
really going to happen this time. In a word, my friend, I have 
attained the Pitch, to the level of which my faculties have been 
earnestly strained ever since I became a convert to Theosophy.” 


(7 } f wed.) 
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“ WATER-WORKS.” 
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talked about making his will; and the bulletins each Atter which more aerated waters were sent in. acc mMpatiied by kind notes, 
morning were watched by small but excited crowds. 
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AT THE OPERA COMIQUE, 
SCENE —Row of stails—Tuwo pretty girls seated—Vacuous-iooking swell making his way to his stall, 
First Gurl in the Stalls (referring to the new-comer).—* WHATEVER'S THIS?” 
Second Girl in the Stalls (referring to the first piece).—" OH! THIS IS—THE COMING CLOWN!” 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. lights" of the Society for the Promotion of British Dramatic Art, that 


ene oa is to bring out that other body of unemployed, “the great unacted.” 
Tue Lowe Court-Martial brought out the Fair facts of the case. The danger of mixing the drama and politics is that we may be 


A Naval Court-Martial, having farceurs amongst our politi- 
Completely impartial, cians and politico-maniacs upon the 


(Assures us that no one's to blame boards, 


For the loss of the Jlowe , 






But the“ Why it seems now, What everybody wishes Mr. Morley 
Was the il that the chart didn't i in dealing with the Congestion in 
aan ie Mayo: “ May(y)o(u) be successful.” 
. rt \ t * * 
Appa Mr HAL | Po What everybody wishes Sir West 
ew play, ie Bauble Shop. rs going — a ltidgeway in his Mission to Mor- 
to Introduce a scene portraying a a veco: “ Moor power to your elbow.” 
sitting of the Tiouse of Commons, by * ‘ 
vay, T suppose, of an uncommon Another fortnight and one cf the-— 
scene; but though we have not had indeed, perhaps the most momentous 


the TTouse introduced into comedy 


3 : —Parliamentary Sessions of the cen- 
“p till now there has alwavs been an 


tury will commence. It is a way we 


‘ ¢ te \¢ Pea pee eg a " » — . . 
abundance of farce in the House. Britons have of effecting even Revo- 
\ ay ger ales lution in a prosaic, phlegmatic and 
A Mr. FE. Aveling, who harangues business-like manner. Taken altoge- 


the unemp! ve 1 on Tower Hill. has 
been organising a dramatic per- 
formance on t] r behalf. tv f the 


ther, we are bad rioters, though we 
make fairly good soldiers, and we 
effect by Acts of Parliament changes 


pre Prou | DCI As OR, Mi that other nations bring about with 
Aveling and Mr. Clery, late of th fire, sword and bloodshed. 
Post-office, v ‘A iwitates the 3 THE MAN IN THE 
employed, are two of “the leading THE HOME RvLE SHIP IN SicurT. CLocK TOWER. 
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At a recent meeting of the ae 
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AN UNSUCCESSFUL ATTEMPT. 


Cnemployed” on Tower Hill, a man of the na 
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(l) Wir. Gru h-Sneaker (of the * Anarchist Loaf s League .— por mises ! Phi cittim ll better take the Soshalist 
“ Hart Good tip that of swindling eatin’ ‘ouses, It’s a hagitator’s rights eolonrs ont of me ‘at if J want y git out o' this alive!” (5) “The 
ihe kep’ free of charge. Blow me! if Pden'ttryit!” (2) °* Wotll | bill, sir? Oh, lor! yes, ') 6 Most unfortunate haccident, sir! Un- 
we?’ ‘Eve, take an’ bring ime all the lot, an’ look sharp! Dyer ppy oversight, sir! Lett purse at ‘ome on the pianner, sir! If 
ear? (Asrd ) [im about fixel 2 slit ere ! That old bli ke cant mids Roy Iehn 1 | 11 I »p aecepl iraabol roll watch 
pay up. I shall Jand ‘um one on the boko an’ walk h lchain lm mon lpayment ete, et (6) * Safe 
(3) “'Ullo! [don't quite looks of this feller so m 1th hh, t last You do ketch that cwame no re! bh DCs the 
loa Sf ‘ish Td b ’ t] Lea f 1 ( axl : & t! aH i] (ojttin ne into a mess like 
(4) Oh they must a ir Mri wa te 
Hush! 
A Current Cake. And there “5 3" rules the roast PReap | the silont house. 
WHEN January's davs are \ ne’. " - 1) re frizzlet : vin cp " se creaking do iv, 
And streets are hard with frost (01 ppv). Lud says he’s | L to be the host " . aad a a ee 
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fnouimerable vards of copy ; Phen lifts his knightly blade Ctis but Hf i -! tir no noisy echoes here, 
A colden-crested card is place A keen-edeed carving-knife—not “dadly") 1; whisper low, if speak thou wilt, 
Wit rasp (which ikes it i vy) And in an inst t he has ent | ! indi is full of fear ; 
[uvit 1s ( ind taste I} tke bequeathed by Mister Badd | the hii is Jerry-built ! 
\ : het by Mister B . ' 
: wT Wy rain An L. M. Ent of Success, 
\! Ol I \ tf I OUR temporary, The Landon Misce llany, 
(4 ) { ) r a year oid, has tik na firm 
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DURING RECENT FROST. 


Count ry C‘onsin ( wishing to inrest.to Friend on Stock Exrchang ).— 

Now, what dlo you recommend a fellow to buy?” 

Stock Kaechange Friend.— Barometers, my gol sir, for they are 
bound to rise.” 


SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NEVER CEASE. 


CONCERNING, GENERALLY, EVERYTHING. 


Wonper —Whzy, when you happen to be out of luck, do all your 
friends happen to be out of town? 

WonDER If.—Why are Summer roses red? 

WonDeRr IIf.—Why are Winter roses ditto? 

WonpDerR IV.—Why so many people commit suicide in December ? 

WonpDeER V.—Why 80 many more don't? 

Wonper VI.—Whether Love really makes the world go round ? 

Wonpber VII.—Why round, when square would do just as well? 

Woxper VIIL—Whether there ever was a comic paper as good as 
Fun? 

WONDER IX.—Whether, if there happened to be, the editor would 
let me say so? 

Wonder X.—Whether a panorama may not be considered a 
moving sight ? 

Wonprer XI.—Whether dissolving views may be considered as 
melting spectacles? 

Wonper XII.—Whether the Light of Other Days was as con- 
vemment as the incandescent electric arc lamp? 

WonpbDeR XIIJ.—Whether the Way We Live Now isn’t preferable 
to the Way They Lived Then? 

WonpDrEk XIV.—Where they keep the drunkard (so often quoted in 
Temperance articles) who was cured of drink by being given nothing 
but whisky? 

WonpdeR XV.—Whether they headed him up in a cask of it and 
cured him that way? 

Wonper XVI.—Whether, if it was “all prizes” in the Missing 
Word Competition, there would not be fewer “ blanks” ? 

Wonper XVII.—Whether the parents of the new baby are not 
the only people in the universe who do not consider that little pink, 
squalling, lump of humanity an unmitigated nuisance ? | 

WonpdeR XVIII.—Whether the mistress who askel her newly- 
engaged servant whether she ‘had a clean record” was not surprised 
to receive the reply that Jane had “two, and mother washed ‘em 
reg lar"? 

WonpDerR XIX.—Whether any old wheezes will be cracked in the 
Pantomimes this season ? 

WonDER XX.—Whether the Principal Boys will not be all 

WonNDER XXI Whether t i a 


se 
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Woyper XXII.—Whether the New Year will be nicer or nastier 
than the old? 

Wonper XXI11.—Whiether, if it turns out to be worse, we shali 
not be sorry we changed ? 

WonDER XXIV.—Whether Fcy’s New Yearly Volume has not 
astonished everybody ? 

WonpDER XXV.—How the Publishers manage to do it for the 
money ? 

WonpDER XXVI.—Why the Writers are not content with the fame 
alone? What on earth can possibly incline them to accept cheques 
for being funny? 

WonpDER XXVII.—Whether the husband who advertised himself 
as non-responsible for his wife’s «lebts, because she had deserted his 
* board,” was not right in refusing to “ plank” down any more coin? 

WonpER XXVIII.—Whether the wife who abandoned her husband 
because he had kissed a lady clerk through the telephone was not over- 
particular ? 

WonpDER XXIX.—Whether the bencvolent co-operative scheme to 
provide the latter-named instruments free, for itinerant musicians, 
ought not to be called a “ Charity Grindorganization” ? 

WoNDER XXX.—Whether the sailor was not right who tattooed 
on the boatswain’s leg a picture of Hope, leaning on an anker—of rum ? 

WonpDER XXXI.—Whether the man who keeps the oyster-stal! 
ever eats any of his own oysters? 

WoNDER XXXII.—Whether the hot coffee merchant believes in 
his own coffee ? 

WoNDER XXXIII.—Whcether the old laly was not right who called 
the lithograph issued as a Christmas alvertisement by the Pure Butter 
Company “an oleo-margarine”’ ? 

WONDER XXXIV.—Whether the husband of the professional 
beauty is not the only person who considers her absolutely plain : 

WONDER XXXV.—Whether the wife of the man who is said by 
everybody to be “such a rattling jolly fellow, y know,” does not 
think him rather dull than otherwise ? 

(To he continued. ) 


Essence of Romance. 
He sang, “ Oh, come and be my love, 
And we'll for evermore be happy! 
Arcadian bliss we'll sweetly prove 
* All right!” she said, * /’m there, dear chappie !” 
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BEST-ING HER. 


Mrs. Notting Hill.—“1 really must be getting on. I’ve been here 
he best part of the afternoon. ’ 
Ur. M | Mrs. H 
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COOLING HIS ARDOUR. 


JANUARY 1°, 1893. 
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‘Midst wind and snow he waits for thee.” 


* Hail, blessed lattice, behind which my 
loved one sleeps!” 


List of Contents in St. Nicholas is always a 
full one—all the more pleasure for everyone 
who obtains an opportunity of enjoying the 
vast display of beauty and talent. Fenn’s 
illustrations to “ Boston” are equal to any- 


it McCrankie Owre the Border. 
The character of McCrankie in Mr. Gruns 
fladdon Hali has given mortal offence to the Glasw 
Q iaus.—P ress. ] 


MA name it is McCrankie, 
Whaur, wi’ legs sae lang an’ lanky, 
O’ the stage I hanky-panky, 
An’, glibgabbit, sing an’ squeal. 
I dae ma wark coureegeously, 
Yet grumph at it prodeegiously, 
Whiles wissin’ maist releegiously 
The job wis at the De’il! 


For I finnd it vera risky, 

I’ this gude auld toon o’ Glisky, 

Wi’ ma clishmaclaver frisky, 
Mak’in’ sport o’ Hielan’ lads. 

Thae coofs aye ca’t erroneous 

Tae paint braw Caledonia’s 

Braw chiels as pairsimonious, 
An’ fu’ o’ feckless fads! 


I’m hissed sae sair at play-time 
Ma evenin’s na a gay time, 
Whiles I daur na i’ the day-time 
Hae a leuk aboot the toon, 
Or I’se git, frae rungs severious, 
Some skelpin’s deleterious, 
Sae, doited, daft, deleerious, 
I bleert-e’ed sit an’ croon ! 


Sic a life, I’ve try’t tae thole it— 
An’ ma temper, tac control it— 
An’ ma speerit, tae console it, 
Bit I canna dae’t nae mair. 
Sae tae Sydney Grundy feelin’ly 
I’se drap a line appealin’ly, 
While thirls ma brain sae reelin'ly, 
An’ grect ma e’en sae sair! 


“O, Grundy! gin ye please, mon, 
I've tint ma joy an’ ease, mon, 
Through your McCrankie wheeze, mon, 
An’ fient a saul can tell 
Why Zs’u'd sae be pickit oot 
Tae be for your fau't lickit—Hoot ! 
Sae come, an’ whiles git kickit oot 
O’ Glisky toon YERSEL’!” 


ARE the attendants less punctilions, precise, 
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The Maiden.—*‘ Good Santa Claus! and thou 
art likely to wait some time, methinks.” 


New Leaves. 


A NEW story, callel “A Gentleman of 
France,’ by Stanley J. Weyman, is com- 
menced in Longman’s, and farther on there is 
a tender story of “‘ The Gentleman Opposite.” 
Then we have “ The Donna in '92” and “ The 
Minister's Money.” The gentlemen, with the 
money, together make a good show. We have 
spent a pleasant hour or two with The Idler. 
Its artists, its authors and its “club” men 
are all such capital fellows, they don’t let you 
have a dull moment, so we cannot elect to 
make selections from amongst them.—A 
strong and prominent feature is made of 
* Burne-Jones and his Art” in The English 
Lllustrated. Another is made of “ The Build- 
ings of the Chi ago Exhibiti n.” whilst * The 
Archbishop of Westminster,” “ Four Famo 


. 
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thing done in that way. There is a fanciful 
tale of “The Potted Princess,” by Mr. Kip- 
ling; and as for “Fortune’s Smile,” it is 
something to laugh at.—The New Year's 
Number of The Young Gentlewoman is replete 
with work that is strong, tender and gentle, 
and certain to excite unqualified admira- 
tion.—There is nothing lacking in the quan- 
\ity or quality of Household Words, from its 
serial stories to its odds and ends, 


Taking Her Measure, 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


Miss ERIN discovers she can’t repress 

Her natural wish for a nice new dress ; 

So she goes to her tailor, who says, says he, 
“ What's your pleasure, m’m? — 
“Take your measure, m’m ? 

“ Certainly, m'm, so shall it be.” 


Miss Erin wants this and Miss Erin wants 
that, 
Here something less puffy, there something 
less flat ; 
Hut she needn't be anxious, no, not a bit, 
For her grand old tailor is 
Such a nailer, is 
Such a one-er for cut and fit! 


He measures her off with his Home Rule 
tape, 
And tells her “I hope to improve on this 
shape 
“And to give satisfaction—more length, I 
mean, 
“A little more freealom and 
“ Fulness (you need ‘em), and 
* P’rhaps the Jeast taste of a crinoline.” 


He shows her designs in the latest style, 
Especially made for the Emerald Isle; 
And her heart is cheer’ w hen he says, Says he 
“ You see my passion’s for Ore 
‘Trish fashions for 
+ — “ ew.The 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF TRUTH 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—IT is a pity, but Mr. 


\¢ @ Carton’s latest piece hasn't 
we carton-on exactly ; and al- 
XK though Miss Compton is 
in it, and in acting an ap- 

pearance she is most un- 
deniably in it, it has 
compton nothing. It isa 
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“I SWEAR CONSTANCE-SEE, WILL 
HvuGH 7 


small matter that I quarrel with the 
title. Having regard to the promi- 
Tug Gannicx.—Roneixc Bap "ence and characteristic traits of 
FELLOW. the individual impersonated in such 
a masterly manner by Mr. Hare, it 
might with far greater reason be called Robbing Bad-fellow. But, as 
of coarse you have gathered already from the perusal of your favourite 
“daily,” the rock upon which the (really) good 
ship Robin Goodfellow splits is lack of (dramatic) 
motive for the conduct of the daughter of the 
scampish papa—a sweet young lady we have met 
and loved before, by the way—which is the pivot 
of the plot. 
” - * 

I say lack of dramatic motive with deliberate 
and sarcastic intention. Given the unscrupulous 
and aggressive character of the papa as drawn, 
and given the submissive character, by nature 
and custom, of the daughter as drawn, these 
would in real life, more than probably, act exactly 
as they doin Mr. Carton’s play. But that won't 
do for the stage—audiences will not accept ab- 





efy TT * stract human weaknesses in their heroines. Even 

_ AN( yO . . , ' : 

+ SIntow | 6€©6§C DE Tealists Gare not be as real asthat. And so 
MASTER. (See la oe } 
sketch.) Mr. Carton’s story falls to pieces, and not all his 


pretty, though not specially brilliant writing, nor 
all the beautiful acting. nor all the king’s horses or men can put it 
together again. Therefore rale (et plaudite) Robin 
Goodfellow. Fortune's wheel goes round; at one 
time we are somewhere about the top—anon we are 
everywhere about the bottom. Meantime Mr. 
Alexander announces that “in consequence of 
the great demand for seats for the matinées of 
TAberty Hall,” additional performances will be 
given this week, this (Wedneslay) and to-morrow 
afternoon. 
* . a 
THE SHAFTESBURY.—It is not given to every- 
body to be able to write a satisfactory comic opera 
libretto ; though nearly everybody individually 
thinks it is—or at least thata special dispensation in 
the matter has been made. It is not at any rate (up to 
now) given to Mr. Harry Monkhouse, A rood 
many of the songs in La Hosiére are as all right as 
one need desire (and more so than one generally 
obtains) in the ordinary run of these pieces, but the THE SHAPTES- 





story can only be described as trivial, and the dia. BYE: — “GAIL 
: ; Tre ant 2 THE T U Ba- 

logue as, on the whole. childish. The piece how- ae ROUBA 

ever, has one great (and, to be candid, rather un- 

ex |» 
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THE music is very much what is required—a little too much of the 

“waltz” movement, of course—pretty smart, with touches of super- 

ficial character (military, Hungarian and what not) catchy, 

5 light—in short what is generally known as “popular.” Miss 
i 


Halton (1 forget whether I’m wrong in supposing her to be 
the lady who understudied Miss Ulmar at one time at the 
Lyric) is one of the few fairly good light-opera singers our 
American cousins have sent us. (I forget whether I am right 
in believing the lady to be an American!) She 
has a pleasant voice, is merry with discretion, sen- 
timental within limits, and looks very nice. 






x x = 
THE cast is a strong one generally, but some of 


it have not the most congenial work to do. Mr. J. 
Robertson we know, and Mr. Barrington Foote we 
know; they are most pleasing when they sing, 
and most amusing when they act. Of Miss 
Miller (one of our funniest actresses) the converse 
rue. Mr. Elton, a sound comedian to his 
‘ finger-tips (one might more appropriately say to 
THE SHAFTESBURY. his toe-tips, perhaps, as he is the expertest of 


=e OFF FROM «.ct be e e eS sie ol + 
aig TROOP BY THE dancers), has a part W hich keeps one In a constant 
CURTAIN. 


fever of apprehension by verging on the senti- 
mental. Mr. F. Thornton’s dancing-master is a 


> . ? 
very complete bit of character 


¢ ate ' ol 
acting. Miss Violet Cameron was i, 
as successful as anybody. giving tpi LAE ~ 


an eminently “jolly” perform- 
ance, and the jollity was in- 
fectious. Miss Lucille Saun- 












ders sang well. but looked 
rather a 


"no nie 





MISSES CAMERON AND SAUNDERS. (We put the 
names to this sketch because, neither portrait 
being a Camera-'un, we think it may prevent 
Miss-Saunders-tanding.) 


school-girl, while Miss Minnie Thurgate, in 
a wild and well-danced Czardas (or some- 
thing), spared herself nothing—not even a 


ve f y’)} second encore, which was rather of the 


order “ forced,’ 
* x 
THE staging was in the accomplished 
hands of Mr. 


THE SHAFTESBURY.— 7 igh meme “ 
BEATS THEM Hatton the orchestra (a 
NOTHING. capital one, by 

the way) under 
the baton of Mr. Barter Johns. The iy 
period is said to be 1830, but thereis no 74/Z/AE 
slavish adherence to that date on the part ; 
of anything but the costumes (designed by 

M. Edel and executed by the world-famed 

Alias and his partner) and Mr. Clarkson’s 

wigs. The piece is called La Rosiere, be- 

cause the heroine is crowned in that style 
and title in the last act. This ceremony 

I unfortunately did not see, my carriage 

having been “ordered for eleven.” as sug- 

gested by the managerial announcements, 
and I not liking to keep the horses waiting 
on 4a cold night—even if the company my 
carriage belongs to would have allowed it: 
indeed I had hardly time to get into my 
seat before the conductor—I mean footman 
—rang his bell, and we rumbled off. 
- = * 


NoDS AND WINKS.—Robin Goodfellow. 





THE SHAFTESBURY. — A 
MASTER OF DANCING. (See 
previous sketch.) 

by the way, will soon 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART IV. 


“T SHALL begin,” said Johnson-Williams, “at the beginning. It 
will not surprise you to learn, in the face of the present glorious 
Result, that, in the matter of my attaining the abso- a 
lute quiet and seclusion necessary to the furtherance => 
of my Aim, Fortune favoured me most extraordinarily. : 
This identical morning the young lady (theatrical) who, 
if you will remember, rents the fifth floor (immediately 
apove me) at No. 26 Great Joram Street, was 
called away to—in fact—to stay with an 
elderly invalid aunt, from whom she has ex- 
pectations. That in itself was a great piece 
of good luck. My landlady, then, knowing 
that my claims upon her attention, in the way 
of cooking and so forth, are not urgent—and 

] 


the rest of the house being To Let, Furnished— 





very reasonable terms and clean be- 
yond my previous experience——” 

He was standing in a familiar 
actitude, talking quite naturally. I 
was sitting astride a chair with my 
arms folded on the back of it and 
my chin resting on them, looking 
at him intently ; for I knew that 
he would go out like a candle- 
enuff if I relaxed the mental strain, 
only for an instant. Experience 
had made me wise. 

“ My landlady took the children,” Johnson-Williams went on, “and 
went to a relative at Whitechapel, being anxious, as she said, fora 
whiff of country air. She left the servant girl in charge of the house, 
with express orders not to stir out of it until her return at six o’clock. 
Nor would Jemima have disobeyed her mistress, I am sure, had not an 
unforeseen casualty—the illness, in fact, of a sister living at Woolwich, 
obliged her to——” 

* T see,” I said. 

“Sne was very much upset at leaving,” Johnson-Williams con- 
tinued, “though she expressed unbounded confidence in my capability 
for looking after affairs in general. Her sister’s brother-in-law (a 
‘Corporal in the Royal Horse Artillery) fetched her away. I bolted 
and barred the front door and that of the area, when she had gone, 
and stuffed up the bells. The field at last was mine.” 

He struck the table strenuously, but soundlessly, with his clenched 
hand, and his eyes glowed with triumph. 

“T locked the door, made up the fire with damp slack, so as to 
reconcile the greatest amount of warmth with the smallest amount of 
blaze and crackle—partook of a light meal—an Australian apple with 
-one slice of brown bread, and washed the whole down with a glass of 
water. Then I pulled down the blinds and extended myself upon the 
sofa—head low, arms rigidly pressed to my sides, heels close together— 
the posture pronounced, on the authority of distinguished Adepts, to 
be most favourable to the attainment of the Pitch. I sct my teeth, 
closed my eyes, and summoned up all the forces of my Will to assist 
in the divorcement of my Astral Body from my earthly one. Cold 
hills ran down my back, a clammy liquid seemed to trickle through 
the roots of my hair. From the tips of my fingers and the ends of 
my toes, from every pore of my body, I felt the continuous discharge 
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my heart beat more and more faintly every moment, as my Will 
power gained in force. Effort seemed carried to the highest pitch 
attainable, when suddenly, volition ceased. I lost consciousness— 
only fora moment. When I came to myself I was standing in the 
middle of the room.” 

I drew a long breath and said, “Go on.” 

“My first sensation was one of disappointment,” said Johnson- 
Williams; “the next was one of surprise, that the intense mental 
exertion through which I had just passed had left me so fresh 
and unexhausted. My feet hardly seemed to touch the ground 
when I moved towards the chimney-glass, impelled by the 
desire of testing, by means of that medium, whether I looked 
pale. {I rested my elbows on the mantel-shelf, I leaned for- 
wards and saw——”” 

“You saw?” 

“Nothing at all!” returned Johnson-Williams, with quiet 
enjoyment. “No image was reflected in the glass. Only a 
patch of film, a haze dimmed its surface. My first impression 
was, that the chimney must be smoking furiously. I glanced 
at the hearth and found that the fire was burning with a 
steady red glow. I glanced back at the glass then. It gave 
back no reflection. And then—then my eyes wandered to the 
sofa—and in an instant I understood, for the sofa had an occu- 
pant! On it was stretched a human figure, the figure of a 
Man, and the Man was—Myself!” 

I was getting deeply interested. I tried to say “Goon!’ 
and the words wouldn’t come. My mouth was dry. 


‘] lay rigidly, motionless and without breath, in the pos- 
I 


1 umenced my efforts. A casual 
onlooker would have said that I was dead, a scientific observer 
would have pronounced me to be in a cataleptic trance. I ap- 
proached and examined myself curiously. Few persons on this 
Globe, my dear Pegley, have enjoyed so favourable an opportunity 
for self-examination. If I ever had cherished any vanity, I candidly 
confide to you—it received its deathblow in that hour.” 

‘Oh, come!” I muttered. Johnson-Williams waved the expos- 


tulation away with a gesture of his hand. 

‘Then,” he resumed, “a Thought occurred to me, which drove 
all minor considerations to the wall. Here was I, newly ar- 
rived at Adeptship, freed from my gross earthly envelope, 
standing in the complete ‘double, or Mayari-rupa, by the side 
of the body I had temporarily rejected, as though no glorious 
Experiences waited for me elsewhere. The Barriers that had 
severed me from the dearest object of my soul were now cast 
down. The image of—can y t imagine whose image, my 
dear Pegiey?” 

“ Of the young lady in Wales!” I burst out. 

“ Quite right!” nodded Johnson-Williams—* uprose before me. 
Hurrah! I would start for Merthyr Tydvil without delay.” 

“Goon!” I cried, breathlessly. 

“The intention was no sooner formed than I passed, without 
conscious effort, through the panels of the door, which, you will 
remember, I had previously locked, and floated down the stair- 
case. My hat and overcoat hung upon the rack in the hall; my 
umbrella leaned beside them. My first impulse was to put on the 
first-named articles; my second to rejoice that I no longer needed 
such material protection from the inclemencies of the English climate. 
In another instant I was in the street.” 

(To be ce ntinued.) 
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Broken- Winded. 
ScENE—Cab Rank at Paddington Station. 


Pettiflog, Junior. —* Come along, aunt, we'll take this cab. We're 
about four miles from home, and it’s raining hard.” 

Mrs. Pettiflog.—* Be it cats, or be it dogs—be it four mile, or be it 
forty—home I be walk. Let ‘em cabs take as cabs likes, but you don’t 
be catch I in none of ’em!” 

P., Junior.—* Good gracious, aunt! Why not?” 

Mrs. P.—* Why, I be h’ard as mostest of the cab-horses in London 
be awful subjec’ to broken-windowedness, an’ I be take good care they 
don’t be plunge fizzgig through no window, with I a-sittin’ behind of 
‘em. Which my dead body to be riseued from the crack o' doom in a 
crock-shop are a sight I be not anxious to set eyes on. No, thank you, 
Hedoward, home I be tramp, and along o’ me you be trudge!” 

(Nephew Pettiflog is not unaffectionate to Aunt Pettiflog, but he 
has tender feet, and he fercently hopes she may fall down and break 
her neck.) 


Heart-Breaking. 


“WHaT makes you look so sad, my darling?” 
“Oh, mother dear, George has just brought home a new comic song 
, . 5 
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from the City. and we've been trving it over 
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HARD TO SWALLOW. 


Babbleton (raving ahout his latest girl).—* And her teeth, my dear 
fellow! Why, their whiteness is so dazzling, that every time she 
opens her mouth I have to shut my eyes!” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
CHAPTER VI. 


. . « . And then it came to pass that, in the beginning of the 
year 1893, what time the skaters skated more or less merrily over the 
vast ice-chained lakes in County Councilia, and when the poverty 
epidemic raged at its highest, slaughtering its thousands all but 
unheeded, except those who were almost as the victims; at this time, 
we say, certain Eminent Personages might have been observed 
striving, not without success, to transform themselves into Asses ! 

. . « »« And they managed it in this wise—or, rather, in this 
un-wise “Tt is not to be denied,” quoth one, “that the new 
spiritualism is a thing of beauty and a joy for ever (or, rather, for the 
time being) to all true believers,” 

“In advertisement.” added another aside, but he was only a creed- 
rivai. ; 

“There are,”’ said another, “those who hold, even in these days, 
that all Religion should merely be a Practical doing of one’s duty to 
one’s neighbour. But that, assuredly, is a very worldly way of 
looking at Religion, and not to be tolerated in these days of super- 
essentiality! Give me,” continued this sage, “the Truly Spiritual 
whereby I can see writing and so forth performed by .ven Un- 
materialised postal messengers from the Unseen!” ; 

“Stay!” quoth another, a Mr. Instead by name. “Why this Pall- 
Mall-ignancy? This is my View of Views on the great and glorious 
question of Spiritualism.” 

Here he proceeded to dilate at great length on various occult points 
of the New Spiritualism, which so muddled an adjacent reporter (as 
New Spirits will) that he could make neither head nor tail nor ever 
body of it. 

“ Moreover,” continued Mr. Instead, “here is my medium to prove 
my words. Question her and send me a letter-card later on, setting 
forth the state of your mind—if any-—— | 

“If any what?” ejaculated several befogged bystanders. “If any 
state’”™ _ ° _ 

“No, mind!” exclaimed a sweet voice to which a Face and Figure 
of the Female persuasion were presently added. | 

“Yes, | am a Medium, a happy Medium,” remarked the lady in 
question. ‘ All my children are Spirit Children, and before they were 
born I knew them for such-——’ ‘ 





FUN. 
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“They eat jolly weil, though,” murmured a gruff voice, suspected to 
belong to the lady’s Highly Unspiritual Husband. 

‘Shame ! shame!” cried a crowd of Spirits who somebody present 
said were encircling the H. U. Husband. 

‘Giye the man air!” exclaimed a policeman who happened to be 
passing—and matters regained their normal condition. - 

“Here is my Spirit-Handwriteousness, quoth the lady, examining 
several specimens thereof; all°done by a Materialised Spirit Nib 

ted). 

Pe Tush Pe roared a stentorian voice, when the excitement had subdued 
somewhat and the Spirit-Pot-Hook-and-Hanger had glided noiselessly 
away with the Zvening’s Iron-bound Interviewer on her track, 
“Tush! Isay. Shall J, a valiant City Templar, let this pass with an 
ad 9 
“ __Vertisement?” quoth an unseen personage. “No! Monition,” 
retorted the doughty Doctor, shaking the hoar-frost from his mighty 
mane. “Who are these who thus claim Spiritual Power when Z am 
by, forsooth? Are not merely fraudu F + 
“Who are you calling names?” exclaimed another Spiritualist. 
“Look here! I'll back myself to see more materialised spirits than 
you can per hour, and chance it!” —_ 
“ And then a multitude of Spiritualistic “ Johnnies” or “J’s” as they 
were then called, commenced rowing violently and calling each other 
many names, too numerous (and, indeed, not too nice) to mention. 
During the proceedings the Professional Conjurers weighed in with 
little ads. about themselves; indeed, there was great commotion in the 
whole thought-reading world. Clairvoyants slanged each other power- 
fully, considering their physique. Their Chief of the Positivee Indians 
went for the Scalp of his Pall-Mall-odorous foe, who was nearly Dun- 
raven mad in consequence; Spirits of all sorts and sizes flew rapidly 
hither and thither, rapping tables and knuckles; indeed, everybody 
had quite enough Spirits to carry home with them; and the Lvening 
filled its columns with the wrangling, and a new boom was thus 
worked for all concerned in it, for, truth to tell,nobody was concerned 
about it much—and those who profited most by the mélée, were the 
Incorporated Society of Low Comedy Merchants and Topical Gag- 
Providers, Limited. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


In due course a deputation of more sensible citizens waited upon the 
Great Common-Sensory-Motor of Society, whose laboratory was 
situated at 153 Fleet Street. 

The C.-S.-M. of 8. was delighted to receive the deputation, and 
after calling for that kind of Liquid Refreshment best suited to each, 
the celebrated Sage (minus Onions) spoke for several hours on the 
subject. The first of his remarks would seem to have been to the 
following effect : 

“Tf you ask me,” said he, “I think it would be better if these so- 
called spiritualists—especially those who profess the Gospel of theiz 
Master—were to cease this hair-splitting and head-splitting, and were 
to combine to devote themselves to the needs of the shoals of poor and 
suffering whose presence is a blight and a burden to this and othes 
cities, then they would be doing a noble work! At present most of 
them are only making foo——”’ 

At that moment a sweet and solacing spirit glided into the room ! 

‘Let me introduce you to my wife,” said the Common-Sensory- 
Motor of Society. 

‘* Deputation—Mrs. Fun! Mrs. Fun—Deputation !” 

And all seemed Peace and Charity, until, when the next number of 
the Lvening came out, andthen * * * 


Anyone having found the Missing Pages is requested to—keep them ?! 


The In-dust-rious “Dust”-Collector. 
OF householding folks quite a lot 
Have in London waxed “ waxy” and hot 
In their tempers—in faet, they have got 
What is vulgarly known as “the pip,” 
Just because Mr. Dustman (when near 
Draws the end of a month or a year) 
Has the cheek at their doors to appear 
With a humble request for a tip. 
And the reader of papers diurnally reads 
Of the way Mr. Dustman his duty exceeds ! 


Now, if good Mr. Dustman gets paid 
Like a prince for his work (as is said); 
There is cause for this bitter tirade 
From the householders. Yet, if they just 
Would remember that “dust” we define 
As a slang word for “cash,” we opine 
They would not Mr. Dustman malign 
For desiring to clear off their dust ! 
How, indeed, can they dream—since the dustman but pleads 
For their “dust ”—that the dustman his duty exceeds ? 
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SCENE—Scotch Police Court. 


Bailie-—‘ YE HEAR WHIT THE POLISMAN SAYS? YE WUR COMMITTIN’ A BREACH 0’ THE PEACE AND USIN’ LANGUAGE HE COULD 
NA REPEAT. NOO, IF A POLISMAN COULD NA REPEAT WHIT YE WUR SAYIN’ YE’RE OFFENCE IS OWRE SERIOUS TAE BE DEELT WI’ IN 


THIS COORT—YE’RE REMITTET TAE THE SHEERIFF!” 


Ossian Up To Date. 
PoEM 1.—NORMA AND NORVAL. 


WRATHFUL within her was the soul of Norma: gloomy her 
thoughts. Set was thesunof her happiness: the night of despair had 
encircled her around. Dark-browed Norval, he whom she had wedded, 
where was the love he had borne her? As a ghost before a driving 
cloud, so it had vanished: faithless he had been, and cruel. 

Daily wept the blue eyes of Norma: and her spirit prayed unto the 
revolving months that they would take away her lord from her: for 
she was sick unto death of the evil he had wrought against her. To 
July of the houseboat and the river casualty: to August of the hot 
winds and the malaria: to September of the partridge-potting andl 
the bursting gun: to October of the chase and the broken neck: to 
November of the falling leaf and the influenza: to December of the 
Yule feast and the dyspepsia: to January of the frozen pond and the 
ice fatality : to February of the fog and the asthma: to March of 
the hurricane and the falling chimney-pot: yea, to each of the 
months, as it came, pleaded Norma for release from her lord. But 
deaf were the ears of the months: hard their hearts as the rocks 
upon lofty Strath-crugal. 

But, when she came to June, she lifted up her voice and implored 
more bitterly: for to eleven of the months she had cried in vain, and 
the circle of the year was at hand. 

And Jeune said unto her—Jeune of the Divorce Court and the 
loosened knot: “Rejoice, daughter of brooding night, and Iet the 
sound of thy song be heard. For I have pierced the darkness of thy 
face, and the blackness of thy spouse’s soul. And I will cast him 
from thee, and thou shalt be ridden of his presence for ever.” 

So Norval was driven forth from Norma. And her sorrow fled like th 
mist upon Cona: and her song was as the music of the spirits of the hills 


Chaff from the Stable. 


A HORSE possesses miraculous powers of locomotion. It may be 
standing stockstill, or lying at full length in its stall, and yet be very 
rapidly going at the knees. 

Would it be appropriate for a City Johnnie to titivate up his dress- 
suit with a dandy-brush ? 

In seasons of hard frost, horses are treated by their owners in a 
roughin’-ly manner. Why is such a proceeding winked at by the 
R.S.P.C.A. ? 

In spite of the outcry against it, we learn that many horses don't 
object to the bearing rain, so long as they have a good body-cloth 
over them. 

The breaking-in of horses is intended to prevent them from breaking 
out. 

The notion that there has ever been such a thing as a “dog in the 
manger’ is a rank fallacy. No horse was ever yet known to eat 
sausages | 

What’s the difference between a stable mash and a society mash? 
One contains a little hot bran, the other a little hot brain. 


A Bone-a Fide Statement. 


Stout and Indolent Party.—* I don’t know how it is that everyboly 
accuses me, as you are doing now, of being dreadfully lazy. I assure 
you I haven’t an idle bone in my body.” 

Cynical Party.— My dear boy, I quite believe that. You've got 
such an amount of abnormally idle flesh about you, that your bones 
must have to work precious hard to keep it from collapsing 

19 
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altogether ! 


WHAT we will not have in Egypt: Any Fake-ry. 






































EES OS RR, 


A ee MA stem 











36 





i UN . JANUARY 25, 1893. 


A-N-ICE TIME. 








Miss Untumpy thinks 
che will have a skate on 
Bosher’s Pond, 
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The arrival. Untimely destruction of furniture consequent upon 
Remark justified, 


overplus of weight. 


“ Any more of yer comin’,mum?” “Yes, my 


twin sister, presently.” “ Don’t think the ice will stand a pair of yer.” 
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“Fy Zen, dear boys he avs Stodvers : rornne . > 
Riicaiiien ste ys. says Stodgers, emerging from the But. unfortunately, Stodgers was made to eat his words within twenty- 
werpentine; “not a bit of it. Why, I am ready for a cold four hours owing to burst pipes J 


lL.p at any time. 
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THE LAST STRAW. 


British Farmer (between Railway Rates and Foreign Compe 
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On the Ice. 








So you like the ice,do you? There 
is a certain class of man who would 
keep tame worms if he could, There’s 
just about as much sense in that as in 
the ice. What difference can the ice 
make to me? I don’t care anything 
about it. As far as I am concerned the 
Thames could be frozen over if it liked 
to be. It has been frozen over at 
Richmond and at Twickenham. Well, 
they can roast chestnuts on it if they 
like, and if they like they can roast 
bullocks. It is such a nice, merry time, 
isn’t it, when all the girls have got 
red noses and chilblains, and go snif- 
fing about like so many rabbits looking 
for lettuces? This is the great joy of 
the winter, isn’t it? Well, anyone can 
have my share of it as long as they 
don't want to lug me out in the cold. 








Hang the winter, Isay! and when the 
hoar-frost is on the trees, and the pond 
is frozen over, and the moon is like a 
shilling onaslate! Isn’t it all made 
up very nice for your liver, if it hap- 
pens to be sluggish? Yes, of course. 
You see the lacework tracery on the 
window-pane, and the robin is on the 
helge, and don’t you cough for half 
an hour first thing when you get out of 
bel. How nice, too, to have a tooth- 
brush like a chunk of ice to stick in 
your mouth and give you toothache to 
start the day with. And then the 
bath-pipes burst, and you’ve got the 
plumbers in the house to make the 
whole place smell of putty and cor- 
duroy trousers. Very pleasant, that. 
Like the winter, indeed—the snow- 
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clad landscape. Well, 1 don’t trouble 
myself much about the seasons. In 
summer the country is like a billiard- 
cloth; in winter, a counterpane. 
What’s the use of talking about the 
prune aa The only sensible reason 

ever heard a man give for liking the 
winter before the summer was that he 
could enjoy an Irish stew better in 
the cold weather. There was a certain 
amount of sense about this anyhow. 
But then he happened to be in the 
cheap cook-shop line, and so made 
something extra out of the business. 
Winter, indeed! as if you enjoy your 
sleep any the better because you have 
had a hot water-bottle in bed and the 
cork has come out. For my part I 
loathe and detest all the idiotic talk 
about the winter, and always shall. 











SHOWING UNCLE HOW TO DO 


Winter to me only means that I have 
to give away half my income on soup- 


(1) “What? You'll show me how to do it, will you? Well. we shall see.” (2) “Why, bless my kitchens, begging letters, free break- 


soul! I can give the youngsters points yet 


(3) “ Eh, little woman, that’s the way to move, ain’t it?” fasts, those everlasting charity concerts 


(4) * What? I'm to keep a look out in front,amI? All right! Fire ahead!” (5) “Hi! stop, you and poor relations whose children 
pone idiots! Great Scott! run for help!” (6) “What? ‘Told me to look out,’ did you? when you have got the measles, 


now I can’t see a yard ahead without my specs.” 


A Bad Dog. 


Mr, Graytop (chatting with stranger in hostelry).—*“ Yes, sir, 1 
have a son who is the curse of my old age. He is a sad dog—a sad 
dog! Many a time have I threatened to turn him out of my house, 
but my heart melts, and I keep on keeping him. Oh! he is a sad 
dog—a dissolute dog!" 

The Stranger. —* Pardon me, sir. I wish you wouldn’t call him that 
name. 

Mr. Graytop.— Why not, pray?” 

The Stranger.—* You see, 1 am an Inland Revenue official,and my 
business instincts are very strong. I sympathise with your mis- 
fortune, but if you keep on using that word. hang me if you won't 
tempt me to issue a summons against you for keeping a dog without a 


'7 


license ! 


DIOGENES TUBBS. 


Post-Office Palaver. 


A-POsTLE Order: “ Use a little wine for thy stomach’s sake.” 

When a postcarl buyer is supplied with “sixpennyworth of stout,” 
oughtn’t the Government to prosecute itself for selling drink without 
a license? ‘ 

Are the young ladies who live all day at a Branch Office described 
by Mr. A. Morley as a Branch Of-his Family ? 

If you ask a question by telegram, and write your telegram with 
lead pencil, can you be sai to ink-wire on the subject in hand? 

The P. O. people are wrong in saying that they very rarely find two 
letters stuck together. Why, every letter they carry has a Queen’s Z 
stuck on it. : 

Mr. Arnold Morley says that the offices of the P. M.G. are at 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand. What price 2 Northumberland Street ? 
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For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL 
SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND Music-HaLL CONSUMPTION. 
(V.B.— AU Rights in these 
Songs are Reserved.) 
PRIMROSE BUDS. 


(A CHANT ADAPTED FOR OLD, 
MIDDLE-AGED AND YOUNG.) 


[The latest move of the Primrose 
Leaguers is to run a children’s branch 
thereof, the members of which will be 
known as “Primrose Buds.” The origi- 
nator of this scheme advocates the mis- 
sionaries thereof to set zealousy to work 
chiefly among the children of Radical 
parents. ] 

(1) FOR THE INVENTOR. 
SINCE our precious Primrose League 

has been a “frost” to some 
extent, 

We've thought it good to start a 

new arrangement, 
[.y means of which we'll haply add 
some fifty-five per cent. 

Of members to make up for late 

estrangement ! 
Tie notion is a knowing one—to 
catch the bairns, in fact, 

And to train them in the way 

they ought to travel, 
[y inculeating Tory trick with 
true Balfourian tact, 

And teaching them at Liberals 

all to cavil 
REFRAIN. 

And this is what we murmur 

To make our converts firmer, 
Through the country’s meads or 

City’s slushing mud : 

“O children! while there’s time, 

pets, 

Come and join our League sub- 

lime, pets, 

Yea! come and be a Primrose 

Bud ! 

Don’t longer chew the cud 

Of the nasty Liberal spud, 

But enter for a Primrose Bud ! 

A Tory-glory Primrose Bud!” 


(2) FOR THE LITTLE 
CONVERTS. 

O, ain’t we all now ’appy kids since 

we’ve converted bin 
From all them wicked Radicalish 
preachings ? 

For we now know Mr. Gladsting is 
a weehicle of sin, 

Which we youths must counteract 
by Tory teachings. 

We preaches to our parents, to our 
uncles and our aunts, 

To our brothers and our sisters 
and our cousins ; 

Yes, wherever we may wander 
true Conservativ’ seeds we 
plants, 

And ain’t we makin’ converts 
—yus, in dozens ! 


CHORUS. 


And this is what we chortle 
To each pore Liberal mortle 
Who’s a-floundering in Errow’s 
sloshy muds: 
“Fellow - youngsters of this 
nation, 
Join our grand association— 
Yus, come and all be Primrose 
Buds! 
Wash your wicked Liberal duds 
In Conservatism’s suds! [ Buds!” 
Yus. come and be sweet Primrose 








HIS VIEW OF THE QUESTION. 


Farmer Stubbles (who has been discussing the agricultural problem as it affects the tenant, the landlord 
and the labourer).—*“ Arter aall, Measter Tressels, theer bain’t noa zentiment in business, I allus saays.” 

Mr. Tressels (the village undertaker).—* Now, farmer, that’s just wheer I disagree wi’ ye. 1 nivver feels 
the pride an’ pleasure in my work as I does when I’m a-doin’ it for them as I have knowed and respected. 
An’ when as how the time cooms for me to do’t for t’owd friends around me in t’ present coompany I shall 


do’t wi’ pleasure, even if ’twere for nought.” 


William on Skates. 


WILLIAM has been a good deal on the ice lately. 
He has sat down on it so often that he would like 
to pass the whole day flying instead of having to 
sit down to his meals. Yet he has been very 
plucky, and has had a good stand-up fight or two 
with his skates. “Somehow or other,” says 
William. “ these skates do not seem as if they 
belonged to me.” This is quite true. The skates 
don’t seem as if they belonged to William, but 
as if William belonged to the skates. They 
always seemed as if they wanted to get behind 
him and go a mile or so on their own account 
The other day William practised sitting down on 
his right skate very successfully. There has been 
quite a run on court plaster at the local chemist’s 
lately. 


Our Clerk. 

OvR clerk is getting well over his New Year’s 
vacation. He has been occasionally fairly sober 
at half-past seven in the evening. This clearly 
proves that the festive season cannot do him any 
particular harm. He likes to keep a festal time 
at home, and brings back with him half-pints of 
rum in flat bottles, which he altogether forgets 
and sits upon in the train. He is very happy 
indeed, and only leaves his desk six times in the 
morning before twelve o’clock to see a man round 
the corner. Somehow or the other he feels, this 
time of the year, that he is almost too good for 
this world. He is getting on very well; he gen- 


erally is pretty well on abou 


é p-™., 


(Then the farmer began to talk about the weather.) 


The Missing ‘‘Second Line. 


[Sir Edward Watkin, at the recent meeting of the Channel 
Tunnel Co., said that perhaps it was the voice of society 
which had stopped the formation of a second line of com- 
munication between Englandand France. He (Sir Edward) 
believed that the world called it “society ;"” he himself 
called it “cesspool,” for there was nothing more tyrannical, 
selfish, and ignorant than the opinion of “society.” ] 


ONE line of the epic-that-is-to-be 
The poet has written; and now sits he 
(While vinegar bandages, three times three, 
His sensitive brows entwine) 
Where Fame’s bright beacons high o’er him glow 
And Oblivion’s cesspool yawns below ; 
And he moans in agony, groans in woe, 
Saying, “ O for a second line!” 


One line—she unhappily owns no more— 

Has the matron used to hang out her store 

Of new-washed linen, but bubbling o’er 
With tears are the matron’s eyne, 

For the cord is weak, and may well succumb, 

And her yard is a cesspool, a ditch, a slum, 

And the dame looks glum, as she gnaws her thumb), 
Saying, “ O for a second line!” 


One line whereby to Britannia’s shore 
The world’s good things may be Charoned o’er 
Sees the monarch of lines, “One line!—no 
more ? 
Then to run ‘double line’ be mine!” 
But, alas! there’s a cesspool that blocks his path, 
And lines are not given to him that hath, 
And he girds at the cesspool in grief and wrath, 
Saying, “ O for a second line!” 
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PRESENT COMPANY ALWAYS EXCEPTED. 
Outside a Fashionable Photographer's. 


The Girls (ensem®le). —* WELL, I DON’T SEE MUCH BEAUTY IN THAT WINDOW” 
Gallant Male Stranger.—‘ MORE BEAUTY OUTSIDE; THAT’S CERTAIN, LADIES, 
Miss Virginia Starkey.— A MOST IMPROPER LIBERTY ON YOUR PART, SIR.” 
Gallant Male Stranger.—ALLOW ME, MADAM, TO ASSURE YOU I DID NOT ALLUDE TO YOURSELF I” 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


Miss FRANCES WILLARD you do 
us proud, an’ I reckon you're a real 
high-toned lady anyway. Guess 
you've brought the Western Hem- 
isphere nearer the Eastern than any 
Crusader that ever broke a shaft or 
a record ; and we all allow that your 
White Ribbon has sent an electric 
thrill to and from the hearts of 
John Bull and Jonathan that has 
knocked all the currents of all the 
cables across the big drink into one 
very smal! cocked hat. 

* 7 . 

What I say now they said—only 
louder and better—last week in 
Mile End. 

o . 

And Lady Henry Somerset, you 
are a credit to the womankind of 
your country. It is pleasant to 
contemplate two good women—one 
a daughter of the New World, the 
other of the Mother Country—join- 
ing hands in the cause of Tem- 





TOE HARMONIOUS CABINET PRACTISING FOR THE COMING SESSION. 
“Perfect Harmony " prevails in the Cabinet on the Home Rule Question netwith- 
standing any rumours to the contrary.”—Daily Paper. 
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perance, their motto, “God and Home and Every Land;” and long 


may the Stars and Stripes and the 
Union Jack—their staves united 
with the White Ribbon—wave over 
them. 

* * * 

Triple control of a country has 
frequently been productive of com- 
plications ; just now it is causing 
some more at—Samoa. 

* * & 


The Turk has taken upon him- 
self to revise the Hebrew and 
Christian Bible. Some day some- 
body will revise the Turk. 

~ a + 

So—thanks to the Sub-Committee 
of Cabinet Ministers entrusted with 
its drafting—the Home Rule Bill 
is now “cut and dried.” Wicked 
Tories are hinting that ere long it 
will be cut up and dried up. In 
their case the wish is father to the 
thought. 

THE MAN IN THE 
CLocK TOWER. 
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DRAMAS CONDENSED. 
No. 1—SAVED BY A SAVELOY. 


ScENE I.—A Street in Seven Dials. Smells, Cabbage- 
stalks, LOAFERS, POLICEMEN—LOAFERS, POLICE- 
MEN, Cabbage-stalks, Smelis. 


Enter to the tune of “ Woa, Billy, woa!” Bit BuIFP, 
a bricklayer, followed by his W1FESUSAN and his DoG Y APP. 


BILL BLIFF (despondently). Not a bloomin’ mag left to 
buy a pot o’ four’aff! Things never was at such a low ebb. 
Dunno whether to go an’ make a ’ole in the water off 
Wes’mi'ster Bridge or kick the dorg in the ribs, or knock 
the old gal about a bit. Hi ain’t used to water, an’ the dorg 
’e bites. Hi’ll let the old gal’aveit. ’Eer! (calling) D'jeer? 

WIFE. I hear, William. Oh, if you would but remember 
that a Providence watches over us all, and that the darkest 
cloud may hide a silver lining! 

BILL BLIFF. Wot’s that about silver in the linin’? Fork 
out, if you’ve got any, you busted old magpie! 

WIFE. How can you suspect me? Did I not swear at the 
altar to share all with you? Surely you know that I have 
not put a piece of meat to my lips for months. 

BitL Buirr. Try that, then! (knocking her down). 
Wodder yer think of that bit,eh? (Zhe DoG barks.) Get 
up, you soapsud-faced, snivellin’ etcetera! Id be ashamed 
if I was you! W’y, the very dorg is a turnin’ hup ‘is nose 
at you, blowed if ’e ain’t! (Zhe WIFE gets up.) Now | 
wants a drain worsen ever, an’ it’s all along o' you! 
(Knocks her down again.) 

Enter an ITINERANT GENERAL DEALER. 

DEALER. Don’t break wot yer can’t make. Wot’s the 
old gal bin an’ done? 

BILL BLIFF. Nuffin. That’s wot makes her such an 
aggravator. W’y don’t yer take an’ buy ’er second-hand if 
you takes such a interiss in her? I'll sell ’er for ’arf a bull 
an’ a quartern o’ Dutch. 

DEALER. Hi don’t want to buy a wife, as’ud give my 
own away if Hi knowed any bloke as ’ud take ’er. But Hi 
don’t mind ’avin’ the dorg. ’E’s in good condition; an’ my 
sister’s ’usband ’as jest startid bisniss in the sausage au’ 
saveloy line. Give yer a bob for ’m. 

BILL BLIFF. Wot! Sell my dorg! the playfeller o’ my 
boy’ood, the kumpanyin o’ my manly days? Never !—under 
eighteen pence. 

DEALER. Eighteen d, then. ’And ’im over. 

Doc. Bow-wow-wow ! 

WIFE. Alas! William, can you have the heart to sell the 
faithful creature? See, he seems to plead with you! Be pitiless to 
me, but spare him! (A POLICEMAN’S footsteps are heard coming round 
che corner.) Listen to that sound. To-day it bleaches your cheek and 
makes your heart beat with fear. Once you heard it without quailing, 
in the days of innocence and peace—gone never to return. (Weeps.) 

BILL BLIFF. Garn! (Sneers.) Give us the dibs (to DEALER) and 
take the hanimal. [ The exchange is effected. 

DEALER. I’m orf‘to'the sausage-shop. 

BILL BuLIFF. An’ H/7'm orf to the pub. S’long. (Hxreunt DEALER 
and DoG.) If my blessid throat ain’t as dry (To WIFE.) Wot are 
you ’angin’ about for? “Ook it! D’jeer? ‘Ook it! 

WIFE. Do you mean-to abandon me? 

BILL BuiFF. Yus! (Abandons her.) 

WIFE. Alas! whither shall I turn for refuge? Nothing is left me 
but to die, for I am too honest and respectable to be assistel by any 
of the charitable societies. I had better go and drown myself, and 
then I shall indeed be a Submerged Tenth. (Going.) 


Enter FAMILY LAWYER. 


LAWYER. My dear Miss Pomeroy ! 

WIFE. I was once Miss Pomeroy. Now, alas! I am Mrs. Bliff. 
Who speaks to me? 

LAWYER (taking off spectacles). Do you not recognise me, Cecilia? 

WIFE. It is!—it must be!—my justly-offendei decease! papa’s 
confidential legal adviser, Mr. Tapeworm ! 

LAWYER. ’Tis she. How fortunate that I met you. Providence 
has indeed guided my footsteps. (Zakes off hat and looks into it.) 
Here are papers (extracting documents) proving you sole heiress to 
Slingsby Manor and ten thousand a year; for, though your father 
cut you off with a shilling in consequence of your mésalliance with 
Mr. Bliff, your Aunt Jane, to whom he left the property, has made a 
deed of gift in your favour. 

WIFE. Heaven bless her! This is indeed a joyous ending to a 
sorrowful day ! | Exeunt. 
SCENE II.—TZhe Pantry at Slingsby Manor. 


Ga” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind hims 
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POOR SHAKSPEARE: 
Capitalist.—“ H’m ! he didn’t make much money! ° 


in a plate. Mysterious music and the sound of a file. The 
grating of the window is softly removed. 

Enter BILL BLIFP, softly, in a crape mask. He carries a jemmy, 
a knuckle-duster, a case of house-breaking tools, a bludgeon and ua 
life-preserver, and a green baize bag to put plate in. 

BILL BLIFF. ’Eer goes for some of old Squire Pomery’s articles o’ 
wertue. Har, har! Hi took ’is dorter five yeer ago, an’ now Hi’m 
a-goin’ to take ‘is silver candlesticks. My taste’s himprovin’ with hage ! 
(Sees SAVELOY.) Ullo! ’eer’s a saveloy! Afore Hi gets to work Hi'll 
‘ave a bit of a snack. (Selects a loaf from pan, grasps SAVELOY, 
and is about to bite into it when it seizes him by the lower lip, 
growling savagely.) Oh. lor! 

SAVELOY. Gr-r-r! 

sILL BLIFF. That’s Yapp’s growl! (7ears SAVELOY from its hold 
and throws it down.) 

SAVELOY. Bow-wow-wow ! 

SILL BLIFF. Yapp’s bark! (SAVELOY seizes him by the seat of the 
trvusers.) And ’eer’s someone a-comin’! Hi’m done for, Hi am. 

Enter Wire, FAMILY LAWYER, AUNT JANE and HOUSEHOLD. 
Menials surround and capture BILL BuLirev. who yields after a 
desperate resistance. 

WIFE. Abandoned man, who lured me from my home, and then, 
after spending my little all in profligacy, deserted and rejected me, 
your hour is come! (SAVELOY fawns upou her) thanks to the faithful 
animal—I should say, part of the faithful animal—whom you 
sold to a cruel death, to gratify your hellish craving for alcoholic 
liquids. (BLIFF is conscience-strichen). Bear him to the strong 
room. (7 menials). Thanks to the Gladstone Ministry, which has 
passed the Bill for Female Suffrage, I am now a magistrate and 
justice of the peace (turning to Mr. TAPEWORM), and you, my dear 
old friend, are another. We will commit him to-morrow to the 
County Jail, to be tried at the next Assizes ! 

Collapse of BILL Burr, triumph of SAVBLOY, and 
CURTAIN, 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF PERSEVERANCE. 














] J MISTAKEN.—Purchasing THE DEGREE DoGGED.—Calling at every 
I nt 1 that comes out, public-house within the ten mile radius, in the 
» expectation of finding a cure for hope of encountering a drop of Scotch whisky 
i 
c fit to drink. 
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THE DEGREE APPALLING.—NRising day 


Aunaided) endeavour to find your own keyhole, lessly striving to impress upon your wifes after day in the ** House,” to get a plain * Yes”’ 
after a heavy night at the club. mind the fact that out of an annual in- or “No” from a responsible minister in 
come of a hundred and twenty pounds the answer to a simple, straitforward question. 
| of a th inca ( embling an extravagance, 


The Last Straw. 


“EE UCARTOON.) 


Now, the poor British farmer who stands 
} i find that your sid la thorn [wixt two mischiefs that fetter his han 
A than J» a painful degree, is, of course you will 
act 
Not the luckiest man in these lands: 
( npetition like that 8 @ thin Y While such obstacles choose to stay, 
Very jealous of disposse n, One can’t surely expect him blither, 
And it « And ‘tis natural he should say 
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ts lepers n. * Oh, how happy I'd be with neither! 
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(1) The Ball-room Season's here shown like a “ photo”— (4) Here endeth pheasant—ay, and partridge shooting. 
A popular craze in (light fantastic) to-to f No wonder, then, with glee the birds are hooting ! 


(2) The Short Skirt League should surely be in keeping (5) Why should this eager lady ask the Queen 

155 ull the sex who love not pavement-sweeping | Whether or not there should be crinoline? 
(3) This person “ pinchet” a telescope, like winking, (6) This British workman boldly said, “ No, thankee!” 
' U (tcies )COp ly drinking! To a filching Yankee’s giddy Yankce-panky ! 
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Mav Palfrey skirt-dances fetchingly. The fun of the thing is as fresh 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. as ever. Mr. Brookfield is now playing Captain Robinson, and 
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as 


T H E the part certainly loses nothing. 
LYRIC.— : * « ®& 
The Burglar and the Judge (1am taking 
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Two things 
in The the programme backwards !) creates no less 
Z Magic Opal amusement here than it did at the Hay- 
; partake of market, and forms a very suitable com- 
: the nature panion for its — in short — companions, 
of the un- Mr.Weedon Grossmith now plays the Judge; 
expected. very well, but not altogether to absolute 
We found satisfaction. Mr. Brookfield’s burglar is 
mus ic really a little under-coloured, too: but it 
which is a performance which gives much amuse- 
meant busi- ment, and it is possible that a burglar 
ness —work with such an original sense 
that com- of humour would be tinged ‘ee 
’ manded res- with a certain refinement, 
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THE LYRIC.—’AIRY EFFECT. 4 ' 
arnestness THE first piece is a post- 
and culture, humous comedietta called Orer the Way, by the late 
as well as T. W. Robertson. ‘Truth to tell, it is only mildly 
yielded en- amusing, 
joyment by - * * # 
reason of its THE OxrorD.—A private view of this handsome 
— tunefulness building took place last week, amid much congratula- 
and brightness ; and we also found tion and rejoicing. It is rich, bright, beautiful and 
oa singer, gifted by Nature commodious. It moreover presents the advantage of 
witha contralto voice of a curiously ceiving a clear view of the stage from every seat, and 
attractive, wild sweetness, Its very several places where there are no seats, Its theatre- 
lack of proper schooling having, I like arrangement isa decided advantage. It has lounges, 
reluctantly acknowledge, a quaint a foyer, and when opened will present every modern 
charm of its own, suggestive of convenience for man. be he mild seeker for mirth or 
_§ free woods and a a rampant roysterer. A band, under the direction of 
. hen idyllic savagery and Natures un- Mr. W. G. Eaton, discoursed sweetly during the evening. 
ord) ~ + trimmed luxuriance: it also made ea 
, one dream of war - whoops anc NoDS AND WINKS.—Miss Nellie Navette is ap- its 
Tun Lynic.—A KIND or German ¢@lping-knives, mocassins, bn pearing in a new dance at the Alhambra, about which 
BAN D-IT, wams, beads and feathers. But I hope to say more next week.—Boxing eccentricities Tye Oxrorp. 
the lady's accent may have had seem to be the newest departure in the amusement —Mr. FUN 
something to do with that, for she, seemingly, hails from “over there,” arena. The latest development of the idea igadisplay TAKES A 
and her gentle name is May Yohe. of “Blindfold Boxing” which was given, to the ex- JVUIFEAND A 
+ * * hausting amusement of the spectators’ at Mr. H. T. we 
THE piece itself is not exactly a brilliant effort in some respects, Tosland’s Entertainment at Saffron Hill. Mr. Walter Honer and 
The story of the complications caused by a love-compelling ring is told “friend” were the performers, and ought to do well with what is a 
with a certain amount of baldness, under an apparently overmastering really comical act. Among the other entertainers, Mr. C. Ambrose 
auxiety to “get to the songs.” This, however, may not be an unmixed f) (bass), Mr. Ben Albert (comic), Mr. Geo. 















Cruickshank and Masters Arthur and Ernest 
Teague (violinists), secured encores for ex- 
cellent work.—Charley’s Aunt went to thie 
Globe on the 30th ult. There wasn’t room 
enough for her followers at the Royalty.-— 
Our Boys has left the Vaudeville to make 
way for The Guv’nor, who, in his turn, will 
vive place to Messrs. Sims and Raleigh’s new 
piece.—The Boxing Kangaroo recently (and 
greatly) entertained his professional friends 
at the Aquarium, Apropos, the Theatrical 
Exhibition there is now on view without 
extra charge.— 
Actors, singers 
and dancers, 
very generously 
responded to 
the call for an 
I;ntertain ment 
at the Empire 
for the Benefit 
of the Poor of 
London; book- 


evil, for the songs are excellently written, and, as I have already 
remarked, the music is gratifying. Mr, Arthur Law is the writer, Sefior 
Albeniz is the composer, 
* * * 

Mr. HAnrky MONKHOUSE is, of course, very funny, and Mr. Kaye 

is expected to be, later on—he’s very comical to look at now. Mr. Jolin 
Child sings sweetly, but strikes one as rather a mild lover when he 
isn’t singing. Mr. Wallace Brownlow quite maintains his good 
reputation, Miss Avda Jenoure makes a delightful heroine. There is 
not all the “twinkle” in the part she could do with, but what there is 
she makes the most of, As for Miss Susie Vaughan, she is simply 
de-lish-us! The Magie Opal has been provided with a splendid 
setting by Mr. Sedger, who has also stage-managed the piece with 
home thought and effect. Mdlle. Candida slowly glides and postures 
and gyrates to the accompaniment of 
inusic and herown snapping fingers, but 
the exhibition has little more that its 
novelty to recommend it. For my own 
part I like something heartier, and the 
rool old British kick does well enough 
to go on with. There is, however, some 
of this attractive pabulum supplied by 
Miss Emmeline Orford and two or 





three other nice girls, NX ings and 
; =~ * 
i a Nay subsceri 
- : : W— subscri p- 
rue Court.—The Guardsman having , \ L =J tie “i 
vot his route earlier than might have Vv BA A. ig | — came in 
heen expected, Mr. Chudleigh has fallen MC fast, the 
back upon “the triple bill” until his === J 0 r d 
next piece is ready—or required, I forget — M ayor 
which. The main item (to which the dil consented 
Tux Lrat \NpeWsepoo;, programme owes far more of its success to distri- 
Tuk (HjUsu-rn, than to its “tripleness”) is still 7'he tue . 
lantoméinee ie ) hae meatier luk Ly) ? art MAYOR AND THE HOARSE. KAYE HAS A LITTLE PUte 
— $e 66 + , ee a COLD, (COLD HASN'T A LITTLE K., THOUGH! ‘ 
nature of this “ happy thought permits of occasional variations. This mene ey SHORNEN 2) og oh 
s taken advantace ; : mak Res : 2 — : 1@ nich- 
‘KOT thlvantaue f on this oceasion for t} Int! wluction of a est anticipatl ns of the directors were n re than reali ae an unt 
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AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART V. 
““T COULD see,” continued Johnson-Williams, * that it was a damp, 


unpleasant night, but I was not sensible of any discomfort. On the 
contrary, an airy sensation of lightness pervade my being, lightness 





which was so far from 
being imaginary that 
with the first puff of raw 
wind that came round 
the corner, I rose from 
the ground, and soared 
to the altitude of the gas- 
lamps, where [ remained 
stationary, mingling my 
astral essence with the 
trailing wreaths of fog 
and the yellow beams of 
vulgar radiance that per- 
meated through them! 
It was certainly disap- 
pointing to find that, try 
as I would, I could neither ascend or descend, move forwards or back- 
wards, though I cheered myself by the reflection that the astral method 
of travelling must, like the human methud of progression, take a certain 
amount of time in learning. The question was: How much? Only 
fifty-one hours remained to me of my holiday. It had taken my 
ordinary, every-day self a fortnight to acquire, in the elementary sense 
of the word, the art of roller-skating. How long would it take me to 
master the elementary steps necessary for the successful transport of 
my astral body to Merthyr Tydvil ? 

“As I revolved the problem in my mind, the map of North Central 
England pictured itself before my mental vision (I have a considerable 
practical knowledge of geography, as you perhaps have observed), with 
my native county of Wales snugly tucked away in a southerly 
corner. Spider-like I projected an invisible filament of W1ll-power 
towards Wales, felt it catch, and immediately hauled upon it. The 
thing was done almost involuntarily, but in the same instant I began 
to move. Eureka! The question had answered itself! Henceforth, 
when in Mayari-rupa, I wanted to go anywhere, I had only to 
project my mind before me, and my astral body would follow it as the 
train follows the engine, or the car the balloon.” 

The shade of Johnson-Williams paused, drew from its breast-pocket 
the ghost of a coloured handkerchief, and wiped its brow—from fore¢ 
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I had grown bold enough by this time to mix myself a whisky and 
sola. I lighted my pipe, too, and as its grateful vapours mounted 
upon the air, it was a strange thing to know that Johnson-Williams 
sitting (he was now sitting) in the chair over against me was in 
reality less substantial in consistence. 

“T was now high above the earth,” said Johnson-Williams, “and 
travelling at an immense rate of speed. The night was clear and the 
stars were shining. Nothing crossed my plane, which seemed to be a 
single line. Only once I encountered a fellow-traveller.”’ 

“A fellow-traveller !" 

“A shadowy Form which swooped across my path ob- 
liquely at an angle of, I should say, thirty degrees,” replied 
Johnson-Williams, “travelling at a rate which indicated 
an enormous amount of Will-pressure. I have no doubt he 
was a Persian Mahatma or an Adept from Thibet. He wore 
spangled kind of head-dress, and his long grey hair and 
beard floated behind him. His legs were crossed, and his 
arms folded upon his breast in an attitude of meditation. 1 
bowed respectfully, but felt too shy to speak.” 

“T wish you could have interviewed him!” I said, eagerly. 

* My next experience was quite amusing,” said Johnson- 
Williams, ‘Imagine a china plate, with a jam tart—one 
of the puff description, with a spot of jam in the middle— 
travelling by itself at the rate of sixty miles a second. Yet 
that is what I saw. Several cocked hat notes passed me, 
shooting in opposite directions, projected by opposing 
currents of Astral Force.” 

“T should like to know where they were bound for!” 
I said, curiously. “But you got to Merthyr Tydvil in the 
end?” 

“You do right to rebuke me for the digression, my deat 
Pegley,” returned Johnson-Williams, good humouredly. * | 
am trying your patience, I fear. Yes, I arrived at Merthyr 
Tydvil. I knew that I was there, when my onward course 
was suddenly brought to an abrupt close, and I began to 
fall—quite like a parachute. 

‘The house of Gwendollen’s employer is situated on the 
northern outskirts of the town, commanding an unobstructed 
view of what is, generally speaking, a cinderous and smutty 
prospect. Descending vertically, I alighted on the roof. 
Tiles proved no obstacle to my airy particles. I sank through 
them, and found myself in a room which, from the char- 
acter of its furniture and ornaments, was plainly the 
children’s nursery. There were only two occupants—a baby 
asleep in a cradle, and my—Miss Williams-Johnson.” 

His eyes sparkled at the delightful recollection. 

“Time had not impaired those personal attractions, 
which, in conjunction with the properties of her mind, 
first enchained my steadfast affections,” he said. “She 
was perfectly delightful to look at, without and within. I 
say within, because in this astral condition I was enabled 
to penetrate into the recesses of her mind and read her 
thoughts before they dawned in her (most expressive) 
countenance. She was thinking about Me,” he hesitated, 
and looked a little sheepish, “and in such a strain of warm 
and constant regard and tenderness that I was quite affected. 

How good he is, poor fellow, and how he loves me,’ she 
said, without speaking, ‘and how long it is since we have 
met. How long must it be before we meet again—how 

long before we are rich enough to marry? Ah, think if 
I were only Llewellyn’s wife.’ ” 

‘T didn’t know your Christian name was Llewellyn,” I put in. 

** And we were rich enough to have a little house of our own to live 
in, and a little servant to wait on us, in some neat suburb of London, 
not too near the City because of the fogs—they are so bad for 
Llewellyn’s chest—I should be the happiest girl in all the world !’” 

‘Miss Williams-Johnson must be a very nice girl,” I thought. 

“I knew you'd say so,”’ responded Johnson- Williams, just as if I hia! 
spoken. “ Then her face clouded over, and I found she was thinking of 
the miserly old aunt who had brought her up from childhood, and who 
had died a little while previously, leaving all her property for the benefit 
of a charitable institution. Gwendollen could not help wishing that 
the old lady had left just a little to her! more for my sake than her 
own ; and then she began to conjure up a picture of me in her mind— 
to recall my features, one by one, and each separate article of dress 
which I am accustomed to wear, with the most surprising result! 
Happening to stretch my hand out, what was my surprise to find 
that it was coming slowly into view—transparent as yet, but gradually 
gaining in density and opacity. I was, in fact, undergoing the process 
of materialisation, just as happened when you “d 

“Yes, yes!’ I assented, hastily. 

“With a pardonable feeling of alarm,” resumed my vi 
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(1) Young Mashiboy, having received an invitation from his frien 
Dabchick to take a run down to the Fens for the skating, “ got himself 
into form a bit” on a nice little suburban pond, and rather flattered 
himself that he would “show the Fen yokels how todoit.” (2)* Forty- 
mile spin all to ourselves, old chap!" shouted Dabchick when they 
met next day at Puddle Fen. “Prime! aint it? Hurryup! Though, 
how on earth you are going to skate on those things I'm hanged if I 
know!” (Poor M.'s favourite “acmes,” too! ) (3) “Come, stey 
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only five miles off.” (4) “What! ‘fageed out, are you? Pool! 
Haven't got your wind yet, that’s all! You want three or four pots of 
home-brewed, That'll set you right, fore you can wink! Make you 
fly along!” (5) ‘Whoop! Now we're busy! I knew you'd—urghk !— 
got itin you! Nothing like booze! You fly likea—uck !—bird! Get 
out o’ the bally road. you hockey-players a "(6) But the he ckey-players 
didn't. Then the “bally road” gave way and let them through into 
ten feet of water. (7) And when Mashibov w 
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A Suggestion for the Opening of Parliament. 


THE OPENING SCENE. 





; 
2S. SS DES STF Yi 
FROM ™~. 


x « 
+. |). 588) a 
ESSEC 
DIEus Seen WO SSS 
Swot 


2 eA 
2S Sw SAS 





a 

SENS 

> 

., S 
ANS 


=>» _! 
NI ~ 
~ ~ . 
SN » \ 
~> 
>) 4 
~— } 


{: . . 
— = “i BESSY a * SS ~~ 
= 4 x 
ESI 
- DS TRARAAS 
SS WSS 
a SSO NS 
A 


” . ESS MANNA ARAN 
LAr 


: SV 
~~ SS aa 


~ 
~ 





AN 
\ 
NN 








on 





. 


a 


. “ 
Oe 





ggg. Sey 





~—_— 
a ee 


PER 3p AO ge see me 


Br ee, 


2 nape 


oo ee eto 


i ee oe ae 


a 





= 
Se eae 


= 


A 


~~ © 


« 


oe 


th tan EB 


Oe Bee 


<a A cay 


ee 


EH pg 
Zoe, 


YEG 
‘” OPK 





SOMETHING LIKE A PARTNER! 


Counsel.—* You say you have known the defendant intimately for 
many years. Will you tell the jury whether, so far as your own per- 
sonal knowledge is concerned, he is a man of his word ?—a man upon 
whom any dependence can be placed ?” 

Witness.—“ Can be depended upon? Rather! Why” (with enthu- 
siasm ), “if he happens to be your partner at a game of whist, every 
time he has the deal you can stake your life upon his holding ‘ four 
by honours !’” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
AN INCREDIBLE STORY 


[A fragment recently discovered by the famous antiquarian, Mr. FuN, M.A., 
D.8c., LL.D., X.Y.Z., Al, etec., ete.} 

. . « » THERE arose in those days, the days of the Darkest Ages, 
a contemptible, cowardly crew called Fenyans, who would fearlessly 
enough attack dumb cattle and hough them, but who, when they 
wanted to do some desperate deed upon any of the human species, 
were fain to fire at the same from behind hedges, or from some other 
equally safe place; and who, when they were extra brave, would 
carefully place a terrible explosive, called dynamite, where it would 
(after the placers had had time to reach a haunt of safety) blow up 
innocent men, women and children—the said Fenyans, of course, 
preferring the latter ! 

It was supposed, by Thinkers of the time, that the chief reason of 
these disgrace-to-a-barbarian-acts, was that the agitators in question 
foresaw that if the nation which they degraded should ever get the 
Rights and the Redress to which it had been hundreds of years 
entitled, their (the agitators’) occupation would, like that of a con- 
temporary Moorish General, be gone! The said Rights and Redress 
had, it must be confessed, long been promised by both of the chief 
political parties of that time, for Party feeling was then very, very 
strong, and each member of the one Party, by some strange process of 
reasoning, used to fondly imagine (in those days) that no one member 
of the other Party could by any possibility do the right thing at any 
possible moment. 

* * * * = * 

NOTE BY THE D1IscovERER.—This will doubtless seem incredible to 
modern-day readers; but there are, we are assured, many other 
indications that this was really thus: It appears there were several 
varties, such as the Conservative Party, the Gliberal Party, the 
Madical ditto, the Unsocialist, and a Party by the name of Buchanan. 

. > * . 7 > 

There came a time, however, when several of these Blows rs-Up of 

Places and People were arrested, and were committed to wl it ti 
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reporters of the period were wont to describe as “ Durance Vile” — 
although it must be said that the said Durance differed in its 
Vileness according to when the Endurer thereof could afford to 
be a first, second, or third class misdemeanant, as the phrase then 
was. 

Anyhow, there was great satisfaction expressed by as many decent 
members of society as then existed—at the sentences framed for these 
desperadoes, or conspirators, as some called them ; but “hounds” and 
“curs” were the most popular terms used. 

* * * * * * 


Here (judging from the fragments of the tattered MS.) followed 
several long disquisitions on Politics as She was then played. It 
would seem that the chief business transacted in the political arena of 
that period was the bullying of the Ins by the Outs, and the utter 
forgetfulness (sometimes a stronger word crops up in the oid MS.) of 
the Ins to carry out the promises they made when they were Outs. 
However, the Discoverer of this mysterious MS. does not propose to 
weary students with a long résumé concerning a state of things which 
has so long passed away. One chapter (or part thereof), however, may 
perhaps be adduced to prove still further (if further proof be needed) 
what a very strange story this Story must have been. The fragment 
(which, of course. the Discoverer has deciphered and modernised, as 
in the preceding extracts) runs thus : 

« * « 


°° . And although there were who could not credit their senses, 
yet so it was—and presently the news was officially verifiel—namely, 
that the Party which was now once more ruling the nation (for the 
Party which had just been ignominiously “ehucked” * because it had 
muddled nearly everything it touched—except when it stole the plans 
of the Party which had just again come into power) it was every- 
where set forth, we say, that the present Ins had actually had the 
Once-a-Week ¢ to release the herein before-mentioned Dynamitaris. 
and let them loose upon Society with all their old murderous instincts 
strong within them, plus a yearning for revenge for the “ Time they 
had been made to do” (whatever that phrase may mean). 

“Can such things be?” exclaimed the Nation as one Man (for 
Woman was not then the ruler of everybody—at least, not ostensibly) 
“Ts it possible?” “Has the Party gone dotty?” and similar conun- 
drums, were passed around—but no solutions were soluted. 

Then it came to pass that, on a day, a great deputation numbering 
many millions of the excited populace waited on a savant named 
Goodoldfunn,{ and asked what the Whatsisname-who-is- falsely - 
reported-to-be-not-so-black-as-he-is-painted does this release of such 
persons mean ? 

“Who can tell?” answered the savant (who scems to have 
been consulted on all affairs of National Import, and only to have 
charged the sum of One Penny per week for his advice). ‘ Who 
can tell why 
this Great 
Wrench to the 
loyalty of the 
Party should 
have been ex- 
ercised on 
those who 
fought so 
manfully for 
the cause of 
Right and 
Justice? 
Why?”—— 

(According 
to the tattered 
portion which 
follows, the 
Eminent 
Questioner 
was left Why- 
ing!) 


*A phrase cf 
the times, sup- 
posed to be de- 
rived from the 
Boothite-Pawnee 
tribe. 

+Other  locu- 
tions of the time, 
said to be de- 
rived from the 
now dead lan- 
guage, the Slum- 
mic. 


+ | ‘ y re ’ , ~* ; e 
+A long as She.—* Diamonds are like women’s hearts—the 
ancestor of the 


present Discov- richest jewels in creation.” 
erer HTe,—" And the hardest.”’ 
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THE CRINOLINE SCARE. 





Miss Tabitha Gobblechops, who has stuck faithfully Now finds herself very much in Another convert. “Strike me soapy, Bill! how 
to the fashions of her youth amidst scorn and derision the fashion. She moralises much doyer git yer trousers to balloon in that enchantin’ 
for years, thereon. “I always said,” she re- manner?” “Why, crinolines, Jumbo. Fit a young 


marks, “that common sense would return some day.” ‘un to each, and there you are. Pretty, ain’t it?” 
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“ Say, dear, how do you like sketching in it?” ‘Oh, per- Awful effects of the crinoline and the quick-step waltz upon the Hon. 
fectly lovely, darling. Rather draughty, though, Glad it isn’t Chucklechump. “Gad, dear boys, it nearly sawed my ankles off. That 
cold weather,” little filly’s moulted her chance.” 


te 








More rudeness. “ What! ain’t got no umbrella, mum ? However, “It’s an ill wind,” etc. Unfortunate effects of the stage-trap and the 
What’s the odds? Why don’t yer git inside and draw Advertisers, please note. crinoline. Slight accident to Miss Flossie Vere 
the blinds down?” . de Vere’s apparel upon her first descent in the 

new wtume at the Shockmore Theatre. 
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SOMETHING LIKE A PARTNER! 


Counsel.—* You say you have known the defendant intimately for 
many years. Will you tell the jury whether, so far as your own per- 
sonal knowledge is concerned, he is a man of his word ?—a man upon 
whom any dependence can be placed ?” 

Witness.—* Can be depended upon? Rather! Why” (with enthu- 
siasm ), “if he happens to be your partner at a game of whist, every 
time he has the deal you can stake your life upon his holding ‘ four 
by honours !’” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
AN INCREDIBLE STORY 


[A fragment recently discovered by the famous antiquarian, Mr. Fun, M.A. 
D.S8e., LL.D., X.Y.Z., Al, etc., ete.} 

- « » » THERE arose in those days, the days of the Darkest Ages, 
a contemptible, cowardly crew called Fenyans, who would fearlessly 
enough attack dumb cattle and hough them, but who, when they 
wanted to do some desperate deed upon any of the human species, 
were fain to fire at the same from behind hedges, or from some other 
equally safe place; and who, when they were extra brave, would 
carefully place a terrible explosive, called dynamite, where it would 
(after the placers had had time to reach a haunt of safety) blow up 
innocent men, women and children—the sail Fenyans, of course, 
preferring the latter! : . 

It was suppose|, by Thinkers of the time, that the chief reason of 
these disgrace-to-a-barbarian-acts, was that the agitators in question 
foresaw that if the nation which they degraded should ever get the 
Rights and the Redress to which it had been hundreds of years 
entitled, their (the agitators’) occupation would, like that of a con- 
temporary Moorish General, be gone! The said Rights and Redress 
had, it must be confessed, long been promised by both of the chief 
political parties of that time, for Party feeling was then very, very 
strong, and each member of the one Party, by some strange process of 
reasoning, used to fondly imagine (in these days) that no one member 
of the other Party could by any possibility do the right thing at any 
possible moment. 

* . 7 * © _ 

NOTE BY THE D1scoVERER.—This will doubtless seem incredible to 
modern-day readers; but there are, we are assured, many other 
indications that this was really thus: It appears there were several 
a such as the Conservative Party, the Gliberal Party. the 
Madical ditto, the Unsocialist, and a Party by the name of Buchanan. 

* . . . os 

There came a time. however. when seve 
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reporters of the period were wont to describe as “ Durance Vile” — 
although it must be said that the said Durance differed in its 
Vileness according to when the Endurer thereof could afford to 
be a first, second, or third class misdemeanant, as the phrase then 
was. 

Anyhow, there was great satisfaction expressed by as many decent 
members of society as then existed—at the sentences framed for these 
desperadoes, or conspirators, as some called them ; but “ hounds” and 
“curs” were the most popular terms used. 


* * * * * s 


Here (judging from the fragments of the tattered MS.) followed 
several long disquisitions on Politics as She was then played. It 
would seem that the chief business transacted in the political arena of 
that period was the bullying of the Ins by the Outs, and the utter 
forgetfulness (sometimes a stronger word crops up in the oid MS.) of 
the Ins to carry out the promises they made when they were Outs. 
However, the Discoverer of this mysterious MS, does not propose to 
weary students with a long 7éswmé concerning a state of things which 
has so long passed away. One chapter (or part thereof), however, may 
perhaps be adduced to prove still further (if further proof be needed) 
what a very strange story this Story must have been. The fragment 
(which, of course. the Discoverer has deciphered and modernised, as 
in the preceding extracts) runs thus : 

oa * « * 


. » « .And although there were who could not credit their senses, 
yet so it was—and presently the news was officially verified—namely, 
that the Party which was now once more ruling the nation (for the 
Party which had just been ignominiously “ehucked” * because it had 
muddled nearly everything it touched—except when it stole the plans 
of the Party which had just again come into power) it was every- 
where set forth, we say, that the present Ins had actually had the 
Once-a-Week ¢ to release the herein before-mentioned Dynamitards. 
and let them loose upon Society with all their old murderous instincts 
strong within them, plus a yearning for revenge for the “ Time they 
had been made to do” (whatever that phrase may mean). 

“Can such things be?” exclaimed the Nation as one Man (for 
Woman was not then the ruler of everybody—at least, not ostensibly) 
“Ts it possible?” “Has the Party gone dotty?” and similar conun- 
drums, were passed around—but no solutions were soluted. 

Then it came to pass that, on a day, a great deputation numbering 
many millions of the excited populace waited on a sarant named 
Goodoldfunn,{ and asked what the Whatsisname-who-is- falsely - 
reported-to-be-not-so-black-as-he-is-painted does this release of such 
persons mean ? 

“Who can tell?” answered the savant (who seems to have 
been consulted on all affairs of National Import, and only to have 
charged the sum of One Penny per week for his advice). “ Who 
can tell why 
this Great 
Wrench to the 
loyalty of the 
Party should 
have been ex- 
ercised on 
those who 
fought so 
manfully for 
the cause of 
Right and 
Justice? 
Why?”—— 

(According 
to the tattered 
portion which 
follows, the 
Eminent 
Questioner 
was left Why- 
ing !) 
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THE CRINOLINE SCARE. 





Miss Tabitha Gobblechops, who has stuck faithfully Now finds herself very much in Another convert. “Strike me soapy, Bill! how 
to the fashions of her youth amidst scorn and derision the fashion. She moralises much lo yer git yer trousers to balloon in that enchantin’ 
for years, thereon. “I always said,” she re- manner?” “Why, crinolines, Jumbo, Fita young 


marks, “that common sense would return some day.” ‘un to each, and there you are, Pretty, ain't it?” 
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“ Say, dear, how do you like sketching in it?” “Oh, per- Awful effects of the crinoline and the quick-step waltz upon the Hon. 
fectly lovely, darling, Rather draughty, though. Glad it isn’t Chucklechump. “Gad, dear boys, it nearly sawed my ankles off. That 
cold weather,” little filly’s moulted her chance.” 
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More rudeness. “ What! ain’t got no umbrella, mum? However, “It’s an ill wind,” ete. Unfortunate effects of the stage-trap and the 
What’s the odds? Why don’t yer git inside and draw Advertisers, please note. crinoline, Slight accident to Miss Flossie Vere 
the blinds down?” de Vere’s apparel upon her first descent in the 
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NOT FOR HIM. 


Wifey.—* IT know I get a bit cross sometimes, James 


James.—* VL be hanged if you would !’ 


STATESMEN 
WHAT the Government are doing 
With political vrisoncers—Letting 
‘em out Daci)ly. 
; * * 


What the hranco-Kyuyptian fac. 


don are saying —* A(b)bas les 
Anglais!” 
* ¥ * 
In a few more days the Hom 
Rule cat will be out of the bag 
A yood many people are waiting t 


how it Jumps, 


* * + 


14° | ) 
Wishave had farees in abundance 


enacted im Parliann nt, and now a 
Mr. H. A. Jones has viven u the 
House of Commons in a comedy 


He has taken pains to inform the publie that he 


has uo personal preference for either side, which 
Will, of Course, be tidings of discomfort and woe 
to all parties, 


i 
* . * 


Newspaper correspondents in Paris have to be 
careful what they write about, unless they wish 
to be ordered to “ right-about,” . 


* * * 
Phe latest anent Panama—*" Herz apretty go!” 
« 7 
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And 


Kx-King Milan to ex-(cellent) Queen Natal 
“Come back and V'll try to de-Servia.” 


let's hope he will, 


Phat Evyptian fellah to John Bull—* Don't 
you find your veeu pation risky?” 
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if [ had my time over again [should marry you just the same.” 
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Our Champion Going It Again! 


Is there any Gratitude left in this World? any Honesty? any 
Truth? We ask without passion, without anger, without a tremor 
in our voice. But we ask it! After his sinful debauch with our 
money, which we magnanimously forgave him on account of his suffer. 
ines. we have had to feed Our Champion Idiot at intervals of half an 
hour every day fora fortnight, w ith beef tea, cod liver oil, onions (to 
make him strong), liquorice, and water diluted with brandy; and 
thankfully we were glad to see Our C, coming round slowly but surely, 
Then we sent him out for carriage drives with a fascinating Lady 
Guide to chaperon him and keep his spirits up, O Fool! O Ass! 
Q But, steady ; we are under control, For how should we know? 
Did we anticipate it 2? Did we know that Our Champion was a Viper 
in diseuise? Echo, or the oflice boy, answers, Guys! 

We did not weep when we learnt the horrid plot 
the office window with him, or drop him down the sewer that is always 
open in Fleet Street. No; we listened, and that’s how we hear 
about it. And what think you? The first thing that diabolical 

= Champion did in return for our motherly care of him was to delibe- 

rately, intentionally, desperately fall in love with the Lady Guide, our 
Lady Guide, whom we had purchased for a week to look after him, 
Yes, actually hankered after our property, and got it too! O the 
hussy! Why, oh, why didn’t we hire one with a wart on her nose ? 

And now, if you please, that he has grown abominably healthy and 
strone. he defies us. and goes out courting five nights a weck and three 
afternoons! She is a Champion. But it sha’n’t happen; we'll- 
Hallo! what’s this? <A note, asking us to kindly pay up his back 
sulary—the salary for the two months that he has done nothing but 
hover between life and death at our expense! Well, of all the— 
and already he has overdrawn his screw seven years in advance! 
This must come to an end, and it shall, and anon you shall hear more, 





we did not break 


When we can breathe again, 


Easily Counted. 


Levicographer.—* It is, of course, quite impossible to compute the 
exact number of words in the English language.” 

Klippant One.—* Don't talk such unmitigated rubbish, Professor!” 

Lexvicographer.—* What do you mean, sir? Do you presume to 
gainsay my statement?” 

Flippant One.—*“ Most decidedly I do! Any fool knows that 
there are just three words in THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE |” 


but I think 


OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 

Abbas Pacha (log.): ‘My pre- 
decessor, Pharaoh, had to endure 
ten plagues. I have only one, but 
that one is—British occupation,” 

Sr * * 

John Bull (log.): “The idea of 
that little Keyptian fellah daring 
to call his soul his own!” 

* * * 

New setting of an old saying— 
“Oh, Liber—ator! what crimes 
have been committed in thy name!” 


(AND 






* 


© k * 

“The trooper’s on the tide, my 
boys,” and bound for the 
Delta of the Nile. They say there 
we have dealta bit harshly with 
them, and that we had Beta not too far. 
Labby thinks it’s all Gamma—nothing else. 

a * 

Various corps have been intimated to be ready 
for a Soudan emergency. 

* * ‘ 

Mr. Joseph Chamberlain is now the leader of 
the Liberal-Unionist Party in the House of 
Commons. He prided himself some time ago 
that their allies were “the gentlemen of England.” 
Now, doubtless, he regards his party as the 
Devonshire créme de la créme. 
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SUMOURS, AUTHENTIC AND OTHERWISE, At last the Government has adopted the notion 
Phat, in view of the coming Session, Mr, Keir urged by me in these columns for vears. and we 
e has luvested ina toy hat. ; | 4.4 : . ‘ ~ > . + 
2. That difficulties have arisen between the resnees WY Shortly see a Labour Minister in Parliament. 
ders of the Irish ar ‘T s to tl + 
oh ; LOlat mt t : 
Sir J. Fergusson has patriotically comme! 
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THE DISADVANTAGE OF BEING INATTENTIVE. 


Hlostess (to Fair Yankee) —" OH, THANK YOU SO MUCH FOR YOUR DELIGHTFPUL RECITATION, Tt WAS MOST AMUSING, YOU MUST 


GIVE US ONE MORE BEPORE YOU GO, AND LET IT BE AS FUNNY AS THE LAST.” 
huir Yankee (haughtily)—* FUNNY?) AMUSING? WHly, IT WAS A SENTIMENTAL LOVE TRAGEDY!” Tl tn awkward pause ensues, 


SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NEVER CEASE. William on the Thaw. 


CONCERNING THE STAGE, WILLIAM is getting quite great on the question of the thaw, He 
WONDER XXX VI.—Whether a made-up nose is not a delusion and ays, “No ORS co Sem 1 snow for me; TP like to think of the poor 
a snare? Whether it is not as well to make the most of the short sometimes.” William does think of the poor sometimes, He gives 
nub you have got, instead of building up a Roman with wig-paste then all the Bren h pennies that he doesn’t shove in the automatics, 
and cotton-wool, When the cotton-wool aiways comes out in the big Phis vores down well with the blind bepgyars, until they find it out, 
scene in Act Three? Whether, when it does, you lovk most like a WHER THEY UEC DAT TEGNE Ae Cae OND Ai SEES Ce Rare Shane 
man ora meal r potat to? . on William 3 he ul, “T think ol the thaw, HiLYS William, “as a 
Wonnun KX XVIL,—Whether, whon the lightning is not up to its blessing.” Mrs, W., though, doesi’t take it in the same humorous light 
ene of coming in through the window to destroy the heavy villain When William slips down and gets covered in mud, Mrs, W, feels 
who is forging documents at a gilded escritoire in a thunderstorm. he inclined to clean that mud off ery,” with William inside the coat and 
. ' aostick outside, So much for William’s thaw, 


is justified in walking calmly off the scene in the full possession of his 
faculties ? Whether lt would not be bettel fi r him to stab himself 


with a quill pen?) Or take a drink out of the ink-bottle and die, His Aim. 
rather than leave such a stumbling-block in the way of a happy 
; j z . . 7) le (to S ( “My vo t t 
CHNHNE 7 Whether it matters, after all, it being generally taken for The Kev, Tweedle (to Street Loafer ). I of man, it is pitiful 
. ? to see you slouching and lounging about in this miserable fashion. 
cranted that everybody comes happy in the lony run? 7 . | 4) iota 4 r alee 
’ ‘ ave yot f (Ti Work W C 4) ¢ ( ( C1s ( 
Woxper XXXVIIL—Why the mere fact of a man’s telling the ak GattiunmiEae” UC a ee Meee 
- ( oll ! 36 
truth for the first time in a long and blemished carcer, should make a ga daa Peasan omadke vienatoecdtein ; a ET 
i ; : ; wae ; ; 4 . f . Loafer (hright ow. Mp). si Phankee, KIT’, [ think I Can, sir! 
virtuous character of him for ever afterwards? Why the heroine, : } 
. ; cs a ek The Rev. Tweedie, “AX! spoken ike a man of noble resolution and 
Whom he has ruined and betrayed, should immediately forgive hit : 7 ; +r 
a P } ) y high courage Pelle now, what aim can you find | 
her crey-haired father relent and bless him? his own parent revole Loaf “Vo 7 , 
! curse and alter his te ame ‘ntary ¢ lesions? ee ma, ORE I 
hy i ad he find rr with an ene rqy morthy of a better causes and 
(To be ameRdaacaal ) l : I 
hhie Lee e. Tuccedle JUC8 carthward likeu lug, 
Trick of the Trade. , 
Cust .—"Give me a brandy and soda, please, Miss; the Six Say! 
! A NOTORIOL ! e gabbler mi last week, The only rea On 
j j | ‘ hy ' ; 
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ANNOYING! 
Disappointed Equestrian —* THERE! Iv TOOK A QUARTER OF AN HouR, AND THE HELP OF TWO GkOOMS, TO GET ON THE BRUTE, AND 
NOW ALL THE BUSINESS IS SPOILED,” 
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“As Well for the Body as the ” A garb of some Home Rule material wearing 
9 The Opening Scene. a bein a ee wre 
Soul. Scena s (The skirts held like wings showing many 
[Lady visitors to the House of Commons will now be (SEE CART OON.) a crease) 
conveyed to their gallery by a lift.] OF course you’re aware how the Serpentine And in generous fashion an  olive-branch 
THE excellent female spectator dances— bearing, : 
Who haunts the St. Stephen's Theaytur, A Terpsichorean affair—are the rage Perhaps he might pass for an angel of peace; 
And hears each astute legislator With the species of damsel that postures and While the County Council could scarce 
Aimbitiously airing his gift prances object, 
Of grandiloquence, fails not to tell us In gauzes upon the Variety Stage : Because his style would be most correct. 
That ever her mind from the zealous Diaphanous garments can rise and swell 
Harangues of those law-making fellows ‘lo a corkscrew effect extremely well. Then, when he had gone through his twisting 
Receives a desirable lift! and twirling, 
But, now that the stage-play begins ter And do you not think it would rouse sonie And proved his great skill without stumble 
Be acted once more at Westminster, emotion, or pause, 
The galiery-visiting spinster And also delight, if, regardless of looks, Whilst around him his robe flutter’d swirling 
Will get a more praiseworthy gift Our vivacious Prime Minister favour’d the and curling, 
| From the managers of that theaytur, notion No doubt he'd step off ‘mid a storm of 
Who mean, with exceeding good naytur, Of taking a leaf from their feminine books ? applause : 
To gladden each lady spectator When Parliament opens its portals wide, Indeed you rarely could hope to see 
| By viving her body a lift! His pus de seul would be view'd with pride. Such a brisk old sportsman of eighty-three. 
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(4) A “dead cert.” did this youth try to gain with filchea oof, 
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(1) When Parliament opened avail t other clay. 
E’en the all-talking sex were quite filled with dismay But his quodding was soon a “dead cert ”-ified proof, 
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(2?) For ill-treating carriages thus on the rail. (5) These medicals’ soirée caused such a loud boom, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
7 / — THE danc- 
Bike ing dames <i 


Ly 
delight the 
golden youth 


(and silver 










Tous ALUAMBRA.--Tuk LIGUT ‘ 


FANTASTIC. 


age ) which frequents “the halls,” 
seem lately, in the ever necessary 
search after “ fresh trips and postures 
new,’ to have found some virtue in ¢ 
wearing electric light. The idea Driving 4 WHEELING-HORSE. 
mimits of nothing more novel than 

vaviation of application, having become pretty familiar to the public 
since it was first introduced at the Savoy Theatre. 
Miss Nellie Navette, a lady not unknown in these 
circles for feat footing, is the latest experimentalist. 
Wearing a garland of (what are presumably) large 
red poppies, Whose hearts are light (« ither because 
their souls are pure, or because they nestle on Miss 
Nellic’s bosom), and carrying a branch of the same 
flowers (of which one feels a sad prescience that she 
eannot leave go) the lady executes some ordinary 
steps neatly enough, She pauses occasionally to 
sinile upon us, and “light up” Gvhich is permitted 
at the Alhambra, if not .at the Palace), and the 
eneral effect is—shall I say /—fetching. 

THERE are some other good things in the pro- 
7 7 cramme, among them the Phantos, M. Ganivet (back 
pc yay at again), the Mitsutas (with a very clever balancing 

wp oTrneR ®@Ct) and Malle. Lalo, a laly of exceptional good 

THINGS, looks, symmetry and grace, in a neat bicycle act. A 

welcome innovation—one I have long yearned for— 
rs the timing of the ballets so that suburban visitors , 
and others may see them without worrying about 
that last train. Both ballets are worth seeiny. tov, 





* . + 

THE CRITERION.—Mr, Jones's Bauhle Shop is 
not the House of Commons as everybody (falling 
Into a little trap deliberately laid, perhaps) imagined, 
It is a toy-bazaar in “Little John Street, West- 
minster,” and the interest of the play centres in the 
question whether a Prime Minister of England shall 
make a toy or not of an abnormally innocent youny 
lady he finds there, He finally decides to not, and 
counts the Prime Ministership well lost for love. 
Phe story is, in fact—or in my opinion, at any rate 

improbable to the verge of impossibility in its 
main lines and several of its side issues, but there is 
nore entertainment and satisfaction in it than ina 
dozen convincing stories told with only ordinary 
skill, Mr. Jon ss skill is marked. The dia- ‘= 


| ‘ ‘ 
. in imi amusing, without appearing 
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Ir is possible that more might be made of Viscount Clivebrook than 
is done, but Mr. Wyndham gives a very good account of it. His 
mastery of comedy is consummate. his 
power of serious expression comes only 
«a little behind it, and the whole may be 
fairly called a fine performance. Miss 
Moore is sweet and gentle, and sweet 
and gentle is all she is called upon to 
be. The other characters, good as they 
are, are very much subordinated, with 
the exception of Mr. Stoach, a part 
played with rugged sincerity by Mr. 5. 
Valentine. It is pleasant to renew ac- 
quaintance with Miss Fanny Enson, 
about whose style there is a refreshing 
truth. Miss Ellis Jeffreys plays an un- 
pleasant young lady with unflinching 
loyalty. Mr. C. W. Somerset gives us an elderly 
lord of which, accustomed as I am to elderly 
lords, I recognise the fidelity to nature—if a lord 
is a product of nature, Miss Louise Moodie, 
Mr. Allan Aynesworth, Mr. Blakeley, Mr. D. 5. 
James, Mr. W. H. Day, and others appear in the 
cast, but they are mostly like good children, se +n 
but not hearl; which shows clearly that ‘no 
expense has been spared,” Nor has trouble or ase 
thought either; “the deputation from the Ball's 9% 

Pond Road” is almost worth going tosee of itself. Tuk  Crirerton, — 
LORD CLIVEBROOK 


* * * 
Wecen oe ee ee See eee DETERMINING NOT 
fHE Comepy —Mr. Hawtrey hasa real good ag wage away 


one thistime! 7'he Sportsmanisan uncommonly — vitar BAUBLE.” 

clever adaptation and extremely funny to boot, 

[t, moreover, presents the satisfactery phenomencn of possessing a last 
act which is, if anything, stronger than the other two. 


y i This in farcical comedy—and in other things, but most 

VBS particularly in farcical comedy —is a tremendous 

4 Sap source of strength, and the piece ought to outdo The 
e's 





€ 
log: Private Secretary in popularity, It is an immeasur- 
CZ ably better piece, but that is not the point of course. 
* * * 

\ Mr. CHARLES) HAWTREY appears once more as a 
4) member of the Junior Ananias Club, It is a beautiful 
-ight, and one that never palls, to see him lie with 
circumstance. The inception, consideration and 
launching of the He, are three marked stages which 








) Mr. Hawtrey gives us the full humorous value of, and 
/ oe the whole performance is finished and easy—as casy 
\ , ’ it ‘ ‘ ° . * . i 
ee a= lying. Mr, Charles Groves joins the company for 


<a the occasion, and helps the fun along bravely. Miss 

THE Doctor lottie Venne is her own merry self (and what better 

GETS Puysic, can be said’), and Miss Annie Goward, another new 

recruit, plays a landlady with eharacter and humour, 

The Sportsman, I should sey, is a “moral” for 
a long run, 








. + * 


NODS AND WINKS.— Somebody has Leen 
saying that the OLYMPIC Pantomine is soon to 
be withdrawn, but it 
isn’t so. At least, the ep, a 
management haven't “@ 
heard of it, and say Mal: , 
they wouldn’t hear of "3 
it as long as more 
people keep waiting 
to get in than the 
seats will accommo- 
date. The pantominie 
itself goes, my sul- 
under - deput y-subst i- 
tute says (he’s bee: 
to see it), as well as 
anything can go, But 
it isn’t going yet. 
THE WORLD'’s FAIL 
closed last week. It | | 
has been a most / it | 


successful 


SA 
Ss 


‘ 
a 





World’s Fair, —~ oe 
and well § de- : fyb 
served its suc- THE COMEDY.—THE SPORTSMAN MAKING SOME VERY 
cess.— Princess BAD SHOTS. 

T paze, Pa | littl mortal 16 ye ars f ace and *}() . } < n he hé YY 
NOT ry w tie ? y treat , ‘ ‘ } , ‘ ‘4 4 
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We Checkmate Our 
Champion Idiot. 
AS we intimated quite re- 

cently that if anybody was 
going to play a game of 
perfidy we were going to 
participate in the FuN—I 
beg your pardon, I really 
meant fun. We certainly 
did not intend to lose Our 
Champion Idiot after having 
fished him out of the jaws 
of death—life wouldn't be 
worth living if idiocy were 
to get too respectable—and 
Our Champion certainly be- 
longed to us, body and soul. 
So when he finally came to 
us and said he was going to 
get married to the Lady 
Guide we had employed, we 
did not ask any rude ques- 
tions as to who was going to 
pay for his board and lodg- 
ing and the washing of his 
other shirt and collar. Oh, 
no, we dissembled. And you 
should have seen us walk 
round the office as we did 
dissemble—it would have 
made an elephant’s tusk 
curl. Well, we cissembled to 
such a degree that we even 
congratulated him — and 
wished him joy. We also 
promised him an increase of 
screw—at least the Chief 
did—on the day that he 
married Richard yne Thoma- 
sine Robinson, the Lady 
Guide. O. C. I. smiled 
feebly, thanked us, and de- 
parted. Our generosity rather 
puzzled him. However, di- 
rectly he was gone we put 
up the shutters and dived 
into the coal-cellar, and 
there we laid a deep and 
glorious plot. Why go into details? It’s not a plot from the French. 
Suffice it that we carried it out. We each and all on divers and 
separate occasions made such desperate and earnest simple love to 
Richardyne Thomasine Robinson that in less than a month we were 
all engaged to her! And she tous! We exchanged letters, locks of 
hair, and kisses. O, Dickey !—we all called her Dickey because she 
was such a knowing bird—O, Dickey ! what a sly, designing minx you 
proved! And how we bested you! She was ours; she belonged to 
us individually and collectively, and then we insisted upon her jilting 
Our Champion. She did. Our future wife obeyed us, and we crowed, 
what time O. C. I. came to us with his troubles and used fearful 
language about women in general and Richardyne Thomasine 
Robinson in particular. Then we insisted that he should marry her. 
Was not the day fixed? Yes, he blubbered, at the Registry Office ! 
You love her? YES! “Good! See her no more till the fateful 
morning, then present yourself at the registrar's, and she shall be 
yours. We will be present and see justice done. The feelings of our 
staff were not to be trifled with by a mere Lady Guide!” Thus we 
cheered him, and he left. “Ha, ha, ho! He, he, ha!” we smiled in 
chorus, as we thought of what was in store. 


“Full Inside.” 


Twyman.—* I was glad to see the beating you gave that braggado- 
cious card-player, Slyman, last night. Won eighteen consecutive 
games at crib. from him, didn’t you? I suppose, knowing what a 
boastful animal he is, you were laughing in your sleeve all the while 
at the way you were whipping him?” 

Flyman.—* Egad, no, I wasn’t, old fellow! Both my sleeves were 
too much occupied to leave any room for laughing in ‘em!” 


Fever-bred-and-Buttered. 


A MELBOURNE paper thus speaks of the departure of a ship: “ The 
steamer Withall left the harbour for England with nine thousand 


cases of butter and one of scarlet fever on board.” 





FARED BADLY AT THE FAIR. 


Priest. —* Well, Biddy, so Pat has been fighting again I see.” 
Biddy Malone.—* Begorra, yer Riverence, it’s himself that’s niver at pace widout he's foightin.” 
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Time Works Wonders. 


WHEN the blood is coursing madly 
Through a youngster’s veins, how gladly 
He welcomes opportunities to test his growing strength ; 
At the football madly rushing 
He is eager for the crushing 
Of the scrimmage, in the midst of which he measures out his length. 


How he yearns for tales romantic, 
For a voyage on the Atlantic ; 
He would like to face the pirates of the Archipelago : 
He would do such deeds of daring 
That the craven foe, despairing, 
Would humbly cringe for mercy from their all-victorious foe. 


He is eager for the rattle 
Of a thorough-going battle, 
Where the cannon balls are flying and there's fighting to be done : 
He would rally round the banner 
In the most stupendous manner ; 
What matters wounds or even death when glory can be won? 


But years pass by—say twenty— 
And duties come in plenty ; 
He is now a peaceful citizen with children at his knee : 
His boyish dreams are over, 
He has settled down in clover, 
And “ Treasure Island” bores him, and he cannot get through “ She.” 











Less Labour than Listening. 


Professor Boreham.—* Shall we sit out this dance, Miss Prettypert ? 
Then I can talk to you on the stairs.” 

Miss Prettypert.—“ Thanks ; but if you don’t mind, I'd rather dance, 
I fee] just a wee bit fatigued,’ 
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A PLEASANT BUSINESS! 
Brown (settling with Undertaker ).—* Very kind of you to take so 
much trouble over this sad affair, Mr. Smith. We're very grateful.” 
Undertaker.—* Don’t mention it, sir. No trouble at all, I assure 
you. Only too ’appy!” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
ITS OWN PUNISHMENT. 

. . « . YES,it was in the days when the Waterloo Place Gazette 
suddenly changed its politics at the bidding of its peer-like (and not 
peer-less) purchasers, and when the Afternoon, having recently started 
with No Politics, suddenly took on a political creed of the fustiest (or 
traditional Conservative) type, that the strange events which we are 
about to narrate, occurred—and more’s the pity for all concerned. 

For competition, regarded by some as a fiend in angel’s disguise, 
and by other some as an angel in fiend’s disguise, was, at the time 
we speak of, very rampant in journalistic as well as in commercial 
circles. By way of parenthesis, we may here remark that much of 
this so-called competition might (we say with reverence )—mig ht 
really have been perhaps more truthfully described as Greed—with a 
rery big G—or, at all events, something else beginning with G. 
Suppose we say, for sake of argument, “Gorge !” | 

* * * - * © 

And so it fell out (others “fell out” also; but no matter!) that 
certain, otherwise reputable, journals of the time went in for cutting 
each other's throats—not literally, of course—but in almost a worse 
manner, since each aimed at taking life in the method denounced by 
an earlier writer (one of a village called Stratford-on-Avon)—namely, 
by — striving to take from the other the means whereby that othet 
ived, 

Hence it chanced that there arose what might be called a Supple- 
mentary Mania, an epidemic which broke out very badly among 
certain newspapers, especially of the daily (which were often of the 
weakly) kind. ° 

This mania, or craze, or fad, or foolishness, or Tommirot (as it was 
sometimes called), took the form of issuing a larger amount of supple- 
ment” to the square inch than could really be properly afforded by 
the issue, Thus the Swelligraph started the innovation. and its 
supplement at first consisted mostly of advertisements, which albeit 
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each of its penny copies cost a penny-farthing, or even a@ penny. 
halfpenny to “produce,” yet yielded a profit on the “ads”! The 
Climes next went in for (and came out with) a series of signed articles 
by the Baboo Kudyard Rippling and others ; whereupon the Canonicle 
weighed in with several “literary”? supplements, and also presently 
added a deep-laid discussion between a bewildered bard and severa 
rubbed-the-wrong-way readers, as to whether a certain not-unimpor- 
tant natural religion was Played out, a matter which (in due course) 
seemed so trivial to the Canonicle that that journal announced that the 
discussion could not be prolonged after Parliament had opened, 
thereby showing that the cackle of the Parliament was of far more 
importance than the creeds of the people. 

At this juncture the Swelligraph suddenly sprang forth with a 
“ supplement” of “signed” articles all over the shop (or sheet). They 
were mostly—for awhile, at any rate—indefinite articles, and for 
reasons which must at present be (unlike the sail articles) nameless, 

The Gaily Views, the Extra Special Evening Ensign, the Yawning 
(‘nust, and other papers followed suit, each striving to outvie each 
other py the quantity (at least) of its “supplement.” These “ supple- 
ments” presently increased (one after the other) so vastly that ere 
long the traveller up to town, by train or tram, by ’bus or brougham, 
became so enveloped in these supplementary folds, that each poor 
unsuspecting newspaper-reading victim had to be dug out by a Rescue 
Party before he could proceed to his business. 

Suddenly there entered on the scene the SPIRIT OF REACTION, who, 
waving her wand, caused this rivalry among the journals (or, at 
lcast, among those who survived) to take quite another form—namely 
to see which could issue the Smallest Supplement Day by Day . 
Ki ventually these said supplements became intensely microscopic in 
character, and magnifying-glasses were at a premium, and at length 
« discussion arose (like that framed by a humorist of old) as to how 
inany “supplements” could be mare to dance on the point of a scarf- 
pin. And so the same old competitive game was carried on, and 
many a hitherto popular journal went to the wall—the wall in 
question being that of Basinghall Street ! 

And all the while—it was noted by all those dominions on which 
the Sun (unlike a good hen) never “sets”—that there was one 
periodical which never changed its size (which was small), but, keeping 
on the even tenor of its way, still went in for quality rather than 
quantity, grew and prospered amain, and proved a calm yet comic 
relief to all this wild warfare. The name of that precious periodical 
was, it seems, F——-! * 

* There seems to be two letters missing from the title of that periodical—as though 
the Mice of Envy had gnawed them away. 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND Music-HALL CONSUMPTION. 
(V.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
ON THE NOD! 
No doubt you have heard a peculiar phrase, 
It is called—* On the Nod!” 
Well, allow me to say, many things nowadays 
Are done—On the Nod! 
Since here in this vale some took up their abode— 
When duns came to dun—they exclaimed, “ Oh, be blowel!”’ 
And all miscellaneous debts that they owed 
They have paid—On the Nod ! 
REFRAIN, 
Some matters are all on the Nod—on the Nod! 
To some steady folk it will seem rather odd, 
At routs or at races, 
And other strange places— 
As through life they plod— 
Many act—on the Nod! 


How often you find when a-racing you go, 
Chappies bet-—On the Nod! 
And oft when you go for your winnings, you know, 
They have sloped—On the Nod ! 
Sometimes at an auction, you bid, with loud voice 
For some little knick-knack exceedingly choice ; 
You think it is yours and begin to rejoice, 
sut ‘tis gone—On the Nod! 
REFRAIN. 
Some people are all on the Nod—on the Nod— 
It affects e’en C.C.’s—from the “ Prog.” to the ‘* Mod.” 
At meetings and parties, 
Whate’er on the carte is—— 
7 a “ ® 


But now I'll leave off lest you 
Doze—On the Nod! 
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OUTSIDE! 


AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 


PART VI. 


“ DOWNWARDS.” Johnson-Williams seemed to blush. “It had 
occurred to me that the earthly and perishable garments in which 
my worldly frame is customarily attired might not be reproduced upon 
the—in short—Astral Body. But there 
they were! It was reassuring to recognise Fe 
the pattern. In another moment Gwen- 
dollen’s eyes turned full upon me. She 
stared and uttered a slight scream. Now, 
one of my pet theories, often unfolded to 
you, my dear Pegley, is based on the com- 
posing influence—in moments of intense 
excitement or mental confusion—of the 
repetition, on the part of the patient, of a 
familiar formula of words. From this 
arose my suggestion that you should repeat 
the multiplication table in the first mo- 
ments of your surprise at my unexpected 
appearance. I see that you recall the 
instance! Therefore, when I put to Gwen- 
dollen the opening interrogation of the 
Catechism, according to the Book of 
Common Prayer, generally used by mem- 
bers of the Protestant Church, it was done 
deliberately, and the result more than 
justified my previous convictions. To the 
first question, * What is your Name?’ the 
dear girl replied hesitatingly enough ; but 
‘Who gave you that Name ?’ met with a 
fluent response, and ‘What did your God- 
fathers and Godmothers then do for you?’ 
brought her round completely. With the 
secret of my Theosophical studies Gwen- 
dollen has long been familiar. Therefore 
it was possible to answer her interroga- 
tions as to how I had come to Merthyr, and 
in what manner obtained access to the 
nursery of her infant charges, and so forth, 
in a very few sentences : 

“*[ can hardly believe it,’ said Gwen- 
dollen, when I had done. 

“*T£ you doubt me, my dearest girl, I 
replied, ‘put the truth of my assertions to 
the test. Give mea kiss!’ 

“She pursed up her lips in the old 
delightful way, and came towards me, 
blushing like—like a June rose! I kissel 
her with all my heart. Judge of my con- 
cern when her face puckered and her eyes 





filled with tears! (Hwy 


“*What is the matter?’ I exclaimed. 

“* You are so—so unsubstantial!’ she sobbed. ‘You look just as 
usual, and yel, when I came to kiss you, it Was worse than kissing a 
soap-bubble. There wasn’t even the taste of soap!’ 

“T wanted very much to comfort Gwendollen, and the best way of 
doing it, it appeared to me, would have been to take her on my knee. 
But, under the circumstances, was that to be manaved ) We did at 
last surmount the difficulty—in a kind of a way. I sat on a chair, 
as I sit now, and she placed herself on the same piece of furni- 
ture sidewise; but it was not half so comforting as the real thing. 
However, we could talk, and talk we did, without any apprehen- 
sion on my part of losing the train and forfeiting my return ticket, 
and not having enough money to pay for a lodging, or to take me 
back to London next morning. The baby slept soumlly all this time, 
and the mutual contidences of Gwendollen and myself were only dis- 
turbed by a knock at the door. Gwendollen, tearing her attention 
from ine, instantly sprang to it and opened it a very little way. The 
knocker proved to be one of the female servants with a letter. 

‘For you, please, miss,’ she said, seeming quite delighted. 
dollen is a universal favourite.) ‘I do hope it is the right one!’ (1 
neel hardly explain, my dear Pegley, that the right one would have 
been a letter from me). Then she went on to say that she hop d the 
baby would soon go off to sleep and give Miss Williams-Johnson a 
chance to read it. (The good creature could hardly have been more 
eager over an amatorv epistle from a sweetheart of her Own.) 

“*Why, Winny,’ said Gwendollen, in s rprise, ‘the baby has been 
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of her household duties, she had distinctly, she averred, heard the 
sound of voices ‘murmuring-like.’ This hal conveyed to her the 
impression that the baby was obstinately wakeful, and that his 
governess was endeavouring to lull him into forgetfulness by telling 
him a story. 

**T—I was reading aloud to myself, Winny,’ Gwendollen returned, 
and though her back was turned to me, I could see the tips of her ears 
redden at the fib she was telling. Then she would have shut the door, 
but, before she could do so, Winny uttered an exclamation. 

“*Lawk!’ she said, ‘how the parlour 
tlue do leak to be sure!’ (There was no 
fire in the nursery grate.) ‘The room is 
full of smoke, miss, so it is!’ And before 
my alarmed Gwendollen could prevent 
her, she pushed past her and came in. 
walking heavily on tiptoe. She sniffed as 
she approached me. ‘ My heart! what a 
smell o’ soot! Sure to coodness, miss, 
you must be smothered alive!’ She 
walked backwards and forwards through 
me, without (to my intense relief) appear- 
ing to notice anything in the least out 
of the common. She flapped vigorously 
vith her apron, creating a draught which 
nearly carried me up the chimney. ‘'Tis 
ishame!’ she said, ‘and the window not 
to be opened acause of the baby.’ She 
shook her head, she sighed loudly and 
stentatiously. ‘I’ve often murmured, 
miss,’ she said, ‘acause the Lord had been 
pleased to make me nothing better than a 
housemaid, But He might have done 
worse... .. He might have made me a 
nursery governess!’ She shook her head 
again, heaved another gusty sigh, and 
creaked out of the room. Gwendollen 
turned to me with the letter in her hand 

“* How ANNOY ing!’ she exclaimed, ‘ that 
rir) should have come in like that! It 
seems so—so clegrading, that you should 
have been mistaken for a smoky chimney, 
though you have grown so faint [ can 
hardly believe that you are really there.’ 

“T was bevinning to revive now that 
Gwendollen’s undivided attention was 
mine again. <A burning eagerness pos- 
sessed me. As soon as I became developed 
enough to speak, I begged her to read the 
letterin herhand, Its contents had greatly 
astonished me.” 

“ How could you know what the letter 
said,” I asked, * when you had not opene| 
the envelope?” 

“Easily enough,” returned Johnson- 
Williams. “ Matter is no obstruction to 
the thought body, and therefore to the 
thought intelligence the contents of an unopened letter one has any 
desire to read are as plain as print. When a common earthly medium,” 
he spoke with great scorn, “can perform the feat in question, is it 
likely that it would present any unsurmountable difficulties to Me—ir. 
my present etherealised condition?” 

I begged his pardon quite humbly, and he wes 

“The letter contained astonishing news 
dollen and m\ self,” 
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(To he continued.) 


A Handy Thought. 


A FRIEND of mine quite lately came into a fortune, and after con- 
eratulating her, I said: “And, now what are you going todo?” She 
thought a moment and then said, “1 think [Il—I1l buy a new pair 
of gloves!’ 

And of such is the kingdom of woman. 


A Boozer. 


First Youth (to awe-strichen second),—* Oh yes, my boy! I go the 
pace with the best of ‘em. Screwed as a lord last night. Took 
(horister to supper—dropped in at a place I know, and played 
baccarat till daylight —home in cab, and brandy anid scxla for break- 
fast this afternoon. By the way, have you a shilling you don't want 
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A QUEER COMPLIMENT. 


Mary.—“ Fancy this style for the hair, and the high bodice and 
feather fan coming in again! Fashion repeats itself as much as 
history, doesn’t it, Jack?” 

Cousin Jach.—‘ I believe you. You look doosid antique! You'd 
almost pass for—grandmother, y’know !” 


FUN. 
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Ten Whiffs. 


WHEN John the Schoolboy takes his first taste of tobacco, 1t operates 
on him so woundily as to be a more active (v)herb than any he comes 
across in Lindley Murray. ; Pus 

Mrs. John Bull says that the “tobacco duty in Great Britain” is— 
not to smoke it in her best drawing-room. 

Though tobacco is so frequently placed in hogsheals, we have never 
seen even a single pipe of it placed in a hog’s-mouth. 

Chinamen don’t go in heavily for tobacco-chewing, and yet every 
man-Jack of them always has a bit of “ pigtail” about him. 

What's the best kind of snuff for-rappee-vish person to take ? 

When an ambitious man is reduced to driving a donkey-cart, can 
his ambition be said to have ended in ’s-moke ? 

Mr. Fun’s mother’s maiden sister has long longed to take a littie 
tobacco shop, but she daren’t. Fears customers would be kept away 
by Mr. FUN referring to her as the aunty-tobacconist ! 

“What book does the indolent smoker most like to ponder over? A 
chi-bouque. 

Tobacco-smoking is so prevalent amongst Juveniles nowadays that 
the hobbledehoy is described as one who has got—not to his teens, 
but—to his nico-tines. 

When Mr. FUN sees any one at the card-table divide the pack, and 
turn up one of the four Jacks, it always reminds him of a bit o’ darned 
good tobacco. Case of Player and Knave-he-Cut, don’t you see? 


The Stann’ard of Revolt. 
[ Vide SHAKESPEARL'S King Richard\1/1, Act I., Scene I., Line 1.] 


ESTABLISHED recently a League has been, 
Which calls itself the ** Anti-Crinoline,” 

Of ladies formed, whose laudable desire 

Is to declare with what exceeding ire 

They hear that soon by ladies nobly born 
Those “horrid hoops” may once again be worn. 
And, since their aim is to proclaim their sad 
Dissatisfaction with a foolish fad, 

And since good Mrs. Stannard leads the herd, 
They ought to lift a line from Richard Third, 
And to the world their leaderess present 

As being “the WINTER of our discontent” | 


Choice. 


“Say, chappie, what ought to be the funniest opewa to take some 
jolly girls to?” 

“Well, weally, Cholly, I don’t pwoperly know. I don’t go in much 
for opewas, y’ know. But there ought to be plenty in ‘ Laugh 
Avorita,’ ” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


DING-DONG ! Once again the world is listening to my clock. Clang! 
Once again the eyes of the world are fixed on my bright, white night- 
light. eid alt 

And what a smart night-light it is. They have taken it into their 
heads to treat my tower as a lighthouse, probably because there are 
troubled waters round its base. My new beacon shines eastward as 
well as west, because the wise men are hailing from that point as of old. 

* a bd 

It is ding-dong with a vengeance this time, for we are now fairly 
launched on one of the . 
biggest litical fights 
that the historian of the 
future will have _ to 
chronicle. Since the 
Revolution it is doubtful 
if England has ever had 
so eventful a_ political 
time as that which is just : {\ nu 
commencing. Win % a 

ie a | \) Wo Seo Hit 

Mr. Chamberlain and 
his followers are very 
concerned as to where 
they are to sit—that is, 
such of them as sit for 
anywhere. Mr. Gladstone 
has replied to the Brum- 
magem pet: “Sit wher 
you like! I know wh 
i shall sit—on 1 
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men in the House seem anxious for an opportunity to make Joseph 
“sit up.” —— 
a 
Mr. Cremer is a good Radical, so is Professor Stuart. Nobody quite 
knows or cares what Mr. Clery is, and it was in my opinion a mistake 
on Mr, Cremer’s part to invite him to a political meeting in a constitu- 
ency he has no concern with. Clery was, I believe, at one time in the 
Post Office, and now claims as Austin Fryers a different connection 
with letters. I once found a tragedy of his “ very amusing” (I thank 
thee, Edouin, for teaching me those words !), but his funniest efforts 
seem to be his political 
eccentricities. 
* * * 


The policy of the 
Government in dealing 
with the political 
prisoners hardly received 
the condemnation by the 
big guns of the Tory 


Wh ay H yy: Party that the little guns 
Wee 2777/7 fli ~ prophesied for it. 
ph ues iy A Ml * * * 


The lion has not yet 
iain down with the lamb, 
but on Tuesday he saw 
Lyons followed by & 
flock of sheep. 

* ¥ * 

Query: Is the Wait(e)- 
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ALMOST A TRAGEDY. 


(1) * Wonderful orkard doin’s there’s been at our village, and I don’t 
deceive yer. Farmer Hayseed told two of us labourin’ chaps as he 
was agoin’ to drownd ’isself, ‘cause ’e couldn’t stand the ‘ missis’ 
and the ‘agricultural depression’ no longer.” (2) And them fellers 
found ’is ’at the same evenin’ agin the river, that laid there as nat’ral 
as life! (3) So they up and took it to Mrs. Hayseed. “’Ere, 
missis, your old man’s drownded ’isself!”’ they said. “ We’ve brought 
ver ‘is ‘at, so as to ‘break it gently’ to yer, in a manner o’ speakin’.” 
Lor! the old gal was pleased ! (4) She took an’ given ’em a gallon 


' . ? ; a“ - 
eer and five bob a ay to fish Cause ’e’s that artful. 


y 


ies ; NDE? he I , i himself ts acl 


she sez, “ that you can’t depend on ‘is makin’ away with ’isself without 
you seen ’im done it!” (5) So them fellers took and done their 
best, and made a reglar thurrer job on it, ‘cause there worn’t no ‘urry, 
yer know. (6) But in about a week, when they’d put by a tidy lot 
oO’ money, and beer, too, old Hayseed come along and wanted ’is share 
on it! “No!” they sez, “ghosts don’t want no money, nor yet beer. 
Take yer ’ook!” (7) And when the old feller got ’ome, and the 
“ missis” found as she’d been put to all that expense for nothink— 


well, there ! 
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. THE DEGREE CooL.—Strolling into the 
Café Royal and ordering “a pint of ‘maho- 
= ° > 99 
gany,’ two ‘doorsteps,’ and a ‘swimmer. 
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4 {| | THE DEGREE MADDENING.—Knuocking up l'HE DEGREE OUTRAGEOUS.—Taking sup- 
ie a pawnbroker at 3 o’clock in the morning to per (surreptitiously) with Jones’s cook, and 
& inquire what the weather forecast is, merely afterwards calling Jones himself downstairs 
if because he holds your barometer in pledge. to complain of the quality of the table beer. 


Our Grand Old Operator now 
Is going to show them the trick ; 
And certain numskulls won’t allow 
He’s anything else but a ‘stick’ ; 
While Joe has hope 


The Grand Old Rope Trick. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THE rope trick is a well-known feat 
Which conjurers many have tried, 
And an effect extremely neat To knot the rope 
It often is found to provide : So ee that MA “ 


im, 


jut, vou bet a dollar, 

: Our friend with the collar 
Of such tight knois, r friend with the col 
They'd baffle another— 
Yet, somehow or other. 


That captive can get them untied. AN unostentatious gift : A loan. 








THE DEGREE CYNICAL.—Asking a policeman 
if he knows anywhere in the neighbourhood 
where there’s a chance of changing a bad shilling. 






Will slip from his bonds double- juick. 
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THE DEGREE AGGRAVATING.—Offering 
to toss the collector who calls for the poor 
rate, double or quits 





THE DEGREE PARALYSING.—Asking the 
Member of Parliament for your borough when 
he intends to fulfil some of those little promises 
he so lavishly made during his last electioneer- 
ing campaign, 


The More the Merrier. 
IN Wa Mie Rosette fair Martha 
Four husbands has had, as yet, 
And she hints that, to grace her hearth, a 
Fifth spouse she ere long may get. 
No sorrow her heart doth stir 
When she’s of her lords a burier : 
Indeed, one may say that with her 
It’s a case of “the Martha merrier.” 


THE noted performer that takes the fish out 
of his keeper’s mouth at the Zoological 
Gardens is now quite a sealebrity. 
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CUSTARD 


| POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 
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FEBRUARY 15, 1893. FUN’S TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Kingston 2 necadole. 



















| irlish — . 
tilda — Whatka flutfer your aunty 4s 0 lo-day. How (15 iL dear? 
Millicent  /Fus Valentine's Pay, you see'an@ shes hopefud. 


Wis never too. late to be g 














Sos py: ai foe< a — ho ail 
A Nice Carnival. we Jote at fre ral wad “compa anny. 





(1) Now, St. Valentine once again comes with his dillets-duua— (4) It isn’t the “ticket” (not e’en with the “ season "-ing) 
Lovers, come forth and be properly silly, do! Thus to defraud any line without reasoning. 
(2) You can’t be surprised if a man of artillery, (5) At Nice the Grand Carnival led to frivolity ; 
Dressed as a woman, is sent to the pillory ! Nephews as well as the Nices showed jollity. 
(3) A Kingston natator, through leaving his clo’es behind, (6) Hoaxing railway officials, by telling of “ murthering,” 
Finds that a river “ lark” often has woes behind. Isn’t the best way their chance to be furthering 
7) This girl—charged unjustly with stealing milk-canniki! 
~ nw 13 : Tad | ul req -wi h " . . 
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Miss Ward, the 
e's enjoyment much. As far as I sternest anc most unrelenting of Queen Kleanors 
gathered (without effort), the story — splendid mounting and staging — brilliant 
treats of a demand for Home [ule in audience (including me)—rapturous applause— 
Alexandria (A.D. 413), with the “ priestly speech, But I will expatiate next weck, 
influence” on the wrong side. There is , - oo. © 

a tall laly in white, who is so given to NODS AND WINKS,—The Sylvester Schaffer 
argument and attitudes that she may Family (the clever and comical troupe of acro- 
reasonably be called a poser, and there bats, with the smart mite of a youngster in it) 
ida tall gentleman in brown to whom I are back at the Empire with an entirely new 
irreverently referred asa chocolate orna- act calied Plaza de Torrve. It is a bull- - 
nent—to his profession. fight of a somewhat unusual nature; the bull asi 





° ‘ ° is small and the danger is less —Miss Katie Tug Lycery—ONE OP 
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f LW [ } ncvre! Amateul ] ramati Clul Mj (Olive Kennett in 1t wa rowel. Mr 

‘ . , - 





HUN. 3 63 


id Not a a Answer. 
yw Scheolmaster.—"“ Now 
of nouns?” 
Johnnie Sw “There are common nouns, and—and——” 
(Pauses and reflects.) 
School mastcr.—* Yes, think again. What kind of nouns are those 
that are not common nouns!” * 
Fred Slowanshore.—“ Please, sir. I knows, sir. The nouns, sir, that 
ain't common nouns, sir, is “a-common nouns, sir!” 


boys, which of you can name the 
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No longer sing with timid voice aml meck ; 
Divine atilatus now's at your command— 
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New Leaves. 
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for a le t y.—* Phreno-Physiogn I : Annie | 
T ’ ’ 
Opper m, B.P.A. (Sim Marshall. Har n. Ke i Co.) 
This treatise is explanator f ‘scientific character-reading fror 
face.” With it for a guide to us and to all men, “i , 
character is an open book, by their faces ve shall know th I 
~~ Y on owl hh rn 9 - ho > , y , >},] } . 
Dream of an Englishman,” by Arthur Bennett (same publishers) 
A part fron the evidently strong , P rty } Ls thet tric k lee thronuech ite 
, 7 . . , - . . . 
pages, Imperial Federation and eventual Federation of the world is 


» = = =a the noble but pe rhaps Utopian aie t the author has in view and 
RY Newnoi 8S ee wishes to help forward.—* Fifty Years of a Showman’s life,” by 
NOL eas oo 4 2 a lp a 2 aye 

J——-43 Himself (Sampson Low, Marston and Co.).—“ Himself” is G. Van 

eT . Hare, who is by no means a timid Hare, but a bold, daring and 

Pee Vy Seems F determir ne man, whose marvellous energy, pluck and perseverance 

Whiptkins.—* So you go in for mind-realing, Miss Trevor! I wish carrie! him through all his wondrous adventures by flood and field. 
you'd read mine.” We have be- 
Miss [recor.—“ I'd rather not, if you'll excuse me. I'm very par- fore had occa- 
ticular in my reading!” sion to let 
loose our opin- 

ion in favour 
of this book.— 
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An Unenviable Position in Society. 
I'M one of the guests at a mansion, “Horner's 
Where beauty and fashion resort ; Threepenny 

I'm simply invited by reason Library.” The 

Of what I'm supposed to report. latest issues of 

The voice of Socie ‘A papers, this excellent 

I'm made quite at home in the set. pocket series 
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My face, like my coat, is well-cut. “Bells Aer: 


vy | i is delichted ton .<ee rié * 

My SOF ey ex. we . Id 3 "> : , Ahead,” “Dar- 
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And he is the heir to a million, - me 
And I'm a reporter in debt ! Loyalty. 
y I ili i y , “se Some body 6: 
Bairn.” “ Thi 
Coming of the 


J mix with Society ladies ; 
I'm dancing with one of them now. ens 

She shines with the rarest attractions Heir, , “A 
That wealth can make Nature enduvy. Tangled 


SL ej %9 . } 
We > flirt jus sta little tozvether— Skein. and 
* That Myste- 


But what can such flirting beget, 
Since hers is a necklace of jewels, 
And mine is a necklace of debt? 


She thinks. as I'm one of the party— 
Because I am faultlessly dress’d- 

I'm rich, like the others—as wherefor 
The gift of that rose fro m her breast ? 

I feel I must tell her I love her— 
But. stealy! I must not forget 
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BROWN BELIEVED HER. 


Tlostess (tcho ia mixing Mr. Brown a doch and 


lhorris).—“Are you quite sure the water is boiling, 
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lear?’ 


Mrs. Brown.—* Quite 
Flosteas.—“ Because | alw Lvs give it my husband 
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HOW ONE VALENTINE WENT WRONG 
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THE PILLAR OF THE STATE. 
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DION'T THINK IT WAS SO HANDY. 


First Anarchist -—" This percesshun ‘|! strike terror to the souls o’ 
the bloated! capitalists!” 

Second Anarchist —‘ Ay—that it will! 
at hand!” 

Third Anarchist —“Is it? I didn’t think there was a pub. in this 
street. Let's pull up at the Millenyum an’ ‘ave a couple o’ pots!” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
A FAIRY FRAGMENT. 


ONCE upon a time—the time of the birth of the Green-Eyed Gazette : 
yea, at the period when poctry-students had to mind their P’s and 
their “Q’s;” in fact, in that year wherein a Putney Poet poured forth 
Ode after Ode—which, although Ode, undoubtedly paid—in short, in 
the days when Heir Kardie’s mustard-coloure! trousers formed the one 
eye-cheering spot in the then overcrowdel House of Commons, then it 
was that the events occurred which we hope to narrate—if time—ond 
space will permit. 

By the bye, what were those events? Sorry to say, we have some- 
what forgotten them—yes, almost as completely as a Member of 
Parliament does the promises he made before Election. 

Let us see, now-— 

pp quite so! Now we've gotit!... Inthe Swect Sylvan time, 
all of a sudden there occurred a “ Row” in the House of Commons—or 
Very Commons—as most of them were called—especially those of the 
Crus‘ed Conservative (or Feesil) order of Architecture. This highly 
unusual proceeding, namely the “row,” caused considerable consterna- 
tion ; so much #0, thateven the Peers, who were, as was their wont, 
calmly dozing in the aijoining premises, were startled for a moment, 
and in startlei tones murmured, “What is this noise? Is it Home 
Rule ? or only Home Un-Rule-iness?” with which shadow of a shade 
of the tiniest Jokelet they did address themselves again to sleep. 

Meanwhile the bold, bad Spirit of Dissension stalked unseen (but 
not unhear!) up and down the hitherto hallowed Chamber of the 
Commons, which, it was everywhere reported, were not the only 
Commons the jealous fiew! would have enclosed, had he not feared 
that the people, led by Fairy FuN woul! have defied him to his 
ostentatiously false teeth. But that by the way. 

Colonel Jaundison (of the Orange Brigade) had arisen and hurled 
several oratorical brickbats at hon. members scattere| here and there 
upon seats, which they, in that overcrowded chamber, had had to 
secure by putting hats, coats, vests, and even trou——* thereupon. 


The millennium is close 


; , 
© Sh, sh | remember there ars gentiemen present Ep 
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“I repate,” roared the Colonel, “ that the riverind praste Was no 
betther than a murdherous, assassinatin , homicoida! blacKgyard. 

“Hurroo!” quoth the O’Healy, divesting himself of his swallow- 
tail; “I challenge the gallant but gossoon av a mimber to anmortal 
combut. Will he jist have the kindness to trid on the tail av me coat! 

“ Or on moine!” exclaimed the dark Dilvit, flourishing his umbrel la. 

“ Hush, hush | for goodness sake!” frantically cried the Speaker. 

After a few hours had passed the poor gentleman succeedicl in 
causing a temporary calm, whereu he proceeded as follows: “I 
am bound to say that I certainly do think that the gallant member 
has come it just a wee bit too strong in his language. I beg him to 
remember that bad language and bitter invective is a thing that 
is new to this honourable House.” 

“Hare. hare! the whoite-livere|, uncourageous spalpeen ! Down 
wid the bad language-usin’ Divil of Haduz!” and similar refine! 
denunciations arose from sundry Hibernian larynxes. 

“Well. sor.” remarked Colonel Jaundison, “if you think, Misther 
Spaker, that it’s in error I am, thin, be the ould Unionist poiper that 
played before Mosus, J recarl part av me charruge. I'll take out the 
worrud ‘ blackgyard !’” 

“Hurroo! Tarean’ Ouns! Faix, begorra to Donnybruck wid the 
bad language-usin’, infarnal baste!” was yelled from the Hibernian 
gentlemen as from one throat.” ~ 

“I really must regretfully say that the valorous member is still 
somewhat overstepping the bounds of Parliamentary courtesy, for the 
hon. member's remark still contains the words ‘murderous, assas- 
sinating and homicidal.” (Yells.) 

“ Sure, thin, Spaker darlint,” quoth the Colonel, “ it’ j 
I am to offind ye, annywa7, so I'll also withdraw the‘ homicoi(al.’ 

Two said-to-be-objectionable words still remaining, again and again 
the Irish voice was raise|, until eventually the Colonel said— 

“Hould yer whisht there! Spaker, avick, to plaze ye. I'll jist 
remove both the ‘assassinatin’’ and the ‘muriherous’—an! what 
I'll say the murihcrons, assassinatin’, homicoidal blackgyard ralely is, 
is ‘An Excoitud Polntician!’ There, now, will that plaze ye?” 

“Hurroo!” “Good bhoy!” “Nobly putt!” etc., were among the 
delighted cries that now rung through the House. And all was calm— 
at least for an hour or so. * . * * 

“ But,” naively adds the chronicler of the story, “no one present 
scems to have noticed that in the Culonel’s latest correction there was 
a subtle snack and double entendre hurled at the heads of al! howlers 
present.” 

And, meanwhile, the Fairy of Common Sense, hurrying attrighted 
from the precincts of the House. sought refuge and peace in an adjacent 
eect iy 
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AT THE WINTER.EXHIBITION. 
“ Oh, that’s his picture, is it? I wonder why he painted it so small.” 
“ Well, you see, space is limited, and small pictures fit in better, and 
so are more likely to get hung.” 


“ Ah, I see—a matter of the survival! of the fittect ! 
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THE CLANG OF THE 


CLOCK TOWER. 


THe & er has exposed and annihilated 
the great “ Hat Trick.” He has ruled that it 
is incompetent in any member to deposit 
more than one hat on the benches for the 
purpose of scecuring seats. Any member, 
therefore, resorting to the malpractice may 
expect to be asked, in the language of a 
latter-day poet.“ Where did you get that hat?” 

« x - 

By the decision of Mr. Justice Hawkins, the 
Cirencester Conservatives, who fancied they 
had the upper han:!, find their hands are tied. 
: = x 

After perusal of the diplomatic correspon- 
dence relating to the Egyptian crisis, the 
veriest Jingo cannot accuse the Government 
of adopting a policy of “scuttle-out” in this 


a 


matter. Lori Rosebery has distinctly scored. 
* — f 
Gladstonians say that the reason Hudders- 
field has lost Mr. Wocihead is that there are 
so many wool heads there 
= = = 
rJ Crosland, the newly-elect for 
Huaddersf $a ~llen manufacturer 
N rer = | I = b 4¥C mac 4 re cry 
than wool over the result of the election 
= = = 


Mr. Keir Harilie is j istly Lf lignant because 
Labour Question has been thrust into the 
hackgroum!. His question as to whether the 
first act of the Government—namely, the 
creation of a new baly of Peers—was indicative 
of frienliship for the people, was a pertinent 
one. . x 6 

The demonstration of the Three Tailors of 
Tooley Street has been outdone, or. rather. 
undertone, by the demonstration of two heli 
in Trafalgar Square on the 5th inst. 

« od « 

Mr. Labouchere has evidently determined 
to constitute himself the Cerberus of the 
Government, hence he growls at their Portal. 

i « x 

So somebody on the personal staff of the 
Speaker has been initiating Mr. Jones into 
the mysteries of Parliamentary procedure. Mr. 
Jones does not. however, appear to be an apt 
pupil. Sir Erskine May would have swooned 
at the topsy-turvy-dom Parliamentary tactics 
of Mr. Jones's characters. By the bye, when 
did Mr. Jones cut his teeth? Where did 
he get that hat? How does he like London? 
There are still opportunities for more puff- 
paragraphs regarding Mr. Jones. 

x = « 

A distinguishe! stranger was introduced to 
the Strangers’ Gallery last week by John 
Burns—being the man who boxes with a 
kangaroo. Suppose the kangaroo will come 
s00n. 

os : = 

Capital speech, Keir Hardie, and well de- 

livered. Never mind those screamers ! 
” = - 

It would not have been Parliamentary for 
Mr. Balfour to have said that Tim Healy, 
deprecating obstruction, was like Satan re- 
proving sin. Was it Parliamentary of him to 
think it? 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Rough. 

Captain Hearyside.—* You'll allow, Miss 
Smartlass, that men are more consistent than 
women in at least one respect. While woman's 
dress changes fashion every week, our clothes 
remain simple and plain.” 
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The Two Angels. 


I. 

MoTHERLESS, fatherless, homeless, friendless, 
Diffident, delicate, frail and pale, 

Ifow coukl his wretched appeals, his endless 
Wanderings backward and forth, avail 

To find him work in the crowded city 
Where toilers have need of a strong 

physique, 

And masters of labour perchance may pity— 

Sut cannot afford to employ—the weak? 


Hopeless the quest ; and anon discerning 
That ever despair would succeed despair 

If he still pursued it, he started earning 
A crust and the rent of his nightly lair, 

By offering trifles for sale and minding 
A horse now and then; but his life was 


drear, 
For the gamins of London, him ehildish 
finding, 
Still made him the butt of their jeer and 
sneer. 


Sensitive soul, under insults grieving ! 
Delicate body, ill-fed, ill-clad ! 

Say, why did the body and soul keep cleaving 
Together, when life was so bleak, so sad ? 
Each night, when the woes of each day were 

ended, 
Each night, when he sat in his chamber 
bare, 
And the Spirit of Music to him descended, 
Where, then, were his sorrows? his anguish, 


where? 
Down through the roof came the rain~lrops 
streaming, 
The wind came up through the gaping 
boards ; 


But a spirit-warmth on his form kept beaming, 
As with tremulous fingers he struck the 
chords 
Of his violin—his and his mother’s treasure ! 
Yet took he it never beyond the door; 
His true love, his darling, his life's one 
pleasure, 
He would shield from the taunts that he 


II. 


Poised on a cloudlet, two angels listena!l 
To a heavenly strain that to heavenwanl 
spel ; [glistenei 
And the whitc-robed angel, while yet there 
A tear on her lashes, smiled soft, amd sakl - 
“He is mine! he is mine! for the night is 
breaking, 
And the light that is hidden anon shall 
shine.” {shaking 
But the dark-robed angel made answer, 
With striduloas mirth, “ He is surely mine!” 


And a famous man in our famous city,— 
One who provides, for the people's joy, 
Sublimest music,—looked down with pity 
One winter’s morn on a starving boy, 
Who had held his horse. And—oh, sight 
surprising '— 
Those eyes with the soft sweet brilliance 
shone 
That so oft he had seen from a soul arising, 
Which the Spirit of Music had made her 
own ! 


And he of the violin, dazed, astounded, 
Was driven by the Knight to his chamber 
bare, [resounded, 
And the violin-strains through the room 
And ravished their hearer’s soul. “There! 
there ! [ clearer, 
Your life’s black skies shall grow daily 
You shall earn great wealth, and a home so 
fine !” [nearer : 
And the white-robed angel drew, smiling, 
“ For ever and ever the boy is mine!” 


Oh. bygone anguish! ob, present pleasure | 
Why work ye together a change so ill? 
Clasped to the heart is its love, its treasure, 
Bat the music is silent, the heart is chill. 
And close by the bed where the form is 
lying 
Two put have watched through the 
weary clay; (sighing, 
And the Angel of Fame stands aside, sore 
While the Angel of Death bears the prize 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
“PART VII. 


“ SHE read the letter. The writer was head clerk in the employ of 
a firm of solicitors established in Llanberis, the town where Gwen- 


i 


AANA 


dollen, until a few years previously, lad resided with the elderly aunt 
who, in fact, reared her from infancy, though not with affection, still 
with a kind of sour kindness, and whose recent decease and eccentric 
testamentary - 

“I know,” I interrupted, “few thousands in Consols—little furniture 
—left to an hospital. You said that before.” 

“IT may have done so, my dear Pegley,” remonstrated the Shade of 
Johnson- Williams, “ but I wish you had let me say it again, because, 
in point of fact, the contents of the solicitor’s letter did much to 
remove any imputation of injustice from the old lady’s conduct. It 
appeared that a codicil had been discovered in a Delft teapot, bearing 
a later date than the Will itse:f, and providing humbly enough—but 
still providing—for Gwendollen’s future wants, A hundred a year, 
together with a small houseful of furniture, is not a windfall to be 
sneezed at.” 

I agreed to that. 

“I leave you to imagine Gwendollen’s joy,” went on my friend, 
smiling. “ Her first impulse was to throw herself into my arms ; in fact, 
she only just remembered herself in time to prevent an unpleasant 
contingency. But I took her round the waist, and we did doa few 
steps of a polka together, so inexpressible was our joy. We had a 
short consultation before I took my leave, and the upshot of it all was 
that Gwendollen should communicate her good fortune to her 
employers, take all necessary steps to secure her legacy, follow up with 
a month’s warning, at the expiration of the month proceed to London 
(where, in the meantime, I am to engage suitable lodgings for her), 
marry me as cheaply, strongly and quickly as the knot can be tied, 
and instantly set about the installation of a calm connubial Paradise 
upon the fourth floor of 26 Great Joram Street.” 

He beamed with delightful anticipation as he uttered those con- 
cluding words. I sprang from my chair. I seized his hand and 
8q uee 27 1 it warmle [ slanned hit -m ¢) } } t least. I went 
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through a pantomime of doing these things. He was very much 
gratified, and tears rose to his eyes ; whether from genuine 
emotion or the thump I had given him I had no opportunity of 
ascertaining. mf aoe 
“ You—you are most kind, my dear Pegley ! _he said, winking 
rapidly and swallowing a lump that: seemed to rise in his throat, “and 
embolden me to make a request in which—in which Gwendollen joing 
Will you favour me, when the nuptial ceremony really comes 
off, by being, in fact, my Best Man?” 

I said I would, with hearty pleasure. 

“And if at the same time—Gwendollen and myself having 
so few friends—you would go through the form of giving 
away the—the Bride,” said my friend, “ we should take it very 
kindly of you. A quiet little breakfast afterwards at Joram 
Street—I see what is passing through your mind, but make 
yourself quite easy”—Johnson-Williams rubbed his hands 
delightedly and chuckled, “the Spartan regimen to which | 
have of late accustomed myself will from henceforth be aban- 
doned in favour of a more generous diet. And now, as it is 
getting late——”’ 
~ “You are going?” 

“T am about to return to Great Joram Street, and resume 
my ordinary every-day material self,” returned Johnson- 
Williams. “I must confess that I am curious to learn how 
things have gone on in my absence; for I came | e‘e straight 
from Wales. Somebody may be knocking at the door, or,” he 
vrew pale, “something may have caught fire! It would not be 
a nice thing for me to return and find my ordinary corporeal 
frame calcined to a cinder, particularly when I shall be want- 
ing it in a month’s time to be married in. Even if it were 
possible to obtain another,” ended Johnson-Williams, bashfully, 
“JT—I really think the substitution would not be agreeable 
to Gwendollen ; for, strange as it may seem, the dear girl really 
loves me, Pegley.” 

We shook hands. He waved me farewell, and prepared to 
depart. ‘“ You may like to note the process,” he said. a little 
patronisingly. “Oblige me by putting me completely out of 
your thoughts; it makes it easier! Now I fix my own mind 
firmly on Joram Street.” He began to grow transparent and 
thin; he spoke in muffled accents. “Good-bye! we shall meet 
at the office to-morrow morning.” 

Gradually he faded from my sight. The last thing I distin- 
guished was the pattern of his necktie. That vanished, and from 
Nowhere in particular a voice—a mere thread of a voice—uttcred 
faintly : 

“Old fellow, office to-morrow! Ta-ta'” 


(To be continued.) 


Gleaned Amongst the Gods. 


THERE is one character in King Lear which Mr. Irving would 
never have any difficulty in finding someone to sustain. So many 
young men are so very proficient at acting The Fool ! 

* * * 
Music-hall Mem.—Behind the Foot-lights : Light-foots. 
* * * 

We can’t wonder at Lord Fancourt Babberley’s repeated borrowings 
of half-a-crown., What else is to be expected from a pen’ley’s character ? 
* * * 

It was not S, Valentine of the Criterion, as some people have wrongly 
supposed, but the other 8, Valentine, who had an annual benefit on 
Tuesday, the 14th inst. 


A Valentine. 


SHE was a dainty maiden, 
Her rosy lips seemed laden 
With the sweetest, sweetest honey that can be. 
Her sunny eyes were smiling,— 
All loving hearts beguiling, 
And her cheeks like blushing roses that we see. 


Her hair was light and flowing, 
The soft wind kiss’d in going 
Past, and toss’d it all about her pretty face ; 
Then she lightly danced and sang, 
Till the house with laughter rang, 
Making mirth and gladness there with witching gracc. 


And in her mood serenely 
She looked so grand and queenly, 
And among all other maidens she would shine ; 
She might be called a daisy, 
And turn all fellows crazy, 
Wl sighing for this beauty as their valent 
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MRS. DE NORMANVILLE AT HOME. 
Mrs. White-Greene.—“ WELL, IT I8 A SURPRISE TO MEET YOU HERE. W2# HAVE ALWAYS LOOKED UPON THE DE NORMANVILLE- 


SMITHS AS NOT QUITE THE SORT OF PEOPLE TO VISIT. THIS IS OUR FinST EVENING HERE,” : 
Mrs. Black-Browne (who, being slightly related to the De N.-Smiths, feels piqued ).—* REALLY? WELL, THEY HAVE NEVER BEEN 
Proud To US, DEAR! OF COURSE, WE SPEAK AS WE FIND PEOPLE!” 
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Not in Love with St. Valentine. 


I. 
I'm a bold jerry-buikler, no mortal is skill- 
eder 
At rearing a rickety wall ; 
By materials bad and cheap labour, egad ! 
[I am making a fortune withal. 
But this thundering hamper is rather a 
damper 
Of spirits that mostly are gay ; 
For some wretch, playing tricks, has sent 
sixty bad bricks 
To my house, with the carriage to pay, 
On St. Valentine’s Day ! 


IT, 


I'm a constable healthy, who often gets 
stealthy 
Repasts from a cookie or three, 
And I'd scornfully smile at all valentines 
vile, ~ 
Would the senders but send ‘em to me, 
Sut the beef and the nectar my savage 
Inspector 
Will stop me from tasting for aye, 
For a valentine grim has been handed to 


him 
(Setting forth the sly games that Iplay) 
On St. Valentin "s Day! 
La tit "DENTS The Ed 


III. 


I'm a husband whose pride is that he to his 
bride is 
As good as goal husbands are made. 
Why, she knows jolly well that the truth I] aye 
tell 
As to how I’ve at biz. been delayed ! ! 
But at last my good spouse is of all iny 
carouses 
Aware ; for some daubs which portray 
The wild freaks of her “hub” in divan or at. 
club 
IIave been sent to my feminine “ jay” 
On Bt. Valentine's Day ! 


IV. 


We are Morley’s good postmen, and mirthful 
as most men 
We think, as a rule, we'll be found : 
But we're gloomy and grave, and we rant and 
we rave, 
When the Day of Dame Durden comes 
, round, 
For the Day of Dame Durden brings with it 
a burden 
Which breaks all our backs : so we say 
(While we groan and perspire) that A. Morley, 
Esquire, 
Should quadruple—quintuple—our pay 
On St. Valentine’s Day! 
ipanted by a stamped and directed envel pe. 


Riddle-Me-Riddle-Me-Ree. 


RippDLe.—Take three consecutive letters of 
the English alphabet, ald to them a famous 
comedian, and the result will be decidedly 
simple, 

ANSWER,—L-m-n-Terry. 

+ + + 

RiIDDLE.—l rove by anagram that it is the 
clever person who is of un argumentative 
disposition, 

ANSWER.—“ Stupid one” makes “no dis- 
pute,” ike: 
RiDDLE.—My first is underground: m 
second is above ground : my last was my iret : 

and my second is my last. 

AN8SWER.—A person who is united to Spouse 
No, 2. ‘a 

ee; 8 

RIDDLE.—I'm a spy from Scotland Yard : 
I run through Cheshire: I follow the sea: I 
live in the middle of Hules: [ am only a 
single periny, yet I am five hundred, 

ANSWER.—D. 

+ * * 

RippDLe.—I'’m a celebrated swashbuckler, 
The weapon I use rhymes with the places it 
strikes: and my name rhymes with what I 
generally make my captives. 

ANSWER.—Dart, heart : Cupid, stupid, 


5 In no case wtli { hey be returned unless 
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PRE POSTEROUS.—Purcha LG 
nye & JENUthKe hqu (dating fr att i x 
Conquest perio!) and ignoring the * Male in returning Bly 
(; rank y levemd which aw t t f 


St. Valentine’s Day. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


post on st, Valentine's Day, 


’ 


AT his post, at his 
J i t thie B.iltiié «A iT} ite of le 
uur grand oll Prime Minister, frisky though grey, 
Stick to work much as if *twere the pleasantest sport 
While his younger almirers, who'd aid him with zest, 
May appear now and then to be glad of some rest, 


You are 


‘8 notable soi 


Dunes 


certain to fined hini—our pride ancl our boust— 


At his post. 


Through the post, through the post this particular time 
srings an influx of missives of singular make, 


FUN. 


THE SIX DEGREES OF FAITH. 


1893. 


FEBRUARY 15. 











THE DEGREE PITIFUL.—Taking home a 


volume of the * New Humour,” under the 
impression that you are going to enjoy a 
} uc! 





THE DEGREE IMBECILE.—DCelieving that 


MPEEHENSIBLE.—Feel- 
matter of the * love, honour and obey” (with the accent 


+ don? arnwur?4 er, antirca 
J I AP JZMMEU « VMI Biilivlic 


on the obey) of your newly-wedded bride 


will be carrial out to the letter! 


Which the people who dwell in our nice British clime 
Have the fancy to send for acquaintance’s sake : 
rhey are charmingly flattering, or the reverse, 


Some are better than others, some palpably worse, 


And the party af resaid of these rets a host 
Through the post. 


At his post, at his post does he stand bo!t-upright, 
Like an open-mouth’d pillar-box usefully trim, 

And receives all the Valentines, heavy and light, 
Which the Cupids or stupids deliver to him ; 

And he swallows the lot with remarkable ease, 

For he’s equal to anything still, if you please, 

And he shines in no end of departments—but most 

At his post. 
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Ai an allanT barman. 






ouncil viewness 


(4) It is not true that County C 
wing to its “blue ’-ness. 


Will stop the Boat Ra: e, 
9) It seems that barristers (mid other d <igings) 
$s honest pound by letting lodgings, 
— S 4 _ 
}) When Paris dolts insu't an 1 ill-treat English, 
t cliow British blood grow tinglish ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

—OF the little 
rame of chess 
played between 
Henry the King 
and Thomas the 
Prelate—where- 
in the former is 
shown to be 
mated more 
than once 
(Eleanor and 
Rosamund, to 
wit), and re- 
ceives at the 
hand of his 
antagonist sun- 
dry galling 
checks —where- 
in castles are 
matters in dis- 
pute, bishops are 
freely swept 
from the board. 
and four knights 
play on one side 
— Lord Tenny- 
son has set 
forth the story 
in comely words, 
pleasantly, poet- 
ically at times, 


- 


A 











TUE LYCEUM.—A REFLECTION OF THE PAS! 
“A LITTLE CHECK.” 


and even, to some extent, dramatically, in Becket, 


74 HUN. 
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upon us and is gone. Mr. Bond is a “good King Louis.” Mr. Frank 
Cooper, as Fitzurse, the Chief of the Quartette of Knights—who are 
perilously like a ‘Comic 
Four”—plays with decision 
and good gifts. Messrs. Hol- 
loway, Bishop, Howe, Gordon 
Craig and others, compel our 
notice ever and anon, albeit 
their opportunities are some- 
what scant. 
x x * 

THE scenery and appoint- 
ments are of the usual com- 
plete and appro- 
priate character 
—we form high 
expectations of 
these things at 
the Lyceum, and 
the fact that no 
shadow of disap- 
pointment is felt 
is as high praise 
as Mr. Irving 
need desire. I 
specially remark 
the poetic beauty 
of Rosamuni’s / 
Bower (by Mr. ¥ 
Hawes Craven) 
the sunny open 
ness of Mr. W. 
Telbin’s “Scene 
2, the same” in 
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LYCBUM.—TUE 


ROSE. 


TUE 









s, 
THE THORN. 





* % * 

I AM not sure that I am profoundly interested in the conflict. 
Another struggle for Home Rule with 
the “priestly influence” on the wrong 
side. It is so “all over and done 
with.” And Rosamund and her story, 
though the latter is fairly woven in 
and the former played with exquisite 
sympathy by Miss Terry, strengthens 
the interest but little. It is all very 
well done, however, and artistically 
satisfying to the full. Mr. Irving was 
absolutely at his best at the initial 
performance ; most of his defects and 
mannerisms were left in his dressing- 
room or somewhere. (“Left till 
called for,” let us hope, for they 
are always uncalled for.) Dis- - 
tinctness and distinction scem- 
ed to be his motto for the 
occasion, and the graceful 
courtier of the prologue, the 
militant chancellor (evidently 
a medieval Free Trader, by the 
way, from his strong objection 
to “customs’’), and the man 
who feels himself predoomed, 
were given with happy felicity 
and impressive power. 

* * * 

THERE is other strong acting 
in the production—more to the 
square inch, to tell the truth, than is always to be found in these 
classic precincts. Miss Terry, already alluded to, 
is sweet and dainty and Linl-like as the Fair 


the Prologue, and the noteworthy circumstance that, though many 
years of turbulent history pass over its lial, the fire in “ A Castle in 
Normandy” burns in exactly the same manner on the eve of Becket’s 
death in the last act 
as it does in the first 
scene of all! 
* 7 * 

THE SHAFTES- 
BURY.—La Josiere, 
originally in three 
long, dull acts, is 
now sporting in quite 
a youthful skittish- 
ness in a pair of 
rather bright and not 
at all over-extensive 
dittoes. (By which I 
mean “Acts, as afore- 
said”’—to put it in legal 
phraseology — and not 
nether habilaments.) This 
transformation has been 
accomplished at the hands 
of Mr. Brandon Thomas, 
and the result is not un- 
worthy the author of 
Charley's Aunt. The 
dresses were — already 
pretty and the music res- 
pectable (by which I do 
not mean to hint that the pup 
dresses are not respectable 
or that the music is not 
pretty). The company is “still the same” 
(like the gentleman in the ballad), and what 
























TUK LYCEUM.—A FLASH OF MERRIMENI 
— ONLY A FLASH, 


LYCEUM.—Tu® 
COMIC FOUR, 








makes a right royal king, who swears right 
royally—and somewhat superti:uously, seeing that 
one John of Oxford, “called the swearer,” is of 
his court. Miss Genevidve Ward manages to 
suggest royal dignity and vixenish vindictiveness 
so as to merit the continuance of our favours. 
and Master Leo Byrne plays with the same 
delightful freshness and spontaneity which won 
all our hearts (and heads) in Ned's Chums. 

* * * 
THERE is some more good acting. Miss Kate 


Ph 





Rosamund, whose airy habitation in a wood (St. I said before I now endorse as far as compat- 
John’s Wood ?) seems a daring choice to make in ible with the altered circumstances. 
this doubtful eclime of England. Mr. Terriss jie. 


Letters Addivssed Here, a new farce by 
Mr. H. Chance Newton, opens the ball and 
strikes the keyv::ote of merriment for the 


evening, 
" om * * 





NODS AND WINKS.—I tried to attend the Rosauunp's Son — TIE 
second annual mecting of The Theatrical ONLY SON THAT PENE- 
Ladies’ Guild, which was held at the Lyceum TRATES HER GLoony 
by kj ee aoe y , o LOWER. 

(by kind permission of Mr. Henry Irving), as 
our “ Lady Representative.” on Tuesday last: but it was no go. What 
chance had I with people so experienced in the art of “making up” ? 


My disguise was spotted at once, . 
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HE WORE IT NEXT HIS HEART. 
Melton Skirt, Esq. (retired butcher).—* I am not quite satistied 
with the portrait: the left side of the chest should bulge out a bit. 
That’s where I keep my pocket-book !” 


The Professional Guest. 
[Many ladies very naturally shrink from Jetting lodgings, because it is associated 
with a class of women so different from themselves. Yet it offers such a number of 
advantages that it is little wonder many ladies undertake it.—Mura’s Journal.) 
SHALL I, refined of tone and taste, 
Who mix with folks of high degree. 
Become that creature mean, debased— 
That horrid thing—a landladee? 
Nay, I could ne’er a ré/e sustain 
Which I so heartily detest ; 
Yet some young swain I'd fain constrain 
To stay with me and be my—guest ! 
Shall I, for filthy lucre, keep 
A lodger? Nay, the thought’s absurd. 
Patrician-like, I hear with deep 
Disgust and scorn the very word. 
Yet hospitality is aye 
Of human virtues quite the best ; 
So [ll some worthy person pray 
To stay with me and be my guest ! 
And, since each guest has thanks for her 
Who strives a hostess good to be, 
What harm—what harm if mine prefer 
To yield his thanks in £ s. d.? 
The foolish fad I won't resent 
If. every month, a cheque attest 
The gratitude which fills the gent. 
Who’s stayed with me and been my gues 


Off with his Head. 
* HAs Brayley shown you the valentine somebody's sen 
e* No ‘ | ** 


what is it 


KUN. 


~!} 
qn 


Our Clerk. 

OuR clerk is very good indeed ; in fact, he is quite excellence itself. 
Lately he has taken to keeping in the office, the result of which is 
that he has sat down upon about half a dozen baskets in which we 
keep our paper. Our clerk is a thorough good creature, That he 
endeavours to show to all of us. He showed it yesterday by trying to 
eat the new magnum bonum nibs because he thought they were shrimps. 
Such is the way of our clerk. 


Idiom Idiotic. 
WHEN the winter weather, that’s wildly scattering 
Diseases round, has so bad a cold 
To your neighbour given that chattering, chattering 
Are his teeth like Harry Gill's of old: 
When, with trembling, shivering, quaking, he’s 
Like a semaphore in a blustrous blizzard : 
When quiver his arms, when totter his knees 
Like those of a Rosicrucian wizard ;— 
And (noting with pity his pain and anguish) 
You ask him the state of his health, it makes 
You curse the anomalous English language 


When the shaking one says he is * xo great shakes” !! 


Changeable Weather. 

As if | cared very much, particularly whether the weather changed 
or whether it did not. Some people have nothing to think about or 
talk about but the weather. I don’t, you see, happen to belong to 
that sort of fraternity. JZ really do know good weather from bad. 7 
ean tell whether the snow is falling or whether there is a sleet on the 
kitchen vard dustbin, It is not reserved to everybody to find out all 
about this sort of thing, 

Why JZ should be worried about the weather I don't know in the 
least. Neither, what’s more, do I care. Some girls like warm 
weather because they can leave off their jackets that show up the 
seams, Some girls, on the other hand, like it because they can go in 
for indifferent tennis and recitations, Tennis and recitations, they 
are both all the big go just now, 

As to weather in the streets, who in the name of common sense 
cares anything about that at all?) You read the columns in the daily 
papers, and if you don’t read any farther—upon my life and soul, 
there is no occasion to read any farther. You look for strict law, do 
you /—the law of Justice, do you? Then if you do you're not an over- 
sensible person, I can tell you. Of course you've got something to get 
out of the 
world, Then, 
for goodness 
sake, go and 
get it. Ive 
never found 
the world so 
particularly 
hospitable, 
Say what you 
like! 

The weather. 
indeed |! And 
all the comics 
are writing 
about it, 

Phe world, 
indeed! 1 
ple talk about 
the world as 
if he was an 
every-day af- 
ternoon ac- 
quaintance. 
We know 
Clapham, and 
we know, ina 
way, Hamp- 
stead. But if 
we choose to 

















speak up as to 


where the 
world is, we 








: ; 

always get in 

the wrong box GIVING HIMSELF AWAY. 

airecthy. Verrous Young Curate (who has officiated as 
rs f - a if his r id 4 ly iT dinne ror Sati rday 
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BETTER AND BETTER. 
IIc.—** We will be late for the theatre, Kate.” 
She.—* Oh, better late than never.” 
ITe.—* Better never late.” 


THE MYSTERY OF GRIMGORE GRANGE. 


It was a cold winter’s night; the sun had gone down in the west a 
day or two before, and had, apparently, forgotten to come up again. 
The wind was howling among the omnibuses, when two stray dogs 
might have been seen But I think I have said enough to con- 
vince you that I could continue in the same way if the Editor would 
permit me, but he won't. 

The fact is, we were sitting round the fire at my old friend Jones’s, 
eating roast chestnuts and telling ghost stories, when our host sud- 
denly said, “ Tell them, Upterdate, your famous story of the ‘ Mystery 
of Grimgore Grange.” Charles Upterdate, to whom this request was 
made, commenced at once in a sepulchral voice the following story. 

* * « * - * 

It was about two years after we had been married that my wife and 
I took up our abode at Grimgore Grange. We were young and 
romantic, and had a passion for the antique; but as our means were 
slender we were compelled to put up with clever imitations. We had 
antique furniture of modern make, old china fresh from the potteries, 
ancient mats and curtains direct from the manufacturers. But, 
unfortunately, we could never get an antique house a‘ a suitable rent. 

We were at breakfast one morning, when my wife, who had been 

running through the advertisements in the paper, suddenly exclaimed, 
‘Oh, Charles, here is the very thing we have been looking for! 
Listen! ‘To be let or sold, in the saiubrious neighbourhood of 
Bludmere, the magnificent mediwval mansion known as “ Grimgore 
Grange,” with all the ancient appurtenances thereto, such as the moat, 
drawbridge and portcullis, in good working order; excellent, practi- 
cable dungeons, and six fine bed and sitting rooms, exclusive of noble 
entrance hall, six feet by seven. Price £600, Rent £50 per annum. 
Near railway station, within a few minutes of tram and’bus. For 
cards to view, apply to Messrs. Diddlem and Co., on the estate.’” It was 
indeed the very house we had been in search of. 

We ran down to Bludmere that day and inspected the Grange. It 
had been built, so we were told, ten years, and had already that 
decayed look so appreciated by the connoisseur. Certainly the rooms 
were small, but, as Mr. Diddlem said, one cannot get everything for 
£50 per annum, Our visit ended in our taking the house on a three 
years agreement, and shortly after we moved in. 
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hood. No sooner had the first van arrived than a-crowd commenced 
to collect. When we found our dining table refused to be brought in 
at the door, and declined to be coaxed in at the window, so that we 
had to remove the skylight on the roof and let it through, the 
enthusiasm of the crowd rose to fever heat. It was certainly a pity 
that the drawbridge gave way and precipitated our piano into the 
moat, for, although it was ultimately recovered, it has since then been 
more ornamental than useful. I was also annoyed when the port- 
cullis unexpectedly descended on the drawing-room sofa and cut it in 
two. But as these incidents seemed to give much pleasure to the 
populace, perhaps I should not have complained. 

At last, when we had everything in, and the vans had driven off 
followed by our audience, who were now quite exhausted with 
laughter, I flung myself, worn out, into an easy chair. I had been 
seated but a moment, when my wife rushed into the room exclaiming, 
*“ What shall Ido? What shallI do?” “ Whatever is the matter?” 
said I. “Oh, Charles,” she replied, “when we came in there was a 
sliding panel drawn back in the bedroom, showing a very small room 
beyond, so I put baby in his bassinette, and, pushing it into the little 
room, closed the panel, thinking that baby would be safe there from 
the men; and, oh, Charles! what shall I do? I can’t find the pane! 
again.” We rushed upstairs. No, all the panels were alike. I was 
just about to run round to Diddlem’s office for help, when baby com- 
menced to cry. “Now we have it,” I said, hastening to the placc 
whence the noise proceeded, and tripping over a piece of carpet, fell 
against the panelling, and, like a clown in a pantomime, plunged 
through into the bassinette, fortunately, without hurting the child. 

Well, at last we settled down, and for the first few weeks all went 
well. There was one thing, however, which puzzled us not a little, 
and that was, the constant receipt of letters from undertakers, 
chemists, and stonemasons soliciting our custom. Rival cemeteries, 
too, vied with each other in attracting our notice. And a traveller 
from a Crematorium called in person. Later on we understood these 
delicate attentions better. 

Weeks slipped away. One morning cook gave notice. She said her 
bedroom was haunted. Now, we valued cook, and compromised matters 
by changing bedrooms with her. We found her room distinctly airy. 
There was a draught in it, that reminded one of St. Paul’s Churchyard 
in March. We had to put heavy weights on the baby to keep it from 
floating away, and one night, when the wind was rather high, we had 
to lash ourselves to the bed and wait for the dawn. But we were not 
haunted. We wanted to change with cook again, but she naturally 
preferred the best room, and said so. 

One night we had come home from the theatre very tired, had a 
hearty supper, and gone to bed. About three o’clock I felt myself 
being shaken violently, and started up, to find my wife awake and 
staring wildly at a figure which stood at the foot of the bed. It was 
a ghost. I knew that at once, although I had never seen one before, 
for I could see right through it. Now, my wife and I would not 
have minded it so much, had it been an antique ghost. But it wasn’t. 
It was a fat, vulgar, commonplace ghost, in a billycock hat anc 
shepherd’s plaid trousers, and had the general appearance of a vestry- 
man. He beckoned to us, and moved towards the door, and although 
terror-stricken at his appearance, we felt compelled to follow him, so, 
putting on our dressing-gowns, and taking a lighted candle, we did so. 
He proceeded to one of the dungeons, which we used as cellars; we 
followed him in. Then he stood like a statue of Patience pointing at 
the floor. It is my firm conviction that had I not spoken we should 
be in that dungeon now. “ Awful apparition!” I said, “why this 
thusness?” And in hollow accents he replied : ‘Hi ham the ghost of 
Jeremiah Mudmortre, what built this yer shanty, what was known to 
my pals as Jerry. In this yer buildin’ a hawful crime were committed, 
and I were the committee what committed it. And for this yer crime 
hi ‘as ter visit this ’ouse on every quarter-day. Now if, kind lady, as 
‘ow yer feels as if yer would like ter relieve a poor sufferin’ ghost, what 
’asn’t tasted a hiced drink for months, ’ave this yer floor took up, and 
yer will diskiver the mystery of Grimgore Grange.” Then, with a 
prolonged howl, which woke up baby, he vanished. Then the candle 
went out. Then we went upstairs like an explosion. My wife to this 
(lay says I was afraid. But this was not the case; the reason I got to 
the bedroom first is that I was afraid the baby would disturb cook. 
It is needless to say that we slept no more that night. We were not 
nervous, we sat up to see the sun rise. 

Next morning I had the builders in. They removed the floor of the 
cellar, and there, an inch below the bricks, we discovered—an open 
drain. We resigned our agreement, and since then have lived in 
houses that have been built for at least fifty years. 

We found out afterwards that all the former tenants of Grimgore 
Grange live in their own frecholds in Bludmere Cemetery. 

* * ” w * ” 

As Upterdate finished his story the clock struck twelve, so thanking 
him very much, and bidding our host good-night, we went to our 
respective homes, with a sort of impression that the Upterdates are iz 
£f Muncha 
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FUN. 





A TRANSFORMATION 





“Can’t think why this concern don’t draw,” said the Manager of the Shockmore. 
fakements. It’s a blue mystery.” ‘“ Yaas,” returned Bustapile, reflectively ; “something's wreng. 


to swop togs.” “ Dashed if I won’t!” said the Manager. 
































“We've got a rattling variety company and all the latest 
Try a bold stroke and get all these Johnnies 














And he did, too. And that Manager and the thing struck ile so slippery that he retired after a month or two and went abroad to break 


THE 


Our Champion and Richardyne Thomasine. 


DOUBTLESS you will recollect that Our Champion Idiot was engaged 
to be married at the registrar’s to Richardyne Thomasine Robinson ? 
Good! Also that We were to be present at the interesting ceremony ? 
Excellent! We were there. Our Champion Idiot turned up early, 
resplendent in new clothes, tanned gloves and a gardenia; but we 
turned up earlier. The fact is, we had concealed the truth from Miss 
Robinson, and she thinking the Champion had given her up, had 
substituted one of our names for his, and one of us was to be the 
happy man. Fortunately we knew the registrar, so we arranged to be 
seated in his office, as we assured him that the future bridegroom was 
mad, and we were there to prevent trouble. Richardyne Thomasine 
appeared in gorgeous array, and the performance began. Our 
Champion stood meckly at the back, and the happy man, from 
amongst her many chosen, stood forward, and somehow Dickey was 
disconcerted. However, she cast a withering glance at Our Champion 
and declared she was ready. The registrar commenced, and asked the 
usual questions, when Our Champion exclaimed that all was not right ! 
“That’s the wrong man!” he cried. “I am the bridegroom. What 
are you doing? You promised to be best man?” This, of course, to 
the Chosen from amongst us. “And I mean to!” was the reply. 
“ Fire away, old Cockalorum, and splice me to this young woman!” 
Then the band played, the four of ’em commenced to argue, and Our 
Champion wantcd to fight his best man and the registrar together. 
Most eccentric words flew around and upset the ink-pot, and we 
chipped in to know what was the matter! Richardyne Thomasine 
turned green. She saw that she had been beaten ; she saw before her six 
weeping men whom she had promised to wed ; and while the hubbub 


nk, 


was at its height she bolted, for we took jolly good care to explain 
how she treated us to the Champion, and the registrar announced no 
wedding that day. To console Our Champion we stood him a dinner, 
a theatre, and a supper, and then we lost him—where, how, or why, 
we know not. But he vanished, and he has got all the office stamps 
with him. What does it mean? Saved from matrimony to fall into 
evils that he wots not of? Or have we been imposed upon? 


Signs of the Times. 


TWINKLE, twinkle, little star, 
How I wonder where you are, 
For the sky-signs fixed on high 
Quite obscure you—and the sky. 


Look on These Pictures and Read That. 


Fun’s Man About Town dropped in at the gallery of the Nineteenth 
Century Art Society. Judging from the capital exhibition, the end of 
the century will by no means be the end of this flourishing society. 
Where good work is so abundant it is difficult to particularjse, but the 
M. A. T. was es ly pea with “Chrysanthemums,” by J. Entho- 
ven ; “A Wet Day in Piazza St. Mark’s,” Percy Bell; “ A Moorland 
Burn,” James Faed ; “Gladys,” N. Blythe; “Our Pantry,” W. D. 
West ; “Arab Fantasia,” Harry Payne; “ Holly,” A. Schenk ; “ Love- 
light,” N. Blythe; “The ae goods Courtship,” Sidney Pike; “A 
Bohemian Forest,” T. R. Hall Watson ; “ Deare Childe,” A. Bilton, 
which at the price marked in the catalogue seemed the reverse of lear ; 
and P. E. Bishopp’s very, tery clever “ Old Books,” 
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THE REPROBATE MILKMAN AND THE CONVERTED 


A STORY WITHOUT WORDS, 
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ESS WE HAVE UNDERTAKEN IS FULL OF THORNS AND BRAMBLES’ 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 84. 
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SHE CAPPED IT. 
Jack Colquhoun (slightly jealous ).—* I am really thankful the 


evening’s over at last. I tremble for the safety of my prize, wlicn all 

eyes secm to pioclaim you ‘Queen Nose of the rosebud garden of 
4 7 

girls. 


Tose Vanderdechen fan American heiress ).—* Say, Jack, T guess 
I know Tennyson, too: * Proputty, proputty, proputty—that’s what I 
; | Y,; proputty, propurty 
‘vars ‘em saiy.’”’ 


Half-way up Mont Blanc. 


A NIGHT spent at Lea Grands Mulets, 
In mountainecring days, 

Darts from the past a lurid ray 
Through recollection’s haze. 


No tourist's book lay temptingly 
To lure the scribbler’s pen, 

That his experiences might be 
Bequeathel to coming men ; 


For clse, such was our sleepless rage, 
We should have left, I wis, 

Whate’er besides hal filled the page, 
Some entry such as this: 


’Tis one of Nature's ironies 
That these, our cherished forms, 
Framed as they are for victorivs 
O’er heights sublimer still than these 
Which frown above her storms, 
Should prove in life but food for fi—s, 
And after—fool for worms! 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
THE EVE OF THE EVENT. 
(A Tale of the Time that's Gone. ) 


IN sooth it was an exciting periol. For one thing the New Jacobite 
(or rather Jacobitte: ) Apostics, some seven and a half in nun Der, were 
Pier ly . ; 


lar r the nthreatene ( rine ('r ~l + 
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to frantically proclaim, in oration (and publication), the rights of 
Queen Mary the Third (so called) to the Throne of England, and to 
those dominions which Pearson the Pessimist hal but recently shown 
would pass from the English to the Chinese. For another thing, many 
a poor Capitalist in the Clothing ‘racle was being fast ruined by 
reason (or instinct) of paying the Enormous Sum of Threepence 
Halfpenny per pair to the Grasping, Greedy, Gold-Craving Makers of 
Trousers in the East End of London, and moreover—but, hold! the 
Pen of the Present Writer (a “J”—the Pen, not the Writer) stead. 
fastly refuses to proceed any further without a little light (or dark) 
refreshment. 


* * * * . ‘ 
Ten minutes interval for the «a 
* * * * * . 


It was indeed a time of tiptoe expectancy, not to say of eager 


oof 1] - ic ee winants ae tiem exaaeel ee Er ed me 
anguish. All London (to say nothing of the suburbs an 1 2é€ provinces 
B 


thereunto appertaining) was waiting to know if the Duke of York 
really meant to get married or not. If so, to whom? and if not. why 
not? And certain Morning Papers were feverishly pointing out what 
they (good casy journals) fondly deemed to be new news—namely, that 


L 
* “ Pp ‘ - ‘ . - . 3 al : ‘ 7 
Mr. Joerchid Chamberlain tried in his youth to be a dramatist, which 

f information the FUN of the period had pointed out and sagely 


upon many. many months before. Moreover, Keir Haridlie 


7 proved to be the Tories’ Own Especial Mugzgins, rising 
aa . . . , . . 
: (and his Hob-nailed Bootsand Mustard-coloured Kicksies, 
as they were then called), had just given away the whole bag of tric! 
f ting t of tl said bag. At the same moment the sa 


CCA ) bil 
Spoofers of the Member for West Ham and Beef had simultaneously 


ntaneously converted to Free Trade (another 


~? om 





tl r artful littie moves to disn tne Liberals), wnen Bu 
‘ — ec +] : “oe 1 . 7S FE i es, eee 
r the rout of the sald Spoofers, and poor Salisfour, and Balburv’s 
: “he : - : rast 
scomntur > pr fer. before going further. to draw a Vel. 
« * 7 = * » 


Fiftcen minutes’ interval for the drawing of the said Veil, 


and to swallow a spl it sandwich, 
* ” * * x * 

At the same hour there might have been hearl painful murmurs 
ym those Unthinking People, the poor and struggling, as to the high 
es and short weight being indulged in by gentle bread-sellers, wh 
. their turn, were threatenel by the County Council for so doing—in 
wt, for always “doing” whomsoever they conveniently could. And, 
strange to say,a group of hearty-feed and publicly-petted playwrights 
and theatrical managers at that very moment saw a chance (and took 
it) of gigantic free self-advertisement by denunciations of the Church 
and all its works, and of all religion, which, of course, they had a 
perfect right to do, seeing that they knew nothing whatever of either 
the three things which they denounced ; their only reason being that 
they (the denouncers) didn’t like being told, now and again, that they 
ought really always to take heed that their plays and productions dil 
not overstep the bounds of common decency! Then, forsooth, these 
high and mighty stage-folk proclaimed that they (and not the Church) 
hal the sole London and Provincial rights to pose as having 4 
** Mission,’ whereas the only Mission they knew anything about was 
Ad-Mission, and oftentimes, when failures (or ‘“ successes,” as they 
always called them) set in, they were glad enough to make the sai 
Ad-* Mission” free—providing, of course, you paid heavily for a 
programine, and a goodly sum to have your hat, coat, ete., etc., guarde!| 

by the cloakroom Cerberuses—or shall one say, Cerberi ? 

by a strange coincidence, at the same time it was proved tha 
many of the best and most reverent servants of the aforesaid Churc! 
(all of whom were'declared by the hereinbefore-mentioned charitably- 
minded howlers to roll in ill-earned luxury) were really only receiving 
a paltry pittance for a number of hours’ work per day that many a far 
better paid working man wouid proudly pooh-pooh. 

At length, amid all the clash of opinion and prattle of Party, the 
Eventful Evening arrived, after a long and tedious journey. As 1! 
arrived, and was about toenter the more or less sacred precincts of the 
Public House of Commons, a Vast Crowd of Excited M.P.’s starte! 
playing football with each other’s faces. They began with “ Associa- 
tion,” but presently they developed into “ Rugby” with an Octogenarian 
who was hobbling in, when John Burns (caring nought for the 
Renowned Straw Hat) dashed mally to the rescue, and releasing the 
Octogenarian from beneath the feet of the wild M.P.'s, carried him 
into the House and popped him into a seat, on which was somebody 8 
best Sunday-go-to-meeting kady! Yells arose, and John was about to 
be disintegrated, but-—— 


> = ee me 


» * . ~ ” * 
Presently a hush of enormous magnitude fell upon the vast 
assemblage and crushed it into temporary silence. A Figure had 
arisen! It was the Grand Old Goahead ! Clearing his voice at 4 


bound, he announced in solemn tones his Long-looked-for Come-at-1ast 
Home Rule 2? et-douz for Erin. when—— 
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TOO SOON. 


a certain word.” 
pedestal, and I will then just say the word ‘ Russia,” and——" (4) 
The Bear.—* 1 guess I followed the cue right that time any way.” 


(1) “ Ladies and gentlemen, permit me to introduce to your notice 
this wonderful specimen of the ursine tribe.” 
several years in training him, and I think I can confilently assert that 





(2) “I have spent 
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he is the only bear who can jump through a hoop on my pronouncing 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND 
SIZES FOR FAMILY AND MusIc-HALL 
CONSUMPTION. 


(N.B.— All Rights in these Songs are 
Reserved.) 
BARDS, BEWARE! 
(It was recently stated in the House that no arrange- 
ment woull yet be male for providing a new Laureate.] 
FUN here sends his kind regards 
To all of his friends poetical, 
And is sorry to tell those bards 
That his news is, indeed, pathetical. 
Tis the statement flashed forth in the House 
(A tip which he fears will excoriate) 
That those whom we fancied had nous, 
Have not taken thought for a Laureate ! 


REFRAIN, 


So. bardlets and bards 


In a Laureate’s crown— 
For, lo. 
You must know, 
That Gladstone & Co. 
Say, ** No Laureates need apply!’ 


» J 


Poor Algernon, Charles, and Bob, 
And Lewis and Alf and Eric, too, 
Aren't now on the job—but the sob, 
With other poor poets generic too. 
Neither Algy, who now writes calm oles 


( Vice “red” or “ blue” laysthatexcoriate ') 


Nor Bob (who thinks parsons mere toals), 


Has now any chance to be Laurcate | 
REFRAIN, 
So, poets who rave 
In stanza and stave, 
You must wait until by and bye. 
You can’t just now shine 
In the Laureate line. 
Drop, please, 
That wild wheeze— 


Af 
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(3) “He will first dance a breakdown on his 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 1. 
“LET WELL ALONE,” 
(A RONDEAU.) 


“ LET well alone,” I ceaseless cry. 
Let energetic Folly try 
To paint the lily, scent the rose. 
Instruct the daisy when to close, 
And dust the cobwebs from the sky. 


At panaceas I always shy, 
And yet I've one you may apply ; 
If you'd alleviate your woes, 
Let well alone! 


Of course, I cannot well deny 
The world will sometimes seem awry, 
And providence appear to doze. 
A remedy? Ah, no one knows, 
Though many think they do; so I 
Let well alone! 


‘aN an ardent lover on a slelge be fairly 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART VIII. 


Williams never turned up. He was ordinarily the very soul 
punctuality, and the gencral impression was that he must either have 
had a severe accident, or have been taken seriously il], with something 
catching, because an ordinary ailment never kept Johnson- 
Williams from his big ledger. He had worked so many 
bilious attacks, sun-heaclaches, neuralgias, sore throats, 


rheumatisms and catarrhs into its columns since he 


and it first became mutually acquainted, that it 
ha }pecome,. inmyv pervert LIMmMagination.a Kind 
. : 


Ff ('alercls , mnte annronriat 
Ol ( aienaal of Aliments a propriate 





ul 
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f 

f 

( | 

/ phew 

way, “Johnson-Williams is certainly confined to his bed. You don’t 
live very far from him, Mr. Pegley.’ (I lived at the other end of 
ame parish, but that was nothing to the Junior Partner.) “ You 
ight call in on him on your way home and see for yourself how the 
poor fellow is getting on, if we don’t hear from him in the course of 
thie LV 

J made no ir ] l have gone nder any ! tance 
I really felt anxious . 

To Great Joram Street t f I r md 7 { 
conclusion of the business day. I found it, after some inquiry. to be a 
murky, ill-lighted thoroughfare, in but not of the neighbourhood of 
Russell Square. The houses that loomed on either side were old- 


Phaal 


fashioned, gaunt and sooty of face, and so much in need of rel 
that every vehicle that rattled ‘r the ill-set cobblestones set therm 
quaking to their very foundations. Joram Street I found to be 
prolific in cats, vociferous with children: unmelodious by reason of 
many organs, and redolent of red herrings. But its respectability was 
evident. I walked along, looking for number twenty-six. That was 
the house on the other side of the street, with a little crowd assembled 
about the railings. Most of these were staring up at the unlighted 
fourth-floor windows; the rest were gazing into the area, <A sweep 
and a baked-potato-se ller were in the midst of a heated argument 
concerning some individual unknown. As I ascended the steps and 


4 


< 
- 


‘nocked, the general attention, in an instant, became diverted to me. 

Excited whispers guessed at my identity. “It's the Doctor!” said 

one. “Jt's the Coroner!” growled another. <A shock of al: 1 

through my being at the mention of the Doctor and the Coroner. J 

raised my hand and plied the knocker. The door was opened. The 
indiaiy appeared against a halo of ye 
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‘Did you want lodgings, sir?” she asked, blandly. 
“No,” I returned: “I called—I am an acquaintance of Mr. Johnson- 





Williams—to inquire 

I became conscious of a warm blast powerfully flavoured with 
onions blowing down the back of my neck. I glanced round. The 
crowd had surged to the level of the top doorstep, and a burly butcher 
was drinking in, with hard-breathing, round-eyed curiosity, the wor!s 
that fell from my lips. I glanced back at the landlady. Her hani|s 

re uplifted, palms outwards, her face was pursed up and working in 
a most curious fashion. Her dress-bodice was agitate! with 
subterranean sighs, a tear slid down from the corner of each 
eye in another minute, fell upon a projecting cornice of her 
figure. and splashed upon the oilcloth of the dingy hall. 

“Oh. sir!” sobbed the landlady. “Oh, sir! oh! That 
ever I should a’ seen the day! cs 

‘For Heaven’s suke let me comein!” I[ cried, in great 
ritation, “away from these people!” The butcher snorted 
indignantly. ‘“ And tell me, as quickly and as plainly as 
you can, what has happened!” 

}y this time I stood on the hall-mat, and 
the landlady had shut the door, in spite ofa 
vain effort on the part of the butcher to follow 


, he . a 2 ] +} 
inside. Hertearsstill trickled. She seemel 
» cons f I eas testimonials ) 
Cc f y eo ’ Oy Y 941 { the 1 ’ r L 
vy unhappy friend. to wipe them away. 
‘Speak!”’ I cried, * Tell me!—Mr. J hnson- 
11 : . 
’ i 3 
The iandiandvy swallowed hard. She CAST 1 #) 
he 7 acrn} ‘ ] ’ lu . 1 f, 
| eyes and hands again, and produced f1 
t inermost recesses of her being a sepulchral 


* Gone 

“Gone!” I repeated. 

“Gone!” cried the landlady, hysterically ; 
“and him with half a peck of whole-mcal 
the cupboard, and three pounds of Autumn 


russets, and seven best quartern browns, slack- 
baked a-purpose, laid in for the week, likin’ 
pur} 


"em better stale, and cheaper too. Cut down 
like the greens of the field, as are on the 
coster’s barrer to-day and gone to-morrow. 
And me to find him, poor young lamb, after 
breaking into my own house like a burglar! 
and how that hussy of a girl managed to bolt 
both the doors after her when she took and 
offed it with that young man of hers, I cannot 
imagine = 

She stopped for breath, and I stood trying 
to realise the full horror of the catastrophe. 
My unhappy friend’s last act before leaving 
his body had been to secure the house. In 
absolute loneliness the closing scenes of his life 
had faltered toanend, The poor girl in Wales! Who was to tell 

; 


ner I shuddered at the thought of the blow that was about to fall 


on that young, hopeful heart. I tried to speak, and failed at first. 
Then I pointed upwards, and managed to get out ° 

“Can I—sce——?” 

The landlady looked terribly confused. She groaned to hide the 
confusion, and let fall another tear or two. I repeated my question 

“Of course, of course, sir!” she said, soothingly, “and none more 
welcome than yourself” (she did not even know my name) “as the 
poor dear thought a deal of. But, not to go deceiving of you, he ain't 
here.” 

These words flashed on my sensorium the picture of an hospital 
vard, followed by a view of the interior of a mortuary, and I inter- 
rupted her suddenly, ai 

* Tell me where he has been taken?” 

The landlady’s face puckered up, but the tears did not come this 
time. 

She formed with her lips the words “ Not beknown.” 

(To be continued.) 


Literary Ghouls. 
WHERE is the difference most forgot 
"Twixt meum and tuum—tuum and meum ? 
Or ignored most wickedly ? Where, if not 
In the Rea ling-r 90m of the British Muse im ? 
L l Sike $s an 1 Fagin and Co. keep giving 
Us awful shocks by their the 
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A GREAT occasion! A stupen- 


PUN. 83 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


good servant but a bad master ; 





dous effort! A mighty achieve- 


and when he carries a rifle and 





ment! Mr. Gladstone’s Home 
Rule Bill is the capital crowning 
the column of a magnificent 
career. ‘“ ‘ i 

But now that, in the words of 
M. Favart, Mr. Gladstone says, 
“Tableau! End of Act I. How _ 


bayonet he savours more of the 
invading host than the guardian 
of the publie peace. 

* * * 

If the Tories are wise they 
will let this Bill go—that is, if 
the Irish are content with it. 
Mr. Sexton has practically ex- 





do you like it?” the question 
arises, How do we like it? To 
my mind, if the Irish will take 
t, and be content, by all means 
let them have the Bill, andl 
peace be with them. 
* *x «= 
But what of that Legislative Chambet 
lected by a £20 franchise? Ireland is 
re nearly akin to Republican institu- 
ions than England, and the £20 franchis 
a distinctly retrograde step in politics 
x x = 


fea) 
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The extinction of the constabulary isa 
just measure. The R.I.C. are a gran 
ody of brave, loyal men, but they are : 
semi-military force, and, as such, an 
anomaly. A policeman is, whatever 
k:nglish magistrates ani] policemen themselves may think to 


trary, the servant or the community. Like fire and water, ne 
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pressed the satisfaction of his 
Party with it. But when it’s 
all over, and the Healys anil 
O'Briens sit in their little 
* © Model Parliament” on College 
“* Green voting supplies (retail), 
won't they sigh for the time 
when they could kick up big 
livarsions” in an Imperial chamber; and, 
mayhap, Erin will like herself less as a subli- 
mated parish, managed by a sublimated vestry, 
‘lof the British Empire. 
s *. ~ 

Of course, she will send over her eighty 
members, who will be “excluded from voting 
iy Bill or motion expressly confined to 
Great Britain, or on any tax not levied in Ire- 


thnaanasa part and pares 


En Pase ft. if we extended a similar privil ve to the Colonies ws 
should be taking a practical step in Imperial Federation. 

I listened to a great deal of the debate on the 1886 Bill, and through- 

i iscussion nothing struck me so forcibly as one remark maid 
by (then) Mr. Osborne Morgan. “If you grant Home Rule,” he said. 
‘what is now treason against Great Britain, and accordingly tolerated 


+ tha ‘ 
( Lf) {iis 


’ 


in Ireland, will be treason against Jre/and !” 
= a 7 
So that I say again: If the Irish will accept and be satisfied with 
the Bill let them have it. But there is much virtue in your “if.” 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


New Leaves. 

THERE is a long list of contents in St. Nicholas amounting to 
twenty-four articles, all more or less skilful, and all more or less 
beautifully illustrated. We cannot enumerate their charms, charm 
they never so greatly, though “ The Snake Charmers”’ is one of them.— 
The list is not quite so long in 7'he Cosmopolitan, but very nearly, ant 
both the literary and artistic matter are quite as good, quite as varied 
and quite as beautiful—In The English Illustrated the list is shorter 
still, but the work is on as high a level, “ Oriental Types of Beauty ”’ 
for example—In Zhe Jdlcr the usual features present themselves. 
They are well preserved, very pleasant to look upon, and some of them 
very amusing; instance, “George Grossmith.”"—* At the Sign of the 
Ship” in Longman’s there is often inserted a gem-like set of verses. 
Look there for one this time —‘** Through Elfin E’en.”—Sfouschold 


Words is alway full inside of parcels of good goods.— Winter's 


4 aaa yy ct YO Aaa i 
Magazine contains a Pp trait of Miss Grace Damian, the well-known 
contralt nyver, al something else besides.—The J/otel is devoted, 


| ; oe a | ‘hog ‘ i | ‘ aaa ia yan 
very much devoted, and strongly attached to the “ Life Management 
ant Interests” of Hotels, Hotel Visitors and Iotel-Keepers, 
ival Watermen. 
OuR sailors, when the foe is nigh, 
Aud shot and shell are falling fast, 
Swear and resolve to do or die, 
And nail their colours to the mast. 
Po we, le re rmined to 0 itd ) 
? sie a ot 


Qur galiant relatives anoar, 
We, soldiers of the Ribbon Ilue, 


Have stitched our colours tov our coat ! 


“The Sketch.” 

We have now the third number of Zhe Sketch before us. This 
publication is better than ever. Mr. William Ingram is to be con- 
yratulated on his creation. The carrying out of the whole affair— 
every feature, every ics has been intelligently conceived and ably 
accomplished. It is a marvel of both artistic and literary variety—a 
shilling’sworth for 6d.; and in this prodigious publication will be 
found fool for all—from the school-girl to the lady of society—from 

a ry 


hful football plaver to the sedate politician. Catering for a 
4 > , ’ i ‘ i} } wert a ly 
vast put Mi Ir Tal -NouUId COMMU SUCCESS, 2G he Certainly 
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“Onward.” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE vigorous veteran, who 

As a warrior seems such a wonder, 
Ias shown his opponents anew 

That to think him effete is a blunder. 


His grip is as firm as of yore, 

And as great is his power of fighting ; 
Whilst he never was braver before, 

And his weapons are trenchant and biting. 


To succour a maid in distress 
He remains most undoubtedly ready, 
And they who desire to oppress 
Know full well that his purpose is steady. 


He isn’t the mortal to quail 

At a duty that bristles with danger ; 
And more, as for fearing to fail, 

Unto that he’s an absolute stranger. 
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The path he is choosing to tread 

Is a rough one, and no one supposes 
He’s likely to find it a bed 

Of unprickly, delectable roses, 


sut awkward obstructions he scorns, 
Having overcome hosts in his rambles: 

You can’t stop his progress by thorns, 
He'll go onward in spite of the brambles, 


A Welch Rare-bit. 


Fun’s Man About Town has received, with 
pleasure, an invite for Messrs. Dick Welch 
and Nolan Webb’s Third Grand Annual 
Smoker, at the International Hall, Café 
Monico,on the 21st inst. Bruce Smith, who 
can not only paint scenes but give musical 
sketches, will oblige, as also will Carl Brandt, 
the basso of the day, Sir John Astley will 





Picture Shows. 


THE Dudley Gallery Art Society open their 
twenty-ninth Exhibition with a show of two 
hundred and eighty-five works of unequal 
merit. The President, Walter Severn, contri- 
butes six works, all of which show a tender 
and delicate love of nature. Amongst others 
most notable are Claud Hayes, Helen O’ Hara, 
Alfred Stevens, Mrs. Alfred Stevens, C. E. 
Herne and David Green. 

At the New Gallery the collection of the 
works of E. Burne-Jones continues to attract 
large numbers of admirers. We should venture 
to say that as many people visit the New 
Gallery daily as go to all the other London 
Picture Shows put together. 


EGYPTIAN artfulness was checkmated by 
British Art when we sent the Khedive a 
Cromer in a stern frame of mind, 








Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 


Benoer's 





FOR CHILDREN 
4 AND 
ANFANTS. INVALIDS. 


‘*Retained when all 


other foods are 
rejected.” — Lomdéon Me , ra 


z sve 


7. ‘ , ‘ 
In Tins at ls 6 Zs. G2., Se., and 10¢8,, of Ch-mis‘s 








Reckitts 


* Blue 


WARNING. »> | 
Refuse alli Substitutes. 


—_—- —-- 








| 


wee 0. ee eee 


“Cadbury's 


‘* The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, 
Absolutely Pure.” 
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The ‘King of the Fampers in Troube. Breaking his own Ware SP! A-_storm. over a Tea-cup. 

(1) The Queen’s (or rather Princess Christian’s) drawing-room (4) Slowly but surely comes the crinoline fiend— ‘ 
Will furnish themes for talk in many a “ jawing”-room ! That nasty, senseless, awkward, ugly, mean fiend ! 

(2) Said the bold U.S. unto the Sandwich Islands :; (5) How luckless was this Monarch of the Rampers ! 
‘U-S-timate in future, these are my lands!” His “ biz” is * bust,” for Jail one’s efforts hampers, 

(3) TI ha pence for a husband’s not expensive— (6) A man may, if he likes, destroy his croc] 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Se —THE uncompromising villain of 
Aen melodrama has one great virtue. 
This virtue is of such an all- 

en powerful and absorbing nature 
2y, that it may well be the reason 
Shee) that he has room for no more 
hy, arr eg eer tae wre 
\2.% 2 Virtue in his system. The great 
\ tee pi), virtue I refer to is the con- 
et stancy of his affection for the 
= married heroine. He has 
usually “loved har all—his— 
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| life,” but somebody or othe r 
‘ “came between them.” It is 
) something of a surprise that a 
ventleman of such manifest 
ubtlety anc firmness of purpose should have 
allowed anyone to come between them > but 
there are moments when even Apollo has 
not his bow at full stretch, Homer him- 

elf occasionally took forty winks, and 
it is this strain of weakness in the villain 






which Jinks him to our common nature and 
him to be circumvented in the last act. 
* a” ” 

ALL the same, his constancy is as marvellous as 
» = his plans, which are specially constructed on non- 
\ Jasting principles, The hero of Mr. Frith’s 
Th RY  . “CAK-  jumorous piece, hlight, is a melodramatic villain. 

ag Rg Or ought I to say that the hero of Mr. Frith’s 

CAUSK SHE WILL MM lolrama is a humorous villain? I think not. 

Nor Munnay—I- Perhaps I ought to call the piece a humorous 

eg MARKY melodrama Or a melodramatic i ot medy, | don't 

, know, At any rate, it is this scarcely happy con- 
junction of elements — “warring elements,” if you like — which 
obtrudes itself most upon the spectator’s attention. At one moment 
we have pretty Miss Helen Forsyth chaffing clever Mr. H. V. Esmond 
(rather elementary chaff, by the way), the next we have wicked Mr. 
Murray Carson making insidious love to distracted Miss May Whitty, 
Whom he has persuaded against her will to consent to marry him, and 
telling her that her husband, Mr. H. B. Conway, is dead when he isit, 

* a * 

THEN we have Mr, Edward Terry, who combines the two “elements” 
and is a “comic” forger (by 
which I do not mean an issuer 
of spurious FUNS!), lightly ban- 
tering a rising young barrister 
(who knows all about him) con- 
cerning hig love affairs, Anon 
we have wicked Mr, Carson per- 
suading poor Mr. H, B. Conway, 
Who has lost his memory in the 
accident which Mr. Carson Says 
killed him, and who plays his 
part so well that the prompters 
voice is often heard—that his 
wifeand child are dead, and that 
hed better vo back to America 
and let Mr, Carson marry her all 
nice and comfortably, and so on 

one down, tother come On, 
hattledoor and shuttlecock for 
four acts, at the end of which 
Mr. Terry says Mr. Carson had 
better chuck it, and he does, 

* - 2 
THE weicht of all this—and it 
isa little heavy, although there 
is no need to be tov heavy 
TERKY's.—THE Re- on the author — falls 
TURNED CONVICT upon Mr. Murray Carson, 
MR. TERRY) . 
WITH A TICKET who plays a rather un- 
LENEFIT. likely character with dle- 
eision and force in a cer- 
tain style; Mr. Rdward Terry, a rising 
young comedian of remarkable comic 
powers, Whose glib utterance is irresistibly 
mirth-provoking; Mr. H. B. Conway, who 
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flight, possibly, and it is likely that it may take early flight (though 
that is no business of mine), but there are points about it—notably in 
the acting—which will make its 
defeat (if it is defeated) an 
honourable defeat. 

* * * 

THE METROPOLITAN MUSIC- 
HALL.—The Sisters Ongar, who, 
to the number of two, unless my 
memory deceives me, I saw in 
bygone days at the old Oxford 
and the Westminster Aquarium, 
have just put in a re-appearance 
here with their revolving trapeze 
arrangement. The attraction, | 
suppose, besides the beautifully 
polished nature of the apparatus, 
is the apparently extra danger. 
Personally, the only way I can 
really enjoy these things is to | 
dismiss the idea of danger from HY). 
my mind. The Sisters Ongar’s ei 








TERRY'S.—UPSETTING A CARR-—SHE 
FORSYTH HERSELF UPON HIM. 


performance then appeals to me 
for what it is—an extremely 
clever and graceful one, and I 
gaze enraptured as each lady brings into play a pair of the most 
beautifully-shaped-arms I’ve seen fora long time. I should say the 
<isters have added another to their number, since I saw them first, ‘a 
sweet little cherub that sits up aloft,’ works the 
motive power of the apparatus, and finishes the per- 
formance by dropping from the roof into the net. 
* * * 

THE METROPOLITAN programme is a very good all- 
round one, and includes Miss Fanny Leslie (with a 
crinoline) and Mr. James Fawn. 

* * * 

THE TRAFALGAR.—Herr Henrik Ibsen’s Master 
Builder hashad a run of tive matinées at this theatre, 
but I was unfortunately (for somebody) not able to 
see it. I was rather under the impression that Ibsen 
was played out—or, rather, that his English audiences 
were, It is perhaps unnecessary to repeat that there 
iif METRO- are things in Ibsen which are sublime, but there are 
a” a many more of the other thing, and it is these of the 
THE ONGARS— Other thing that make him impossible. There is 
RATHER INc- always a contingent who look upon fog as sublimity 
pf A sp and indecency as power, and very likely there are 
ACEFUL.»=Ap- @nough of them for a few matinées. Iam told that 
PEARANCE. Miss Robins has been strikingly successful with the 

genial character of Hilda. I can belicve that, for the 
young lady is undeniably clever, and is worthy of better opportunities 
than she ordinarily gets, which is perhaps a reason that she flies to 
Ibsen, who undoubtedly gives opportunities—of a sort ! 
+ « o 

THE OXFORD.—There’s nothing the matter with the Oxford just 
now; on the contrary, it may be 
said to be booming. The lion of 
the show is, of course, th; Lion; 
but he no more xhausts the at- 
tractions than he exhausts his 
trainer's patience, As for the 
house itself it grows more luxurious 
every time we view it—as we go 
pretty often, visitors may be as- 
sured that it is gradually getting 
very comfortable, indeed, 

* * « 

NopDs AND WINKS.—The Mag ie 
Opal has ceased to draw, and so 
has been withdrawn. I didn't 
think much of the piece, but I 
hardly thought it such an Opaless 
failure! <A re-arranged version of 
The Golden Web. With a part for 
Miss Yohe introduced, takes the 
displaced jewel’s position in the 
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THE TRAFALGAR.— Priestess of the Cult. 
. “Another play of Ibsen's, Charles! 
bill on Saturday next.—About the The master to the front again!” 


Charles —*“ Oh! I say! I'd forgotten all 
about him! Am I expected to pump 


p all that enthusiasm again ? 


middle of March Woerecco Bound 
(says the Stage) will appear at the 
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HOW IT IS DONE, AND WHY. 


Loq. Barrister.—* If your Lordships—if your Lordships” (pause, 
during which First Judge whispers to Seeond, ‘Got to meet old 
Tommyrot at the Holborn early—must choke this beggar ")—* if your 
Lordships would only hear me at length, it would 

Second Judge.— However much we regret losing your eloquence, 
we find it inconvenient to remain here for the remainder of our 


natural existence!” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
A DEEP-DYED DEMON OF THE DAY; OR, APT 
ADULTERATION’S ARTFUL AID. 
CHAPTER 1005, 

, . WHEN our hero awoke from the stupor caused by the blow 
inflicted upon his frontal lobe, he looked around eagerly for some out- 
let both for himself and his abilities, but he could see nothing but 
darkness, and that was not of the best quality. Still, bad as it was, 
our hero would have preferred it like modern spirits, diluted according 
to price. Se 

Sut, speaking of “spirits” and “diluted,” we anticipate—and yet, 

not much; for, at that very moment, there came dancing into the 
cave a large consignment of Fiends of all sorts and sizes, bearing 
electric- lighted torches, and laughing as heartily as many do at a 
modern matinée tragedy, and dancing as eccentrically as a fin-de- 
siecle high-kickeress ‘of the variety shows. 

* By the Vaster Builder,’ cried one fiend 

“Chuck it!” exclaimed another. “Surely, we haven't fallen so 
low as Ibsenity !” 

“T don’t know,” remarked a third ; “ Ibsen’s rum ways are, in some 
plays, beginning to adulterate the good old British Drama, whereas 
we are hap ypily engaged in still baser work—namely, videlicet, that is 
to say, in adulterating good old British Diet !’ 

“Ha, ha,ha! True! true!” exclaimed OMNES; “ we are! weare 

“And we mean to do so still more!” yelled a terrible voice, 
suddenly making its appearance with a still more terrible body 
attached to it. 

‘Aha! Welcome, welcome, 
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O Master!” exclaimed tl 
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the Chief (for it was he), as they danced wildly around to the popular 
air of which the Historical Cow died. 

“What are these, so withered and so wild in their attire, that seem 
not like inhabitants o’ the earth, and yet are on’t, or rather under it?’ 
thought our hero, with a fine, bold touch of originality, as he breath- 
lessly crouched out of sight, like one evading the Income Tax that was 
then so prevalent, and which had, that very morning, been supple- 
mented by the brand-new County Council rate of threepence in the 
pound, 

Meanwhile, the demons kept on chanting as timelessly as a serio- 
comic Arteest of the Periol—or nearly so. Presently the principal 
demon, taking his hammer in his hand, rapped loudly for silence—and 
got it. 

“Ho! fellow-fiends!” quoth he, relapsing into a kind of run-on- 
blank (very blank) verse, “* we here are met to-day, to hold a sort of 
mammoth demon-stration! Pray, donot grin! I did not mean a joke! 
The task we are engaged upon is No Joke! At least, the Public shall 
not deem it so. For they, rood e: isy Jugginses, shall find, We hold the 
London and Provincial Rights—To settle them by means of daily 
food |” , 

“Aha! good biz! All hail, then, good old fiend!” 
as a Tory yells at Gladstone. 

“Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this?” murmured our hero, 
with another burst of grand and glorious originality. But on second 
thoughts (which are sometimes best, but not always), he once more 
bobbed down serenely to below. 

“In spite of the recent revelations in the Floods, Drink and Drugs 
Gazette and in the Morning,” resumed the chief demon more prosaically, 
‘“we are yet doing big adulterating business, and we are likely to pay 
a substantial dividend to all our shareholders, in our one Great Public 
Poisoning Project (Limited).” Cries of “ Hear, hear!” “ Hooray!” 
and other exclamations similarly unfit for publication under the 
circumstances and in this simple but shocking stor y. 

Presently, what time the young blood of our hero went down to 
Zero, with horror, these uncanny revellers, accompanying themselves 
on tom-toms, of an au-tom-tom-atic kind, chanted, or rather, screeched 
the following wild warble, which is, of course, carefully expurgated 
for family reading : 

THE DEMONS’ DREAD DITTY UP TO DATE. 
Lo, with joyous jubilation, 
Do we wander round this nation, 
Working fell annihilation 
By our deep Adulteration ! 


yelled Omnes, 


At wines and beer, and bread and butter 
Do we have our little flutter, 

Scoring with disdain most utter 

All “tut-tuts” of each “tut-tutter!” 


Of all goods of many a grocer 

Kach one here’s a dreadtul “ doser, 

So when disease and death lurk closer, 
Such affairs to us you owe, sir! 


In milk and buns, tea, coffee, cocoa, 
Our ingredients we soak, O! 

Yea, even in the “ weed’ you smoke, O 
Do we find a happy loco! 


Therefore, jump with jubilation, 
As we ply our occupation, 
Wholesale in assassination 

With our Apt Adulteration ! 


Let us drug every “mug” 

Poisoning all, both great and small, 

While the Law stands in awe, 

In a fix at our tricks. 

Much sensation and vexation in this nation 
Work we by Adulteration ! 

Here they whirled around in diabolical dances while they concocted 
their fell mixtures. 

“ Hold!” exclaimed our hero, unable to cork down his rage any 
longer, and bursting out like one of those very recent carbunic acid 
gas mixtures, alias sula-water—“ Hold! All this shall to good Fun, 
his ear!” 

“'Tis meet it should!” exclaimed the ever Unbought (except by 
the Public, at one penny weekly). “And / will make it warm for 
those Adulteration Johnnies!” 

According to history he kept his word, and soon—— 

[The remainder of the story is supposed to hare been stolen 
hy a suborne d Analyst. 


Ww AY do — sit before the fire? Because they'd jolly soon be 


roasted to a cin if they sat behind it. 
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A PULL AT THE BELL. 
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erribilder, we’ve only been in this ’ouse a fortnight and every bell-wire’s broken. I can’t stand it; asides, I can’t get my gal 
up in the hay hem nohow without bells.” 





eve made a job of it now. That ain't been done off in a hurry, It s made two strong men pruspire, it ‘ave: but vou ll pull 
the ’ouse down afore you breaks that ‘ere bell-wire now.” ; 
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CRITICS STUDYING THE BILL. 
Tory—*INFAMOUS PRODUCTION! BOUND TO BE KICKED OUT!” 
Liberal—“ QUITE A WORK OF GENIUS, AND CERTAIN TO PASS.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 94. 
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FROM POKER FLAT. 


Lord Cecil. —“ SHE'S WHAT THEY CALL AN ‘EMANCIPATED WOMAN,’ YOU KNOW, MISS VANDERCLAMS.” 
Miss Vanderclamae.—* YOU DON’T SAY! I DIDN'T KNOW YOU “LLOWED TO HAVE NIGGERS OVER HERE.” 


Windsor Castle with Sunlight Behind It. 


HE firm of Lever Bros., Limited (so- 
called, we suppose, because it consists of 
the smallest number of brothers possible), 


; 
Sper 
J , has for some time taken its stand some- 
e ° -—_- . . 
4 » fh vhere about the head of the trade as 





if 5M, manufacture ra f Sunlight Soap. It now 
2, proposes totake its stand at the Chicago 

r ‘ World's Fair. The stand it proposes to 
aj take consists of a Domed Vestibule 
(Domed is not a swear), a rece phion-room 

ind a store-room covering a space of 45 

feet by I&, and profusely decorated 

Inside and out with outrages on the 

feelings of Mr. Frith, R.A., in the shape 

~~ of pictures (Academy and otherwise) 
rs wiapted to the purposes of alvertise- 


ment. 

The roof of this structure is a 
somewhat unusual thing in roofs, con- 
‘isting, as it does, of an exact model, correct to scale and detail, of 
Windsor Castle ‘on the British Thames.” The model is both pretty 
and impressive—and the members of the Press, invited from all 
quarters of the country by these universal » ap-providers to inspect it, 
could not Soap-Press their admiration. We have no doubt that our 
American cousins will be gratified with this miniature re presentation 
of “ Queen Victoria's res'd’nee™ and will conclude that Messrs. Lever 
are the original manufacturers of “Old Brown Windsor.” 

Asa pendant to the i spection, we were conducted over the works, 


We saw more soap than we ever expect to require we dont believe 
there is dirt enough anywhere for all that soap. You never heard of 
such a lot of soap—the world was all soap. At the t pof the building 
& Condenser w bing 11 wit! a ehart vour. WAS voir ’ bivit a¢ 
WAS Al! BOR] ' ater. 7 ‘ t} Be : 


slabs of soap, bars of soap. We believe the desks in the counting- 
house are made of soap (the clerks were certainly lathering into their 
work like anything). Boys and girls all over the place were cutting 
soap, trimming soap, stamping soap, wrapping soap, packing soap, 
breathing soap, thinking soap, living soap. And as we realised the 
stupendous nature of the undertaking, which includes a considerable 
(plain and coloured) printing-plant, packing-case machinery and gas- 
making apparatus—observed the pretty Queen Anne workmen's 
cottages on the estate (which is quite a village in itself), the handsome 
Recreation Hall, and what not, we acknowledged within ourselves the 
enormous amount of “Sweetness Sun-Light” which is distributed 
abroad by this Sunlightened firm, and came home to manufacture, with 
a free conscience, this little bit of soft soap on our own account. 
(Signed) SAVON-AROLA. 


A Golden Example. 


fA man recently died intestate and without any known successor to his wealth 
amounting to £700,000.) 
Ty I'd as much money as I could spend, 
Do you fancy I'd spend it?) Oh, no! 
The whole of it out at good int’rest I'd lend, 
And so make my capital grow. 
To turn all my shillings to pounds I would try, 
»y ev ry device I could find, 
And make it my pride, when my time came to die, 
Io leave immense riches behind. 


A White Lie. 


Mr. AND Mrs. KENDAL at the Avenue continue to draw large 
audiences with the clever play, A White Lie, in which they are well 
supported by C. Macklin and Annie Irish. It is understood that the 
management v next produce Zhe Jr Vaster,and after that Prince 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART IX. 
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es, an’ climbs on the si 
f the parlour winder an 
I ishes back the sash bolt 
with a penknife. Then he 
Crawis 1n an comes rouncc 
an opens the door. * You'd 
amost think I was a per- 
fesshnal burglar,’ says ‘e, 
witha pleasant smile. *Ho! 
never, sir,’ says I, an’ my 
little Eliza laughs at the 
ventleman’s funny way. ‘I 
wont leave you yet,’ says 
‘e. ‘as somethink might 
‘ave ‘appeneld wrong, the 
‘ouse bein’ left so queerly, an’ the ’all door bell stuffed up.’ An’ we 
goes downstairs. "im an’ me an’ little Eliza. an’ there ain't no sign 


‘ 


of a girl, an’ we goes upstairs in the same way. ‘FE peeps in at 

the empty drawin’-room an’ then above, an’ then we comes to the 
, ° e s . . . rey)" ‘ } 

fourth floor. ‘Locked!’ sez’e, rattlin’ Mr, Johnson-Williams’s door- 


J 


I 
iT) ile, Then *e stoops an’ peeps through a CTack.,. "E's lyin’ on the 
fy in there,’ sez’e, ‘an’ appearances are suspishus. I’m a-goin’ to 
break open this door!’ An’ ’e takes somethin’ from a pocket at the 
} ° ° . 


back of ‘is waist an’ breaks it in— yh! deary dear! as if e was quite 
stomed. But you’re standin’, sir.’ This was another device to 

6 ia little time. Y * Please to walk upstairs.” She by ran to exucde 

tears again, like a slow still-worm, as she lighted a candle that stoo 


a 
in a battered tin candlestick on the crazy hall-table. She groane 


{ 

l 
again as she beckoned me to follow her, and, panting, laboured 
ip the steep old-fashioned stairs as high as the fourth floor, ‘ You'll 
find all his little things about,” she sai {, as she enfolded the door- 
knob in her apron, ‘ Dear—deary me!” She opened the door, I 
went in. 

My poor friend's lodging was a good-sized combined bed and sitting 
room situated at the back of the house, and commanding from its two 
WilkiOWs an extensive prospect of chimney-pots, and an angular slice 
of a mews where hissing men rubbed down horses and clankel buckets 
at all hours of the day and night. There were his few books on a 


shelf; there was his old blackened pipe; there was his poor, worn 


. ‘ . — } : . ae ‘ 
overcoat hanging now behind the door; there was his umbrella standing 
| } } + 7 },] ‘ V he r 
1a corner, and there his Sunday hat in a blue bandbox on the top o 
| 


the chest of drawers. My chest pained me as I looked about ; my eyes 
hiled and smarted, 


ve "] y ) ae ] ‘ 
Wh cn a nicer and quieter young gentieman I never loiged, sald 
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slippery horsehair, which stood near the fireplace—* you might 'a 
? } + +} 4 . it} 7 +} liver . seth rae ! 
iel me to the floor with a feather-duster, such was the turn I 


+} ry +} "- 2 ‘att, 32 . ag } Q 
then the doctor a-puttin’ his ‘and as solemn as 


The landlady responded with a Delphic utterance: “ Failer- 
oftheartaxiom.’ 
I grasped her meaning after a few ineffectual efforts. 

* Failure of the heart’s action.” I repeated. * And what—what 


{ you to let him take him—take it—away, without leaving any address, 
‘—— Goold heavens! It is monstrous, monstrous! You must have been 
ut of your senses! What will my poor friend's family say to it?” 
landlady saw her chance and grasped it 


* Bless you, sir! many and many a time 
has the poor dear told me he hadn't got a 


soul in the world, of his own bloat! 





I spoke to the woman sternly. 
“Mr. Johnson-Williams had employers. 
Mr. Johnson-Williams had friends. I. as one 


ff them, shall report vour disgraceful conduct 


» the firm he has served for so many vVears. 
ll take action in the matter.” My 


woman cowered uhder my 


lo | know that mv friend is 
we mn “How do lk \ 
t " t Iti i I lL play H s 


' . } } ) 1] 
I s popper. Phi SUT 
; } : } 
ia SUNK UpONn the Noor a 
i 
ellitied heap of Consclehce- 


tricken misery. She rocked 
o and fro, and wept in real 
earnest. 

“Oh! my dear ‘eart alive ! 
Kind gentleman, don’t be 
hard on a widow woman as 
always kep’ her house re- 
spre table, and sent her 
children neat to school, 
Which wrong it was to leave 
the “ouse, but in the worrit 

and Doctor George—as I 
wish [Td never set eves on 
—sendin’ me with a shillin’ 
to the Man and Magpie, in 
Kemmis Street close by, for 
a quartern of gin hot, with 
lemon, to be drunk on the 
premises, ‘Which your 
nerves, Missis Tichett,’ he 
say, *‘ave ‘ad a shock, and unless you take 
somethink to compose “em, T will not answer 
for the consequences.” And me a-takin’ it, 
consequently, and comin back to find ‘em 
th rone, and little Eliza, SAYS she, ‘I 
hed a cab for the doctor, mother, and he’s 

took the poor young gentleman = away.’ 
‘Where?’ [ says, and nothink can that child tell me, except that I'm 
to hear from Doctor George in the morning. And never a line! And 
me that worritel, with my ‘eal a-spinning like little Johnny's top. 
And the story leaking out, and the dear child jeered at passin’ the 
public-‘ouse on ‘is way to school with * Who stole the corpse!” and 
‘Who cheated the Coroner?’ and me obliged to keep the blinds down 
because of people staring in at the front winders all day, and throwin’ 
things down the airy. Oh, deary dear! And friends and employers 
C min to ask for the ' mg cventleman, only to fin him kidnapped by 
a body-snatcher o1 worse. And me a lost woman, if ever there was 
one.” 

“Go downstairs, woman,” [ commanded, in tones strangely stern. 
And Mrs, Tichett surged away. 


(Tu be continued.) 


Bric-a-Brac. 


ALTHOUGH Britannia rules the waves, 
Since Britons never can be slaves, 

The waves she rules in ev'ry sea, 
-(ej)uridom can't be said to be, 


T) vexed estjon, I Vu robes travel, has been answered by the 
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| | For Home and Hall. 
| | * od A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SorRTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
: : AND Music-HALL CONSUMPTION. 


(V.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 


GRILLED LADIES! 
A Serio-Comie Carol for the Sweet Sez. 

FELLOW-LADIES of ANGLOBRICELTIA, my dears 

(That's the new name proposed for Great Britain), 
We desire that you greet with the heartiest cheers 

One M.P. who's with courtesy smitten ! 
Tis kind Mr. Conybeare (ah, bless his heart ! 
Whatever his politi s’ shade is), 

he is preparing to take, ** dears,” our part, 


Fi € } 


, 


T 
And abolish the “Grille” for the ladies; 
2 , = 


Our senators dare 
es a -g¥ 
To nightly imprison us ladies 

CHORUS. 


But soon they won't dare 
T 


oO put us up there— 
In a cage, as though feminin status were nil. 
V I Pars nov peep tnrougn 
Like asts at the Zoo! 
But soon will dear “ Cony” abolish the Grille! 
When seeking election (as C hy, dear, states), 





Men, tremblin rly, CTAve Our AaSsistance ; 
And yet at all sittings, and eke all debates, 
We're shut Ina Lage at a distan: e! 
When can assing’s on—whate’er Party it be— 
These Ven (so-called) gush, fawn and flatter ! 
But when they’re elected, each selfish M.P. 
Then thinks, * O these women don’t matter!” 
Then, as though we are soft, 
We are put up aloft, 
Because they think ladies don’t matter ! 





© CHORUS. 
THE PUFF SLEEVE. jut dow’t we? They'll find 


Theatre Attendant la rranging Lady ku retnichter a put ales Cj)— That tho igh we ve been kind, 

‘Up or out, madam?” We now will arise and of Rights take our fill! 
Lol Furstnichter.—* Oh, out, please—becanse the t time we And with Conybeare’s plan 

went to the plas a horrid man in the stall behind me said m3 sleevi We'll commence to tame Man ; 


hid the stage, and that if | kept them up he or [ would have to go out So let's up, girls, and fight and cry “ Down with the Grille!’ 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Mr. LABOUCHERE asks, “Is not the M.P. worthy of his hire? one handing over the registration system of the metropolis to that 
The opponents of his Bill for the payment of M.P.'s claim to stand on busybe«ly institution, the London County Council. The Council, which 
a higher than a hire footing. | : , was never intended to bea political body, is continually hankering after 

political power; and if it has a free hand, the time is not far distant 

On the motion of Mr. Gladstone Mr. Mellor was, in a roundabout when London will sigh for even the Board of Perks, 









oA a ” 

Mr. Asquith’s Employers’ Liability Bill is a capital measure, except 
in so far as it throws on the 
workman the onus of bringing 
the knowledge of defects in 
machinery to the notice of his 
superiors. This will lead to 
hard swearing ; besides, there 
will in some establishments 
be a tacit understanding that 
the man who points out dan- 
ger will be sacked—not for 
ga 2, ~ pointing out the danger, oh, 
a= messy ‘icarno! But there are more 
LB ways of killing a cat than by 

hanging it. 

« * * 

Mr, Bumble is seized with 
perturbation. According to 
Mr. Fowler's answer to Mr. 
jenn (se non é@ vero € Ben(n) 
trvvato) the Government are 
contemplating handing over 
the functions of Gog and 
Magog to the London County 
Council. Well, Gog and Magog 
have hal a good time. But 

the City stand the L. C. 


method peculiar to the Commons, elected | 
man of Committee of Ways and Means, whicl 
means that he is au fad with 
all their little ways 
’ > * 

(i. (), M. wiht] 
The very man totake the ch 
And fill it well, is Mellor. 
Lives as he ought to live, 
Lives as he ought to ive, 







Lives as he ought to live, 
And in fh jolly fellow. 
So, landlord, fill the flow- 


iy bow I. ete, 





: SS Difexce _— 
Armd DAFi Ange 





* oe + 

Sir Michael Hicks-Beach 
elicited from Mr. Gladston 
that the Home Rule Bill would 
come on for second reawling on 
the 15th of March. 

. o * 

Mr. Fowler's Bill to amend 
the Law relating to the Regis- 
tration of Electors may be 
described in the words of the 
announcements of new publi- 
eations, only with much more 
truth, as a long felt want 


Phi ( ‘ ‘ } ‘ a” " ‘ ‘ ‘ - 
y : : ri ’ a. 
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Tlis Reverence.— 


4“t.—* HOME RULE FOR IVVER, YER RIVERENCE! 


Critics Studying the Bill. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


TALK of nuts to crack! The Home Rule 
measure, 

Which our enterprising Mr, Gladstone 

Lately laid before the House of Commons 

After an excited Opposition 

(Not by votes but simply by orations), 

Is about the toughest nut you ever, 

You or any other politician, 

Had for cracking—whether it were filbert, 

Cob-nut, ye a-nut, walnut, or Brazil nut, 

Or a metaphoric nut that offerd 

Obstacles to getting at its kernel. 

Well, this Home Rule measure—be it nuttish, 

Fish, or flesh, or fowl], or good red herrin 

Anyhow affords much food for study, 

And to varied tastes yields varied tlavour. 

One may deem it truly a most charming 

Fruit of his great leader’s lucubrations, 

Whilst another may describe the morsel 

As an absolute abomination, 


“SO YE'RE GOIN’ VOTIN’, ARE YE, PAT? 





THE INDEPENDENT VOTER. 


AND Now, ARE YE Home RULE, OR WHAT?” 
SHURE THE WIFE'S THIS MINNIT DRUV ME OUT WID A FRYIN’-PAN, AND 


CHUCKED A FLAT-OIRON AFTHER ME, AND SEZ SHE, ‘PATHRICK!’ SEZ SHE, ‘MOIND HOME RULE’S THE WURRD!’” 


And a third may mutter,“ Not for Joseph!” ; 
But they all must, like it not or like it, 

Do their level best to learn its structure, 
Comprehend its complicated details, 

Pierce its husk, and then dissect its inwards, 


Picture Shows. 

THE GRAFTON GALLERIES.—There is an 
appearance of freshness in these spacious and 
beautiful rooms both from their strueture and 
from the works they contain. Some three 
hundred and seventy pictures of a most varied 
kind, some so good and of such great interest 
that the wonder is others so very bad could 
possibly have got placed. The Continental 
schools supply a large number of remarkable 
works, Amongst the most prominent are those 
by Degas, Segantini, Mesdag and Roussel. Of 
the portraits, that of Lady Meux, by Whistler, 
and that of The Hon. Sir John C. Day, by 


Prince Pierre Troubetskey, are, although the 


very opposite in treatment, amongst the most 
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important. Of our British workers, the Scotch- 
men are very strong. There are two remarkable 
pictures by Frank Brangwyn showing a 
versatility of power he had not before been 
credited with. The show is altogether an 
extraordinary one, and will well repay more 
than one visit. 


On a Stretcher. 
IF your trou— (well, you men guess my mean- 
ing aright— 
Yea, whether you're etchers 
Or young bard-bud Fletchers) 
Are loose, you must serve them as some serve 
folks “tight ’”’— 
Yes, like bobby-fetchers, 
Just put ’em on “ Stretchers.” 
But the Stretchers you need, you will please 
understand, 
Are those of the famous John Hamilton brand ! 


CHEMICAL: A dance is a compound of 
hops and capers. 











C.BRANDAUEREC°S. 


1 C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s C 99 
_ Circular-Pointed Pens. (J dh l ry 9 “ 
= na : F NO 














‘The Typical Cocoa of auEAICALS 
English Manufacture, “yen 
These series or pens write as smoothly as a lead ay a Absolutely Pure.” (As in the 


and neither scratch nor spurt, the points being r ’ 
new pr , ‘ ’ S$o-cauiéd 
ya Ww pl ess A San | x for 7 Sta Die 3 ; 
4 Lori 


—The Analyst. a 


Ciisutts PENS, 





Cool Sweet Smokino 
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Another successful 
lacy detective 
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Boi Tg av peer 
VHIlCl OUP “a : A nutsance To Ihe congregfa lion 
(4) A damsel—an amateur secret detective— 
Caught a porter whose morals were highly defective. 
(5) After hearing Booth’s “ Army” this Johnny, like winking, 
In unlicensed hours soothed his conscience by drinking. 


» -_ 
_ 


(1) Here’s March once again, with his usual bluster, 
Putting no end of good folk in a fluster. 

(2) This lady denied she was this * brother's” sister, 
But he, when run in, showed the case was a “twister. 





(6) A fowl-keeping neighbour killed someone's Grimalkin, 


(3) Lady Japanese Journalists (unlike Britannic) ome . wwser 
re drive ; Which caused the bold Beak of stiff fines to be talkin’, 


Al n forth in a sort of (Ja)pan-ie. 


] } ‘ 
| | ‘ y : 4 ; y rs nower than swet ness 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—WHEN you goto 
the Empire and 
buy a programme 
(which the man- 
agers of this flour- 
ishing concern, the 
latest declared 
dividend of which 
was at the rate of 
70 per cent. per 
annum, do not see 
their way to pre- 
senting to their 
patrons gratis) you 
will find therein 
inserted printed 
matter purporting 
to tell the story of 
the latest ballet, 
Katrina. In the 
words of the poet, 
‘Trust it not, it is 
fooling thee.” 
THIS document 
would have you to 
believe that Sig- 
norina Cavallazzi 
is a student, and 
that Katrina (a 





TUE EMPIRE.—A STROKE Tun Cat OBsIReTS TO, eat) “slumbers at 
his elbow.” IT had 

immediate doubts about the student I lial none about the eat. She 
was no more slumbering than | was; ane vou 
don’t eateh me slumbering at the Empire. She Cm ~ 
was agvressively, glassily awake and unreposeful ; — 
you might have taken her fora stuffed cat! My ya 4 yy 
doubts of the studentship were soon confirmed, G a % = 





when I saw a young laly in a fancy dress come 
pirouctting into his room (giving his mother— 
beans, was it? or bacon ?), when I saw a lot more 
people in fancy dress come dancing round ane 
interrupting him, and, above all, when [ saw him 
tear up several sheets of paper and put them into 
the waste-paper basket, | knew at once that he 
was a Journalist, late with his copy (a circum- 
stance without which no Journalist is complete), 
frantically trying to eateh up Time, and bad- 
yered to death by visitors and friends on. their 
way toa Covent Garden Ball, 






4 a a 

THE Journalist is true to his copy, and will not 
accompany his friends to the ball. However, he 
falls asleep instead. Then that document remarks Tu 

: bs : ul EMPIRE. 
that he “sees the clock case open, But he does Visitor (loq).—"Oh ! 
not, because his eyes are shut and his back is the little kittens!” 
turned. Another Covent Garden reveller — a 
stnall one this time. and a clever little dancer— 
eomes out, The document describes her as an 
limp. Perhaps it knows be st, but she seemed a 
very well-behaved little person, except that she 
isa party to the fraud of that document when 
it wants you to believe that she turns Katrina 
Into “a young and lovely woman, but mis- 
chievous withal”” She does nothing of the sort, 
| distinctly saw Katrina and the * young and 
lovely’ both on the stage at the same time, 

* * * 

THE “young and lovely” is an agile young 
person in a costume less suitable for Greenland’s 
icy mountains than India’s coral strand, And I 
believe that it isa“ put up thing” between her 
and the Imp,” to lure the Journalist to that 

Fancy Ball. At any rate, it happens so, for 
off she starts agilely through the attic win- 
dow, the Journalist follows her, and the 
next we see of them—there they are, at the 


TI Fancy Ball, 


THE document says it is the kingdom of 
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very brilliant affair it is, too ; though the 
dresses do run a good deal to cats and 
birds, It is very gorgeous, splendid, 
clever and effective—the cat dresses are 
particularly striking and 
interesting. Signorina 
Cavallazzi is as good as 
always. A new-comer (to 
me), Signorina Luigia 
Cerale, besides a general 
expert acquaintance with 
the details of “ Prima” 
dancing, shows special ex- 
cellences, Signor Simone 
Elia is also good ; 
I liked Elia’s es- 
says. The Misses 
Vineent, Cora 
Clere, and other 
old friends dis- 
tinguish them- 
selves as usual, 
Sut where is our 
De Sortis ? We 
miss her and 
weep. 
















NODS AND 
WINKS. — Miss 
Emmott-Her- THE EMPIRE.—THE Ca’ 
AND THE CANARY, A TALE 
OF WRONG AND WRETCH- 
EDNESS.,. 


bert, as Captain 
Thérése, — takes 
the field at the 
head of a thoroughly efficient troupe (or is 
it “troop” ) at the Grand, Hull, on the 
I3th inst.. preparatory to conquering the 
provinces, Or perhaps I should say, to con- 
firming a conquest, for, armed with a voice, 
sweet, full, and well-cultivated, some graces 

of nature and sixteen weeks’ stage experi- 

ence, she plunged into the fray with 

Marjorie some few years ago (under Mr, 

Horace Sedger), and made a sort of triumphal pro- 
gress of it. As Marton, in La Cigale, Paul Jones in 
the immortal work of that name, and in the creation 
of the title-role in Fuurette, she has been received 
With increasing favour and approval. Miss Herbert 
does not travel with the dislocated version of Captain 
Thérese presented at the 
Prince of Wales's, but with 
the original American ver- 
sion which Miss Hunting- 
don (you remember Miss 
Huntingdon?) didn’t play. 
If this ammunition “goes 
off” well Miss Herbert is 
pretty sure of a successful 
campaign, for she has en- 
listed a splendid — corps, 
including the handsome and 
sweet-voiced Miss Kate 
Drew in the part of Marcel- 
line, Miss Nellie Christie, 
Mr. George Temple, Mr. 
Walter Marnock, and that 
driest of cards, Mr. Fred 
Kimney.—Dick Whittington 
at the Olympic reached its 
hundredth performance the 
other evening. I thought 
he'd = live to be a hundred,” 
—The Royal Victoria Hall 
pursues the even tenor of 
its useful and benevolent 
way, with Science Lectures 
On Tuesdays, Concerts on 
Thursdays, and Varieties on 
Mondays, Wednesdays and 
Saturdays. Make careful 
note of the days, please, in 
case of accidents, 


is now si 


A GRACEFUL 
GEST'RE! 











1) THE GRAND, HULL.—CAPTAIN THERESE. OFF 
l¢ Tron- THERES} HIs STANDARD IN rik COUNTRY! 


Marca 8, 1893. 





PAD wae 














A H-OAX. 


Driver.—*“ See that off-side ’oss—fine ’oss, ain’t he, sir! 

Old Slowcoach.—* He is, indeed, a very fine horse.” 

Driver.—* Yes, he isa fine ’oss.” (Zmpressively.) “ D’you know, sir, 
I always said as that there mare would carry off the ’Oax, if she was 
put to it.” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
AN INTRO-SPECTRE ! 

[Evidently an instalment of an introspective psychological novelette of the kind 

was fashionable in certain circles towards the end of the nineteenth century.) 

. . « » ALAS! How to account for it I know not, even though 
long years have passed since that Terrible Night; and my then grey 
hair has since grown black. I only know that, as I sat poring over 
the journals of the day and evening, and especially over the New Out- 
of-Doors Rule Bill for the W. by 8.W. by N.E. Division of Kamschatka, 
I became aware of a fluttering within my noble chest—a sort of 
smothered groan escaped me, and presently—ah! shall I ever forget 
the sight? I trow not! At least, not much! ... . 

A shadowy and indistinct figure stood before me. “ Who art thou?” 
I cried, “ O shadowy visitor! as shadowy as the political policy of ia 

“Hold!” murmured, or rather groaned, the Misty New-Comer, 
beginning, as it were, to materialise. ‘ Pause, ere thou mentionest the 
name thou wouldst. Be svre, for instance, that thou dost not mention 
it in such sort, for mere fancy or spleen!” 

“Spleen!” I retorted. ‘* Howdarest thou wag thy visionary tongue 
in noise so rude against me! Who the Dickens, or Thackeray ; or, to 
be more up-to-date, who the Blackmore, Hardy, Besant, or Meredith, 
art thou, who thus presumest to——”’ 

“Peace !” whispered the Visionary Visitor, in tones, or rather semi- 
tones, that made me snipe—I mean, quail !—* I am no Other than thy 
INNER EGo !—yea, thy Astral Body, in short, thy very SELF, and I 
am come to Introspect thee!” 

“To WHAT me?” I shrieked, as my half-smoked and semi-detached 
Villar-Villar fell unheeded from my lips. 

“To psychologise thee!” answered the temporarily-independent 
Half of me, in tones more in anger than in sorrow. ‘And to tell 
thee,” It proceeded, “that thou art a Haunted Man!” 

‘“ Haunted?” I murmured, feebly. “By whom? By thee 

“Nay.” It replied, with a piercing look that was unlike what Ibsen 
says his latest mixture is. Absolutely Thrilling; “thou art haunted by 
the Foul Fiend Party !” 

Party!” [stammered. “What meanest thou? What, prithee, is 
thy little game, thou inspect—L mean, Intro-Spectre ?” 

“This!” hollowly moaned the Gimlet-Goggled Ghost.“ Art thou 
not bound hand and foot—nay, worse, bound Heart and Mind! O 
Man (and when I speak to thee I speak to Millions similarly enslaved) : 
art thou not, I say, the veriest puppet of whichever Political Party 
may chance to be thy Party ? Post thou not regard every question, 
every proposal, every scheme. every election, every candidate, every 
debate, every measure, every Bill, every Act, every «livision, every— 
deuce knows what. solely from the Party point of view?” 

“Well, I- 


“Don’t dare to deny it!” sternly answered my Inner Self, making 
: —nAtl 





as thouch it would fling the fire-irons—not to mention the fendcr 
my Conscience, which. I must confess, at that moment felt as though 


uf rreate + terrors i arm lal T - Ca 
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Sickness and Stage Fright combined. “Don't dare to deny it! 
What of the various measures put forward by any Government? Say 
Conciliation, Arbitration, Registration, Immigration, Emigration, 
Colonisation, Sanitation, Annexation, Occupation, Evacuation, Explor- 
ation, County-Councilation Co-operation, Reformation—ay, and even 
Erination and Homerulation! Dost thou not, O Self-fancied Un- 
biassed but Self-deceiving Dupe, often, nay, mostly, regard all these 
things through the medium, either of the kaleidoscope or the smoked 
vince-nez of Party!” 

“ Really, you are rather hard upon me!” I cried, “for it-——” 

* Bah!” retorted my Other Self, scornfully, and tugging at trembling 
conscience as a dentist does at a disobedient tooth. “Bah! Booh! 
Bosh! THAT won’t wash! Answer me this!” hissed my visionary 
vis-a-vis, flinging, as it were, a search-light into my very soul: “ Can 
you see the faintest possible shadow of a shadelet of good, as a rule, in 
any movement or measure promulgated by the Party which yeu do 
not belong to? And also, are you ever able to perceive even the 
tiniest fleck of error, and indeed anything but absolutely the most 
perfect perfection in anything put forward by your own Party? Does 
not this feeling colour what you are pleased to term your mind, 
whether you be the Man in the Street, an M.P., a so-called Comic 
Singer, an Electoral Candidate, a Student of the Trafalgar Square 
Root, one of the Tower Hill-tribes, a Political Economist—yea, even 
if you area Parson, or eke a Journalist? Tell me, is not this thus, 
you Bat-Eyed Beauty?” 

* Alas!” I cried, * I cannot deny it! 
all! as they say on our modern stage.” 

“And do you think that your nation will ever get any legislation 
properly worked while it is a// run on this blithering basis ?”’ 

* Well, now you come to mention it,” I replied, submissively, to my 
Other Self, as I offered it a cigar, “I really——” , 
* * * * + * 

Unhappily, the remainder of this introspective narrative is, like 
certain Words of that period, Missing. But, perhaps enough has been 
quoted to afford some little glimpse of a state of political muddle long 
extinct.—ED. 


Tis true, tis true! I see it 


WAGPEN’S SHAKESPEAREAN PORTRAITS. 
No, 1—LADY MACBETH, 
WiTH COMMENTS BY THE BACKGROUND Boy, 


“HE must a bin precious bal when he done that,” he sez, with the 
tears a-bowling down his cheeks, an’ his ‘and a-shaking like a haspen, 
“This is to prove that drink is the tap-root of all evil, William, It 

that woman 
hadn’t had a 
weakness for 
Scotch—old and 
swect, and they 
didn’t know how 
to adulterate in 
the twelf’ centu- 
rion, William, the 
tragedy would 
never have been 
written. Think of 
that, my lad, .an’ 
nex’ time you run 
out for a_half- 
quartern, William, 
forego your cus- 
tomary suck at 
the bottle hg Ha, 
ha! How did he 
fiml that out? 
Summun'’s a- 
ringin’ the studio 
bell. Who's she? 
Accordin’ to my 
experience, I 
should say, either 
a tidy model ora 
untidy young 
lady. What did you say, Miss?) Any sittin’s? This is an imagi- 
nation-shop, this is, Wedon't go in for models, but there's a animile 
painter next door, Ow! you nasty, vicious Wot! Call yourself 
a woman, an’ use your ‘ands like that? Garn!. .. Got rid of "er. . . 
I shall have some jam an’ sardines. . . . An’ I know where the 
guv'nor keeps his cigars. ... He can't ‘ide anythink from me, excep’ 
the licker. an’ that he allus carries about him, inside as well as out. 
Calls his left tail coat pocket the cellar. It'll cellar him one ot there 
‘ore dave when he sets down sudden. I've arfa mind, . " 

; ( Probably ta be continued, ) 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. 
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A TOO HEARTY HAND-SHAKE. 
THE ORIGIN OF AN ANCIENT FAMILY FEUD, 








MARCH 8, 1893, 


March Winds Vindicated, 


THERE'S a moaning, there’s a groaning, 


There’s a horrid, hollow sound, 
There’s a wild and weird intoning. 
To be heard the country round. 
There’s a strange, nomadie shrilling 

As of Gawain’s wandering ghost : 
There’s a murmur, spirit-thrilling, 
As of souls for ever lost. 
There’s a Wrestling Lion’s roaring : 
There’s a shriek, as of the pain 
Of poor Rachel, loud deploring 
Her descendants foully slain. 


There’s a whistling, there’s a whining 


That its hearer turneth pale ; 
There’s a nondescript combining 
Of the whimper and the wail. 
There’s a squalling most enthralling, 
Such as Bedlam’s hours becuiles ; 
An appalling caterwauling, 
As of Thomas on the tiles. 
And the sounds dispel our gladness, 
And we say, with mickle fear, 
* It’s the sadness and the madness 
Of the winds of March we hear! 


ut, in thus our views proclaiming 
It is well for us to know 

That we're merry March defaming 
By a libel base and low. 

For the winds he brings us yearly 
Are pacific, mild, and fair : 


And those gruesome sounds are mere!) 
Heavy loadsthev’re doomed to ben : 


Heavy loads of moaning. groaning 
Heavy loads of heavy sighs, 

Heavy loads of deep intoning, 
That from human breasts arise, 

And would burst the cosmic system 
If the sapient March did not 

On a traveller's march enlist ‘em, 
And disperse the noisy lot. 

Yes, when February endeth, 
From the face of earth to heaven 

Every woesome sound ascendeth 
From poor people, anguish-riven 

And of all their ululating 


What's the reason? Why, that they 


Are with tears anticipating 
The detested Quarter Day!!! 
So it’s sounds of human sadness 
That athwart the earth career. 
When we fancy it’s the madness 
Of the winds of March we hear! 


Lullaby for a Young Papa’s 


Singing. 
Tis the voice of my baby, I heat if 
complain, 
“All your efforts to soothe me you'll 
fin are in vain: : 
I don’t know what ails me 
A bit more than you ; 
But. when sereeching fails me. 
V1] vell * Boo-00-00 iy 
‘You thought what a joy I should be 
when I came, 
How pretty. and funny, and quiet. and 
tame : 
You should not have done so 
You ought to have known 
How few babies run so— 
It’s no use to groan!” 


Form, Riflemen, Form! And they Show Good Our William. 
Form, too. WILLDAM is How strong on the subject of the Spring, One would 
FuUN's Man About 7 passed a mest agreeable evening, on t think that he was a perfect clerk of the weather altogether, He looks 
28th ult.. at the Annual D roft ( vick Company (very good out of the othce-wind —wWhich is high up—he looks at the chimn 
pear ) I South M \ }] | ~ i On tl Slat | | saves. s ! 
‘apt | I I [ I [ | 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY., 
PART 2; 

IT saT on the hard bed; my elbows rested on my knees, my fingers 
were twisted in my hair. Vainly I strove to probe the maddening 
mystery. Was my poor friend really dead?) Supposing the land- 
F lacy’ s tale true—and I was strongly inclined to believe it — was 
the mysterious stranger who had he ‘Iped Mrs. Tichett to break into her 
own house. discovered (perhaps with pre-knowledge) the ¢ pond tion of 
her unfortunate lodger, taken his own measures for getting rid of her, 
and then eloped with the body. T had heard dark things hinted aleout 
the Vivisectionists ere then. A man had told me, who had had it 
from another man, who was said to have had it whispered in his ear 
bv a member of the Detective Foree, that in Berlin. Paris. Vienna 
and London, human subjects are regularly kidnapped, experimented 
Ov), and then either released under terrible oaths ot non-betraval. 

ribed into holding their tongues, or summarily put out of the 
way: that four-wheeled cabs patrol lonely streets for other pur- 
poses than those of obtaining casual fares, and that an elder), 
or sping a personal acquaintance of the original teller of the 
. had. while walking up the Regent’s 
P oer in broad day light. been hustled 
poe men into one of these vehicles, 
ragged, and conveyed to a certain house in 
chbourhood of Maida Vale, where. 
ifter being strapped down to a_ table 
overed with sheet-lead and furnished with 
re sink and gutter. he lead rakes atom: 
ndergone the mortification of being rippe 
ip. of having the whole of his digestive 
apparatus extracted * under his very eves” 
(cocaine or some other pain-deadening 
ug having been previously administered ). 
of having the essential organs put back 
again after leisurely examination, and of 
finding himself, after a short period of un- 
consciousness, Iving on his back in’ the 
middle of Paddington Green, with a bank- 
note for a thousand pounds in his. vest 
pocket, and no other trace of the recent 
operation remaining, than a neat longitu. 
dinal seam. which he earried about him 
intil his dving day. 

My mind, revolting from these horrible 
irresistibly turned to other 
1 recall the good, 


’ 


suspicions, 
thoughts, T began to 
sImple ways of my poor vanished friend— 
to conjure up his image as it had appeared 
before me that night at Hampton Wick. 

Great Heavens! was it possible? There 
e stood before me, neatly defined, if some- 
Vhiat cloudy, in the uncertain light of the 

ttering, flaring candle, 

| sprang to my feet with a sayeth of | 

‘ Less emotion, I bee. iV dear Pe ins V 
uid the faint. hollow voice I knew so we oll, 
‘The disturbance and agitation of your 
Miined oe ee vente “| mv cvetting here 





’ ‘ } } 27 . ; . ) 
mer, and delay, under the present erreumestances, is an % 


of the anxiety f mm which I aim lust now suffer) 
bent my whole mind to bringing him out strongly, and 


‘Te annot eXpress What reliet it is to see vou, | Scaled. Wieter aly 
elreumstanees,”’ gras ping his filmy hand. = But. if vou will not think 
me rude, I had rather you had brought vour b miy W ith Vet TL disad, 

] 


The features of Johnson-Williams twitched, He seemed to swallow 
ence or twice convulsively before utterance becam 
said: 

an is just what I wanted to speak to you about, J— in fact, | 

nt know where it is.’ 

‘You DON’T KNOW WHERE IT IS?” 
‘Be calm. miv lear Pegley! entreated Jolnson-Williams, °° I am 


} rfectly earnest im saving I don’t know where my mV Corp real 
lrame—is located at this moment.” he crip ;, “7 appears to have 
been mislaid or—or stolen.” He winked convulsivels | 
his wraith of a shirt-collar. “The landlady’s story [ should a € 
chy | Sf 7 1)t \ I « Llri¢ } mea L | nel an eit Crone 
Was in strong hvsteries, ee rT fi and 
Phis —D G ' What motive « i ti o }) i 
| a] i \ I \ 





possible, Then he 
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phantom legs, bont on me the look he always put on when he felt he 
was going to get the better of me inanargument. “IT was supposed to 
be dead, you know: and you can’t possibly vivisect a dead person,” 
*T suppose not,” T agreed, thoughtfully. 
‘Therefore,’ said Johnson-Williams, more cheerfully, “let us put 
unpleasant contingencies out of mind for the present. I have been all 
my life a toiling, moiling, industrions kind of body, but now that I 
have no body to toil and moil with, I feel myself justified in taking : 
— holiday. Meanwhile, my dear Pegley, if you would oblige me 
by Ley By your eyes open and looking about a little, I make no 
doubt that you will obtain some pay to the whereabouts of my corpo- 
real entity in a very short time ; in fact, I feel sure it will ultimately 
turn up,” said Johnson-Williams, nace light-heartedly. * A cautiously- 
worded advertisement, now, short and cheap, in the * Wanted? column 
of the Keho might bring about a desirable result. Put it something 
in this way: ‘Will the gentleman who 
accidentally ’—mustn't) offend him, you 
as know—‘ accidentally abstracted a Body 
une) from 26 Great J. Street, on evening ot 


Fe Ss 

— t Monday last, kindly communicate with 

y= 4 . owner of same, Small reward will) be 
bn 


“(= . : ; 

SS = civen —it will have to be a small one, 

oy = you know— on return undamaged, to origi- 
nal address 


Perhaps vou would not mini 


drawin y the formula up, and getting it 
Insert: d. You will tind siX-and-sixpence 
inside the lining of my Sunday hat, in the 


blue bandbox you see Upon the chest of 
drawers, 

°Of eourse,” I eried, starting to n\ 
feet,” anvthi hy I can do shall be done 

‘LT knew [Fo might rely on you, Pegley.” 
sald the phantom of my Prieh 11 rhtening 
dimly, "in this) perplexing ps aa fon 
itis a perplexing dilemma, isnt it?) When 
L drifted in oat the office ventilator this 
morning, and saw vou all at work and my 
place cmpty, it struck me more forcibly 
than ever what a perplexing dilemma it 
Was,” He sighed, But as | cannot be of 
much use in my present condition, [ must 
ee leave the matter entirely in vour hands, 

I have so me h belief in your ‘intelligence 
and energy “—this sounce ala little patron 
ising, | thought—*that | fool almost easy 
in doing so.” To my eonsternation, he 
hevan to fade away. 
* Where are you going?” T demanded, 
sis Back to Wales.” sac the receding voice, 
In another minute he would be out. of 

“Stop ' T shouted, 

“Hullo!” returned Johnson-Williams, from 
quite a long way off. 

‘What am [ to say to the landlady?) How 
am | to account for your absence to Mr. Simp- 
son! oT dragged him back with all the will- 
power TP could compress into a single effort, 


‘Hah! he said, reappearing suddenly, «That 
isaditheulty, Pmioafraid you will have to be 
rather Jesuitical, m dear Pegley, to avoid 
te ne an actual falsehood It struck me for 

cibly that in shifting the burden of | responsibilities to my shoul 
ite he had somehow « iT | ! itive pp tial ‘You should 
begin, [ thinl he said ny Mrs, Tichett to keep her own 


And you might aceount to the pe ple at 
the ofhice for my non-attendance, by saving that IT am not at all 
and that Tam lyin r hy 


mvself, lust now—which is absolutely true ; 

I wish I knew where I was lying by—until Tam recovered ; and that 
[ hope KOO to be aut of the doctor's hands whic hy ] do, most ferve ntly, 
r fellow.’ He waved his hand, and started for 


(To be continued, ) 


(rool-bve aAvain, mv dea 


Merthyr Tydvil. 


Caudle sees a Chance to Skedaddle. 


Mrs, Wimper.—* John, I am utterly ashamed of you. You used 
to be so nice and refined in your habits; now you are getting so 
dreadfully loose , 

Vr vm pe te" Stop your chattering, will you tig 

Vir, Wem pe r.—** No, I w mit, Three years ago you were the 
leader of a temperance party; now y 
lreadfully tight -" 


Vr. HM se aa a Ee. snakes 


way ; 
i er! Woman, woman, for pity's sake send for a doctor, 
I 
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THOSE CREW-EL MEN, 


Madge (stroke of the Ladies Eight ).—* Wretchedly 
looking on, girls, isn’t it?” 

Millicent (bow).—* Especially as none of the fellows are looking at 
us, dear!” 


cold work 


THE CLANG OF 


THE Liquor Bill is one of the many dangers besetting the course of 
the present Cabinet. There is a storm brewing, and no doubt the 
brewers are hoping that it will sink the Government ship. 

* a s 

However, the interests of sobriety and the national welfare are not 

likely to be jeopardised by the Intemperance Party. 
* * a 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson, although an extremist, is to be congratulated 
upon having struggled so near to victory, only—won't our Sundays 
be dry, when, after a morning ten miles, we rest in some outskirt 
where the teetotal element is strong, and there is no refreshment, 
strong or weak, obtainable? : : 

I have, in these and other columns, repeatedly touched on the 
absurdity of closing places of innocent recreation, such as picture 
galleries, concert-rooms, reading-rooma, ete., and permitting the public- 
houses to remain open, 
. * > 

If the bishops, who thunder against 
boating, and 80 on, 
hul directed the 
vials of their wrath 
against the Sunday 
public-house, which 
means dinners grown 
cold, railing wives 
ami bad tempers, 
they would have hal 
much sympathy, 
which they have not 
now. But then, they 
would have offended 
their friends, the 
brewers, 

4 ” « 

What Mr. Glal- 
stone doesn't know 
doesn't seem to be 


" ol 
worth knowing. Hi Tox LEGISLATIVE LOAD AXD THE Mis 
speech on Sir H fam Mad 


FUN. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 

Opening of the Season—The Lincolnshire and Grand National. 

S1r,—There iz something “in my breast which,” pace Scott, “ won't 
be suppressed.”” There isn’t anything in town that’s strong enough to 
keep it down ; it won’t keep in—it will burst out—it will ecstatically 
shout and bubble up and effervesce and get itself into a mess by 
+ causing an obstruction” and (because of laws which rule the land) 
endangering the public peace by disregarding the police. It makes 
me langh and dance and sing and energetically fling my time-worn 
beaver in the air in ev'ry crowded thoroughfare. ‘“ What is this 
‘something’?” you may ask—to answer you be now my task—I bet 
you'll never guess, my boy—that “something,” sir, is simply “Joy!” 
’ The reason of my joy is plain—the Sporting Season’s on again. The 
Sporting Season, when one gets one’s little “coms” for making bets— 
shen covert coats are all the go, and race-course vies with Mall and 
tow, when all is busy in the Ring, when lunch al fresco is the thing 
«when all is gay (when weather's fair) or “heavy going” makes one 
swear, when “sultry members” make it hot, when flats are caught 
and sharps are not, when “ numbers up” convey a shock, when bookies 
score” or “ take the knock,” when life, in short, ’s worth looking at, 
and when I wear my best white hat. 

So, after having dormant lain, we up and “here we are again” 
(though, as I write the phraselet down, I feel like a belated clown), 
with tips in stock and good intents. Here’s to a lucky season, gents. 

Well, now to business. First, you chaps, we've got the early handi- 
caps (you'll note the likeness, I'll affirm, to * garden produce” in the 
term!); and then, I think there meets our views the Boat Race of 
the rival Blues; the Thousands next—the Oaks one sees, and then 
the Derby, if you please. 

About the first of these I'll speak, with due solemnity, next week, 
and (so your gratitude I earn) the others each in proper turn. But, 
for the Lincolnshire, Idi say (without quite giving it away) that 
backing Mina strongly is the very acme of “good biz,” while laying 
ids on Acrobat is p’raps a better game than that. The National. I 
greatly fear, is not, by any means, so clear, but—pending my remarks 
next week—it would be incorrect to speak (in fact, it would be far 
from right) with slights concerning Midshipmite. 

Shall we adjourn this meeting? Yus? Right! 


— 


I am yours, 
TROPHONIUS, 


THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Meysey-Thompson’s amazing Bimetallism proposition was a study in 
economics worthy of Ricardo, Gladstone is the vreatest politician 
since Adam, and the greatest political economist since Adam Smith. 

~ ” * 

The Tories are renowned for their devotion to port, which is their 
stock beverage, and not unnaturally are crowing over Stockport. 

a” * * 

Lord Randolph has turned up again—this time championing the 
“ Christian Brothers,” and taking their part against the Tories, Is he 
wending his way to the Liberal camp? 

* . * 

Mr. Morley has written a letter on agrariam crime in Ireland which 
reminds one of the laconic essay on snakes. He says there are no 
agrarian crimes in Ireland, , : 

Mr. Mellor learned, on Thursday night, that the Chairman’s lot is 
neta happy one, 

” oad a 
The wordy wind-bag discussion that was raised upon the Chairman’s 
“ruling” was in the 
crooked line of op- 
position, and of the 
paltry tempest-in-a- 
teapot order, with a 
good deal of sauce- 
sir and an unusual 
amount of stir, not 
at all to the credit 
of those responsible 
for it. 
* x * 

When Mr. Rus- 
sell’s motion to 
culjourn came on the 
Ministerialists con- 
tended it was not 
with a view to Clare 
—but to obstruct. 
HIEVOUS URCHINS WHO TRIED To eeT THI THE MAN IN THE 
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“Ere yar, young guv nors—roll, bowl or pitch ! 


The penn’orth tried. 


Vv. ver young 1m ps i 


—wants all the 


FUN. 


THE FUN OF THE FAIR. 


I'm the fair dealer. 
knocks off at a go. 


This ‘ere’s the only shop where you'll git all the coker-nuts yer 


Try a penn’orth,” 














“ Dashed if he ain’t polished the lot off for a brown, This won't do,” 


its 
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wot ver kno ‘ked 


off 
' 


for one penny? Go 


I’m | 


win’ robbe 


’Ere. don’t you stand swearin’ at me 
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SYMPATHY. 
Old Gent (to Bill the Dosser, who has opened gate for him ).—“ THANK YOU, MY MAN! HERE’s SOMETHING FOR YOU!” 
Bill—H'm! A Penny! KEEP IT, FRIEND! I HAVE KNOWN POVERTY MYSELF!” 


Snips and Snaps. 


TIMPSON has quite a nice little reputation at the club for the smart 
things he says off-hand—and works for it, too! Here is one of his 
most recent sparklets (he had been told that a certain lady of title 
was a “ first-rate matchmaker”): 

“What rot!” he cried, without a moment’s hesitation, ‘ when, 
anywhere along the Strand, you can buy a whole boxful of first-rate 
matches for a penny !” 


Parting Compliments, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

OLD Style and New Style, as any one may sce, 
Often are unable to happily agree ; 

Each seems contradictory, 

Each aspires to victory, 
Both at least are rivals—whatsoe ver else they be. 
Old Style thinks New Style is too much up to date, 
New Style thinks Old Style is lingering too late ; 

One is all propriety, 

T’other seeks variety, 
Kither views with preference its individual state. 


* * * 


“ Prawley has become quite a swell lately,” says Grumby. “ Reports 
that he has just come into a lot of money from his uncle.” 
“Ab! ” says Jeerstone, “ask him how much he will take for the 
Old coins and new coins, of course, antagonise, aaa + * +* 
aie pos chennai coe cep; Miss Willows (who has been contemplating a full-length portrait 
And artistic witticisms. of her mother, painted in the early sixties ).—* I do hope the fashion 
Eo a oe sae > ers 9 nt I a of wearing crinoline will be revived !’ 
6 : dae Her Mamma (who has a hundred times wished that her portrait 
had been taken in the early nineties ).—“ Good gracious! why, my 
dear?” 
Miss W. (with the “delightful frankness” which is her chief char- 
acteristic ).— Because it will make such a lot of women I know look 


: Cadbury's 


hideous ! 
** The Typical Cocoa of 0 
English Manufacture, a 
Absolutely Pure.” 
—The Analyst. 


Old things and new things, be it understood, 
Almost always offer us points both bad and good ; 
Errors numismatical 
May render one fanatical, 
Still we must have change, and can't avoid it if we would. 
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CUSTARD Reckitts 


POWDER 
WARMING. 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED 
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A lap-full 


A Seulptor Too much married. 





ale View! 





hrj 


(1) On * Esher’s Slopes” (reporterese for Sandown) (4) If e’er you saould, friends, go a-burgling, mind you 
This artless damsel takes a betting nan dowl Don’t Carry bags that leave a trail behind you, 

» i Toe van] . va oar - 4 > . . ‘ ‘ 

(2) Crib-« rar kers were alarmed at this dread pipe-case. (5) And if (which Heaven forfend !) four wives you marry, 
And, yielding, gave the constable a ripe case. Until they meet together do not tarry! ; 

i ate’s gift to Brixton now is much applauded, (6) T. Carlyle’s house in Cheyne Walk, at Chelsea, 
I 4 . ; F ss om he . " | fra I cael Is now menaverie. as ve may wel] see. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OCCASIONAL calm that 
falls upon theatrical mat- 
ters—a calm that not only 
precedes a storm, but 
closely follows one, for, 
in the sense of activity, 
the theatrical ocean is 
always more or less in 
commotion—that occa- 
sional calm is with us for 
the moment, and we can 
take our eyes off indi- 
vidual plays and see how 
things generally are going 
On, We will have to 

\ buckle to again almost im- 

mediately, for T he 
are (or is) upon us ; but mean- 






A WMAZONS 


time we may indulge bird's-eye 
views and returns tobacco, 


* * * 
ONE theatre, I observe, is 

ing to give us a long rest 
Diplomacy is in fora long, long 
run without doubt, and when 
glance at Becket and fly patia, 


comfortable success is observ- 
in their every lineament. Nor is 


» Globe likely to call for our atten 





LON 


i Kg. Oe lias - for time enough to come—Charl y's 
By We aghyon funt is a strong-minded and (seeing 
the sprint-like start she has gone off at, 
hat is evidently going to be a long 
run) a strong-winded lady who means business—and jolly quod 
The Criterion seem happy with its Bauble ( Shop) and 
which is to presently sail in with a Lubble Ship 


for W hat 


business, too! 
the little Trafalgar ’ 
in travesty of the Criterion piece—has heartened up a little since its 
bad start, and is doing well too, .Viehe has passed her hundredth 
night at the Strand, and Liberty J/all has been open to all for that 
length of time and a few evenings more with every sign of continuance. 


* * * 










ONLY opera-bouffe seems to have suffered, The defeat have been 
many, and many of them dramatic in sud- fies 
denness and unexpectedness. Without going fa 1 ) 
deeply into causes, there occur to one’s mind a DIN 
reasons for this. Firstly, the production ot aw ) ry?) 
this class of pieces is enormously expensive, *pEse 
and much of the cost—rery much of it—has eal 
to be met before there is any hance of earn- we / 
ing; so that a piece has to be very good YX 
indeed, or possess very marked attributes of \—F% 
popularity, to be anything like a monetary CAE Nes 
success, and it has to be a monetary success om 
at a very early stage if it means to pay. “4 


Secondly, very much of the attractiven: r 'Y¥, es 
opera-bouffe is now to be found in 
“the Halls,” and in a much more con- 
venient form—* consequentmentally ” 
a large amount of what was once the 
most faithful support has withdrawn 
itself, more or less, for eve fe This 
what occurs to me anyway; but 
may be equally true that the 
public want a rest from these 
See: a wt 

MENTIONING “the Halls,” 
by the way, reminds me that 
“they say’ the old Prince of / “ 
Wales’s Theatre in Tottenham 
Street is to be turned into a ee 
“Variety Show” now! That's i 
the way they will go on, until 
the variety business “cuts its 
own throat,” as the saying is, 
by surfeiting us—then the 


theatres will get a look in again Afiss Bouse (log ).—“ Much more of this and I 
perhaps. , r ‘ shall begin to think that I am not so popu- 
Lair ir | Wis i“ 
BUT “going to the wall” is 
not an operation absolutely confined to bouffes. Flight at Terry's bor 


an ominous name and acted lp ft { th startiine nrompnptit } \I 
Terry \ r} 


FUN. 
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Nops AND WINKS.—The Guardsman is off to America, to conquer 
or die, as befits a British soldier, and as is the habit of a British play ! 
—It is said that the Shaftesbury 
will reopen on the 18th of 
f March, It is shut at present 
(7th), very tightly shut !—7he 


















aay Master Builder has gone into 
Pes the evening bill at the Vaude- 
M| ville, so I suppose that gentle- 

man (he seems to be a sort of 

Ig architect) draws houses to some 





extent at any rate.—Miss Cora 
Stewart appeared at the Trafal- 
gar on Wednesday in The Fair 
Equestrian, a piece with which 
' | she has familiarised the provinces 
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Young man from the Coun- 
(ru. “* Libertu§ Hall!’ 
‘100 nights!’ That’s the 
place for me!” 

during a period which 

may be called some 

time, and with which 

she has twice created a 

commotion in the 

minds of such as are = 
concerned in keeping 
stage-plays out of the 

Halls-—and if they 

would only keep the 

Halls out of stage-plays— But there——!—One of the principal 

features of the Boyton Water Show at Brompton will be an enterprise 

called * Shooting the Chutes.’ This should interest the theatrical 
world, Chute is a name of good standing in the profession.—A Luchy 
Dog is acting (literally acting) up to his name in the provinces, they 
tell me; he’s acapital dog to fetch and 
carry, fetches everybody and carries 
them all away.—Since I wrote my 
opening paragraphs Alewandra has 
been produced and withdrawn at the 

Royalty. Mr. Brandon Thomas’s 

Clever Alice is due there (“on present 

aulvices”’) on the 30th. Let us hope 

she is clever enough to stop ; she is not 
unlikely to be.— The Magic Opal is to 
be reproduced; it was certainly 
polished off sooner than any of us 
expected.—André and de Solla’s New 

Moon is expected to rise in the West 

shortly, It promises wet, for a Hayes 

has been round it for some time, now 
i\RDSMAN ON THE Marcu. he has bought it !—If crinoline really 

does come in, it strikes me that ladies 
will have some difficulty in sitting on the trivial little seats provided 
in the private boxes of theatres: they will probably sit on the 

managers instead. Ive often wondered why one is provided with a 

luxurious arm-chair in the stalls while another is palmed off with a 

twopenny-halfpenny tea-and-bun restaurant sort of a thing if he takes 

a private box, Why can’t he have a luxurious 

arm-chair, too ?—At the Royal Aquarium the s 

management is ever to the fore in providing —— 

novelties for the novelty-loving public. Their 
latest sensation is the engagement of Professor 

Thomas Burns to do a big dive from the dome 

into a tank of water on the floor of the house. 

This should make a good splash, 


Fashion Flower.“ Give my compliments to the man- 
ager, my girl, and tell him that if hethinks I'm able to 
sit on that bit of a thing, he’s very much mistaken !' 





THE Gil 


NESTOR, 


. * * 


THE CouRT, A P.S.—Just too late for notice 
this week, Mr. Pinero’s new farcical romance. 
The Amazons, has bee n produced here, It is 
asort of Princess up to date, full of comicalities 
1 smart 
iaments. Only time to note Mr. W n Gr th very g 
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Tipsy Golfer (who has just missed his ball).—* Hang it !—hic. 
Mis’ht both !” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
HOW THE G.O.F. WORKS. 
An Excerpt from an Ancient Journal. 
(TEMPO: 1893—THERE OR THEREABOUTS.) 


INASMUCH as it was fast becoming the custom (more honoured in 
the observance than the breach) to interview the more or less Great 
Men of the Period, as to when, where, and even why, they were born ; 
what had been their various forms of diet from earliest infancy to 
centenarianhood ; together with how, why and wherefore, and for what 
wage they did their work (if any). All this, we say, being now the 
fashion—to dispatch a couple of our Aeyhole representatives to the 
Diggings of perhaps the Greatest Man of this Age was but the work 
of amoment. Subjoined is the result of the interview in question. 

On arriving at the palace of the G.O.F., situated in the Rue de 
Fleet. we were at once escorted to the literature-laden study of that 
Eminent Sage, and found him writing away vigorously with both 
hands, what time he was giving off numberless notes to a regiment of 
shorthanders, who at once either type-wrote or telephoned the varied 
Wisdom-Pearls that fell in such abundance from his lips. 

“Ah! boys,’ quoth the G.O.F, “ how goes it? and to what are you 
indebted for the honour of this visit ?” 

‘Reverend and Royal Sir,” responded the Dual Interviewers, * we 
are deputed by our Journal, the Aeyhole, to beg that you will vouch- 
safe us a few details as to your method of earning your livelihood ! 
We have already cornered and queried such popular Johnnies as His 
Nibs of Wales, the Rey. Wandrijugge Juchanan, G. 5. Rims, Sir Gussie 
Sheriffolanus, Dr. Darker, and the Present Leader of the Tory Party. 

“Indeed! Which?” quoth the G.O.F., with asly winking-the-other- 
eye-kind-of-smile. ‘Had a trouble to find that Leader, didn’t you’ 

“Not at all!” replied the Visitors, draining a beaker of Falernian- 
and-Seltzer, which the bright-browed host had handed them. “ Not 
at all! We found many claiming to be the Only Real Little Leader, so 
we interviewed them all. But what about yourself, O Chief of 
Cheerers? Will you not be good enough to weigh in with a few re- 
marks as to your methods of work? Lo, owing to the vastitude of 
the subject, the Keyhole has turned on tuo of us to interview you. 

“*Tis hardly enough, I fear,” replied the G.O.F.; “still, let us see 
what we can do.” ; 

“You were born——” quoth the Interviewers, rapidly taking notes. 

“ Of course I was!” retorted the G.O.F. “ How else should I be here? 

is An { educated fn the y went on. 


‘ . . ; - “OP ] . roat ’ 
‘In common sense, and in sympathy for my leliow-creatur 
— ; . 4 . . 
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“And you have passed all the necessary ‘standards’ ?” 

“Rather!” cried the G.O.F. “But as to my wav of working—see, 
here I have ten rows of telephones on each wall, all communicating 
With my staff in all quarters of the Empire if need be. For example, 
[ ring up this, it leads to my Poetry Factory. When I give orders : 
poem is given off vocally forthwith and caught in one of these 
phonographs below. Observe!” . 

Here the G.O.F. went to the said telephone and cried, “ Are you 

there?” ‘ Yes,” was the answer. “ Poem, please,” said he, 
‘on what you consider to be one of the biggest swindles 
of the day!” “ Whirr-rr-r!" went the telephone. In less 


44 time than it takes to chronicle it there was registered on 
=~3\ ? the phonograph indicated an epic, of which we quote the 


see ==> following stanzas: 





= 


<3 
he “ Perhaps the biggest fraud to-day 
Regards the rates that people pay ; 
For, as is shown upon the map 
Just issued by that London chap, 
The poorest parish one can find, 
Is what assessors most do grind, 
And as you come to wealthier spots, 
The rates then all decrease in lots. 
So if you'd be 
From rating free— 
Krom poor spots flee— 
And bend the knee 
When Mammon sheds much L. s. d.!” 


* Just a sample ; no more,” said the G.O.F., who then proceeded to 
ring up quite an army of Story-Builders, who poured rapidly through 
the telephones numerous narratives, samples of which pressure upon 
our space prevents us from giving. 

ut perhaps the most startling of the many startling things shown 
by the G.O.F. was his electrical summoning in one batch a contingent 
of Lightning Cartoonists, each attended by several skilful engravers, 
who produced a mass of humorous pictures upon every conceivable or 
even unconceivable subject of the day, all preparing together with the 
aforesaid authors (and while we waited),a Grand Number of the 
G.O.F.’s World-Famed Periodical, which bore the date ahead of 
March 22, 1893! Then ” 

But here the Dual Interviewers would seem to have been chucked til] 
further notice, and were able to see no more (for that week anyhow) 
concerning How Mr. FuN Works! 








PUTTING SOLE IN MASTER'S WORK. 


S eiaediineassees 


ee 
> = wae, 


~ 


Aa we Al 

















tr re eee Ge mmo nae 

















tela nage ss? 


oqernae 


LA OO Ae ee et a ea Rael a na me 















































































e 





- ee 
Seeman eee 





a 


te Se te 
eR => Nine iy al 


a 


ey ee 
~~ =e 
te —_ 





108 FUN. MARCH 15, 1893, 


PROVING THE DANGER OF EVEN A LITTLE LEARNING. 


(4.) ! (2) 
if little “Tommy Trout * Then he couldnt 
hadnt done his 
Suns So well 
his proud 
mama 
would 


(2) Ard old M° Turnover wouldat 
have Knocked Sparks out of 
his SKull Setting 
fire to Miss 
Chidrweeds 






have bough y 
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MRS. CERCIVAL-SMITH AT HOME. 
Mia Hilda.—*1 woxpern Miss CeRCcIVAL-SMITH INVITES THAT Mrs, FLY-JoNES. SHE SEEMS SUCH A VERY LOW WOMAN.” 


The Major—“ ABOUT THE Bopick, CERTAINLY!” 


The Fairy Godfather and the Crippled Fondling. 


(“Much sympathy was felt in court,” mys the pres, “for the crippled pauper who 
got fourteen days’ imprisonment for refractory conduct at Mitcham Workhouse.” 
The labour master aimitted that prisoner hadi had gruel and bread for breakfast and 
supper, and prisoner himeelf stated that he had never been given a bit of meat for 
three years |) 1, 

“You mauperized creature, with lack-lustre feature, 
Fou manikin, meagre and lean, 

It grieves me extremely to think how unseemly 
Your conduct has recently been. 

For years you've been ailing—for years you've been failing 
(Because of your paralyzed frame) 

To ‘addle’ your living, and so I’ve been giving 
You shelter, in Charity’s name. 

I've covily clad you, and carefully had you 
From tempest and deluge kept free ; 

Your body I've diurtchad and lovingly nourished 
On jorums of skillygalee ! 


“ Think, think, I implore you, how gruesomely o'er you 
Privation and Want would have reigned, 

If I hadn't, with heart of compassion, the part of 
Your godfather fairy sustained. 

Think, think of my kindness, when first, with a blindness 
Of tears, you my succour did crave, 

In not having given you some taunt which had driven you 
Erelong to a suicide’s grave. 

Think, think of what reason, for what a long sea 
You've bad to be grateful to me 


For my goodness unfailing—regaling your ailing, 
Weak body on skillygalee ! 


* Then think, wretched pauper (the memory will draw, per- 
Adventure, some tears from your e’en). 
How supremely ungrateful, how utterly hateful, 
Your conduct has recently been 
In thus making a riot, and swearing your diet 
Should somewhat more prodigal be, 
And fuming and fretting,—because you are getting 
Too nice to take skillygalee !” 
Il, 
“ Oh, godfather fairy! no doubt this vagary 
Of mine is the blackest of crimes. 
No doubt I’m a sinner for craving a dinner 
Of meat and potatoes at times. 
I ought not to mutter of tea and of butter ; 
I ought not my gruel to spurn ; 
It is wrong! it is wrong! but the impulse is strong 
That makes downtrodden insects to turn. 
So I'll e’en be ungrateful, and do what is hateful, 
Till punished by durance severe ; 
And the public of Britain perchance may be smitten 
With pain when my troubles they hear. 
And perchance they will say (since your masters are they) 
If it’s THEIR wish that cripples like me 
Should by ‘fairies paternal’ be kept on diurnal 


y . ’ 
Pale posnets of skillygales 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY., 
PART XI. 

I AM ashamed to say that the Heacls of our Office were taken in by 
that Delphic message of Johnson-Williams. His long years of assiduous 
attendance to duty, his unwavering adherence to the big ledgers up to 
that present moment, stood him in good steal. : 

“How is poor old J. W. to-day?” the clerks would 
sympathisingly. “Pretty bad, eh? Thought so; 
fagged and green about the gills. No idea you were such friends.” 

I had had no idea of it myself before that period. But I led a life 
of wasting anxiety upon the account of Johnson-Williams. To begin 


with. the advertisement in the Echo had never 


inquire, 


7 Laake 
you lookei so 


, 


heen answered ; and a carking sense of responsi- 
bility under which I laboured robbed me of all 
relish of life. I continually found myself making |.> 
out policies of insurance in which the Al copper- 






bottomed teak-built freight-schooner Merthyr 
Tydril, owned by the firm of Blank and Blank, — 
Great Joram Street Docks, under command . 
f Doctor George. and laden with crates, 
hests and bales of Johnson-Williamses to 
the amount of so many thousands, was 
rwritten for so much in case of loss, 

ler the protection of the Collision 

( TISe : 


When the working day was done I would 
snatch a hurried meal and start upon tl 
track of Doctor George. I had looked him 
up in the Medical Directory and found 
one resident at Highgate and 


Subsequent investiga- 


two of him ; 
the other at Kew. 
tions proved the first to be a weak-eyel 
young man who lived with and under the 
continual supervision of a mother and aunt 
of undoubted respectability and severe 
appearance ; while the second was a white- 
hairel old gentleman who had long aban- 
donel practice and used to be taken out 
in a Bath chair, drawn by a rosy-cheeked 
ganiener, for a daily airing round the 
Gardens. It was plainly apparent that 
neither of these could have kidnapped the 
body of my friend, and yet I felt it my 
(uty to keep them under perpetual obser- 
vation. YU, 

“ Doctor George! A feigned name of / 
course!’ I would mutter as I tossed on my 
sleepless bed. * Doctor George!” The name 
seemed written on my brain in letters of phos- 
phorus. My flesh fell away, though barely a 
fortnight had passed since the abduction from 
Great Joram Street; my features, like my boot heels, f 
began to show traces of my restless existence. I un- a. 
speakably longed for an interview with the houseless 


—_— 





astra of my unhappy friend, yet I forebore to summon Ty 


4im ; such was my dread of the look of reproach with 
which he would receive the confession of my failure. 

It struck me sometimes that he was near ; that he wanted to see 
me. But, like a coward, I resolutely put him out of mind, It was 
upon the second Sunday following my first memorable visit to Great 
Joram Street (whose inhabitants had left off staring down the area 
of No. 26 and greeting Mrs. Titchett with opprobrious epithets). 
that this consciousness of proximity came upon me with irresistible 
force. I had intended a journey to Highgate that day—which 
happened to be a very wet one; and, in no very happy frame of mind, 
I sat at breakfast dipping into the columns of the Sunday Telegraph, 
and a loud-flavoured egg, alternately. 


“THE CATALEPTIC CASE IN CHELSEA. 


“NO SIGNS OF RETURNING ANIMATION, 
‘OPINIONS OF THE MEDICAL MEN.” 

_ Tread aloud and yawned. The papers had been fuil of that cata- 

‘eptic case for two weeks—more than two weeks past. I turned to 
the leader, « tae 

“ Cases of a similar description to that which has recently 

“occurred in Biggs Street, Chelsea,” . . . . 

wrote the Editor. strong in the consciousness that the office En: ycio- 

t the double heading (Catafalco-Catalepsy } at 


| POA. ODE! a 


acticin 


lesperation—— 


‘vel ‘* PERSEVERE, my boy,” 


r 


111 


‘original Greek, signifies a taking possession of—a state of 
“more or less complete insensibility, with absence of the 
“power of voluntary motion, and statue-like rigidity of the 
“body and limbs. . . . Patients in the death-like trance 
“inseparable from the attack may remain (as in the present 
“case) for weeks in that condition, with circulation and 
“respiration little affectel. Though, in the instance so 
“prominently brought before our notice, these functions are 
“said to be entirely suspended, there is little reason to appre- 
“hend any fatal termination. A few hours—a few days or 
“months from date of our present issue, Professor Phineas J. 
“ Pargeter’s phenomenon will awake as bright as the pro- 
“verbial button, thirsting for the sustaining half-pint of 
sritish bitter and urgent for the administration of the 
“solid and sustaining steak.” 
, I turned to the third page in weary 
' disgust. Catalepsy cropped out there, in 
the form of a detailed account of a repor- 





a ter’s pilgrimage to Chelsea, and consequent 
\E 2h interview with the unconscious subject, 
=> _____ ; who belonged (it appeared) to the sterner 
= sex. The reporter dished up his facts at- 


tractively, seasoning them with bits of 
smart detail and racy description, 


“A seething crowd,” he wrote, “not 
“entirely composed of the residents 
A “of Biggs Street, surged round the 

} * door of the shabby little public-house 
“where the Cataleptic Wonder has 
‘remained in unbroken slumber for 
“a fortnight or more. There was no 
“fear of waking him, though the 
“clamour was deafening. I pushed 
‘my way through the barrier of 
humanity and entered the bar, It 
‘was crowded with thirsty customers 

—the landlord and three shirt- 
“sleeved assistants perspired freely 
“in their efforts to cope with the 
“demands made on them. After 
“having swallowed the half-pint of 
“dubious malt liquor which it be- 
*hoved me to order, I, in the interests 
“of the Sunday Telegraph, proceeded 
“to business. Mentioning the magic 
“name before which all doors must 
“open, I, at the courteous invitation 
“of mine host of the Pink Lion, en- 
“tered the bar parlour and sat down. 
* Professor Phineas J. Pargeter joined 
“meinafew moments. . .. . 


I finished my coffee at a gulp, and resting 


my elbows on the tablecloth, read on in a kind of dreary 


(To be continued, ) 


Could only be an Eastern Story. 


re are 12 per cent. more women than men in London.—Vineteenth Century.] 


THERE was an Indian potentate, 
Who sighed for a European mate ; 
But, as it fell and came to pass, 

In vain and long he cried * Alas!” 


Now, far away across the sea, 

A maiden sighed as well as he, 

* | want a husband, white or black— 
Have wanted long, alack, alack !” 


At last—advised to alvertise— 
His fair proposals met her eyes ; 
They corresponded and agreed 

To wed, in spite of face and creed. 


That potentate was very rich, 

The wedding went without a hitch, 
And neither with regret looked back— 
He had “a lass,” and she “a lak.” 


Giving Him a Lift. 

said the gallows to the young jail-bird, 

tly. “and you may depend upon me.” The sequel, 
t] filence h the artless youth reposed 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE multitude of meaningless questions put to Ministers in the 
House answers but the one purpose of bringing about a frivolous and 
vexatious waste of time. This purpose is further advanced by 
obstructive opposition that has to be strongly opposed, misstatements 
that have to be corrected, and —— 
misrepresentations that have 
to be refuted. 

* = * 

Letters written by influen- 
tial politicians to encourage 
so-called “ Loyalists” to dis- 
play their Loyalty, not by 
being Law-abiding, but by 
show of stern resistance— 
armed resistance if need be 
—to a Bill that the frantic 
Disunionist Press has pro- 
nounced to be dead and buried, 
denounced and danced upon, 
though the surface of where 
they have put it is perpetually 
and persistently scratched by 
them, afraid, apparently, that 
any “corpse-reviver” should 
have put a spark of vitality 
into it to eflect its resuscita- 
tion, But it is not dead just 
yet—not much—and if buried, 
it has been buried alive, and 
has come again, and its foster- 
parents come up smiling to do 


~ 


a brave lot of battling in its THE NEW USHER AT S&T. 


behalf. One time we are told 

that “It must not become Law ;" “It never will become Law”—no 
“if” about it; and at another, “ If Mr. Gladstone succeeds in carrying 
out his Home Rule policy,’ which is rather like blowing hot and cold 
with the same mouth. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, 
More about the Lincolnshire and Grand National. 

S1rk,—Would you think your “ Sporting Gent” in any way imperti- 
nent, and would you get into a “wax” if he (the Sporting one) should 
“ax” (with gamesome frivol on his brow), “ Well, mister, how’s the 
betting now?” 

He hopes you wouldn't, sir, because he feels you’d understand it was 
not said with any such intent, but that your prophet simply meant 
to let you understand — perchance with overstrained exuberance — 
that, racing on and Spring in sight, he’s simply bursting with delight ! 
What joy to know that Spring is nigh! That one may wander, by 
and bye, abroad without an overcoat and listen to the larklet’s note! 
That one, by western breezes fanned, may hang around the race-course 
stand, and, in the shelter it affords, give good advice to louts and 
lords! But p’r’aps it’s time there should transpire 

My NOTIONS FOR THE LINCOLNSHIRE, 
Breathes there a man with wits so flat 
He'd lay his lot on Acrobat ? 

(That is for first, of course, I mean— 

To get a place he’s all serene.) 

Or is there one who knows a nag, 

That hopes to climb, by stern Wolf's Crag, 
To fortune’s dizzy height ? 

Or, one who can suppose, to-day, 

That Pensioner can show the way, 
Or Linkboy give him light? 

If such there be, go, mark him well, 

And tell him, “* Wrinkles is a sell,” 

And Sabra and Orontes, too, 

But Mina’s good enough for you. 


About the “ National” I'd say much what I said the other day ; for, 
on the whole, I find I’m quite content to stand by Midshipmite. But 
Cloister’s certain of a place and Sarsfield might be in that case ; though, 
sure I am, there's something in the horse they call Papa O'Flynn (at 
least, it’s “ Father” on the card, but then * Papa” best suits the bard). 
Fortune you may, p’r'aps, provoke by overlooking Royal Oak; but, 
you may take this tip from me, an “aged” will the winner be. Next 
week | will advance my views upon the rival Blues (or crews) 
now thev're rather neb } racef 





Votes in Supply always supply opportunities for wrangling—mem. 

bers seemingly delighting in delays over the relays, 
* * * 

Ministerial majorities seem to enlarge ; after a temporary depression 
came a rapid rebound :to 7] 
[0 ect and to 158, figures which speak 
forcibly in their favour, 

* * * 

Mr. Gladstone has very sen- 
sibly reminded the miners that 
they need not the aid of Par- 
liament to shorten their hours 
of labour. They could do it for 
themselves if unanimous, 

* * * 

The Naval Estimates give 
the friendly(?) critics an op- 
portunity of confessing that 
the Government do right to 
keep up the Navy to its full 
strength—no sensible person 
would suspect them of doing 
otherwise. 

7 * * 

A rumoured split and dis- 
union in the “ Unionist” ranks 
may soon rank as a total 
crack-up. , 

* * 

On the part of the Conser- 
vative Party at Lord Salis- 
SrEPHEN’S SCHOOL, bury’s meeting, ‘ determined 

opposition’ was determined 
upon. In fact “war” has been formally proclaimed. 
* * * 

The Second Reading of the Home Rule Bill will be proposed soon 
after this sees the light; and, after his revivifying trip to Brighton, 
the light of Mr, Gladstone’s genius will shine bright-on its many 
merits, 

* * * 

Mr. Cleveland, the American President’s inaugural address is most 
notable for being courageous, sensible and outspoken, and for its 
freeiom from party bias. Would that we could have some of this and 
some of that over here now and then: there would be less of puddle 
and more pure water in our politics. : 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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Nursery Rhymes up to Date. 
WRITE a play, write a play, Writer-Man ! 
Make it as strong as ever you can! 
ake it to Licenser, pay down your fee, 
He'll cut your best scene out with horrible glee ! 


He'll mark i 


t and cark it with pencil so blue, 
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MarcH 15, 1893. 


Here’s a young man who thinks he wants 
one of the “ New Double-Twisting Patent Nose 
lmprovers.” Observe his appreciable diffi- 
dence about entering the establishment. 





FUN. 


A NOSE-ENDER. 




















“ One of our Special Improvers, sir? Cer- 
tainly. What particular line of beauty do you 


wish to acquire about the organ, sir?” 
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Three days afterwards. ‘ Look here, guv’nor, didn’t I ask you to 





wn 
“Tl 


fix me up with a regular Grecian article? and haven’t you given me 


a dashed sky-scraper instead ?” 


Later on, nocturnal agonies resulting from 
fixing same, 





Next morning. Off tothe races, Oh, what a night it must have be.n! 


“ No, sir ; the mistake you have made is one which arises from an imperfect reading of the instructions. You have 


been turning the handle the wrong way. Turn it to the right and the require:l result will be effected in a surprisingly short time.” 


For Home and Hall. 

A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND 
SIZES FOR FAMILY AND MusIc-HALL 
CONSUMPTION. 

(V.B.— All Rights in these Songs are 
Reserved.) 

UNION JACK-ULATION. 

ONE question there is which now rages amain 

In sundry political circles, 
And some noisy folk treat it much in the vein 
__ Phat Bottom the Weaver called “’Ercles.” 
lis not the Home Rule Bill (though th zt Bill, 
alack ! 

_ Sets some more at odds than at evens)— 
No; the question is whether the Union Jack 
Shall wave from the top of St. Stephen’s. 
~ CHORUS. 

Tis a matter that agitates some who have nous 

(And those who could never afford school), 

“Shall the Union Jack deck the top of the 
House— 

And be waved in and on ev'ry Board 


~~ 


Eas” To CORRESPONDENTS The Editor 


At those who thus long for the good old U. 
Jack, 


Common-sense folk would think that there 
can’t be much need 
To argue so simple a notion— 
Can only a Jingo with reverence heed 
That Flag fame on land and on ocean? 
For hundreds of years has it been Britain’s 
pride— 
So (pardon the rhyme) ‘tis a “ grievans,” 
Why shouldn't that Flag proudly wave far 
and wide 
In Board Schools and eke at St. Stephen’s ? 
CHORUS. 
Fancy M.P.’s, who think that they’ve plenty 
of HOUS 
(Yea, some of the swell “ Noble-Lord” 
School), 
Wasting time e’en to ask, “ Shall our Flag 
deck the House? 
And pray would it upset the Board School?” 
So, M.P.’s cease your clack, 


You're on Lunacy’s track— 
. 7 


New Leaves, 

It is impossible to convey any correct or 
comprehensible notion of the varied delights 
and amusements in St. Nicholas. There is 
pleasure on every page.—With the April 
number Z7he English Illustrated changes 
publishers. There will probably (?) be no 
change in the nature or the quality of the 
contents. The present is a good average 
number.—There is much manly work in The 
Idler, though the members of “The Club” 
g» back upon the days of their childhood.— 
Winter's Magazine is “ profusely illustrated " 
with work which is not so bad but it might be 
worse, and not so good but it might be better.— 
Long man’s, like “ The Mixture as before,” may 
be beneficially taken at once or in doses as 
required. It is always palatable. — People 
know well what to look for in Household 
Words, and may be sure they will get it. 

“ Ballads of a Bohemian,” by 8, J. Adair 
FitzGerald (Alfred Boot and Son), The verse 
is very versatile—full of fine and tender feel- 
ing—whilst a bright, thoughtful, and ofttimes 
imorous spirit bristles through the 
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Base PN MIE 5 





AWYVER THIS ERE DITCH AN’ STRAIGHT ON! THEY AIN'T NO HOTHER WAY! Gr’ IA 


Young Yukel.—* WAY TO THE VILLAGE? 
[Seeing nothing else for it, Brown acts on suggestion. 


SHILLIN’ AN’ TLL TAKE YER ‘ORSE AWVER, AN’ YE CAN JUMP ARTER ‘IM!” 











St. Patrick Struggling with 
the Reptiles. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


You'vE heard, I suppose, long ago 
How St. Patrick, in manner most antic, 
Marched the snakes to the County Mayo 
And trundled them into th’Atlantic : 
Whence, not to use water for drink 


The varmints of him are afraid, 
So here goes his health in a bumper ! 
Let’s wish him a beautiful fight, 
Whilst the cause of the Paddies befriending 
And making display of his might, 
With triumphant success in the ending. 
Three cheers for St, Patrick, my dear ! 


Picture Shows. 


impressive being “A Christmas Story.” 
Lucien Davis, in his “ Hockey,” shows a fine 
sense of colour; the movement in the group 
. girls is very good, “Shearing the —_ 
by J. C. Dolman, is capital. E. Hayes, W 
Rainey, Alfred East, Claud Hayes, ski 
Green, and a host of other good artists con- 
tribute most excellent works, 





Many natives of Ireland determine— THE Roya L INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN Passing Observations. é 
vy, . 7 , . . * . ; : : + wm . $ 
W ith good show of reason, : y pe 8 WATER-CoLours.—Of the six hundred and WHEN a man is overtaken by an uncon- : 
ee ee ” toe a ninety-five works here exhibited, perhaps the trollable desire to go forth and reform the 
And vipers, and other such stull, most 7 2. is “ Shirlwell Castle,” by the world, he cannot do better than try his powers 
Yet Patrick their patron just now veteran H, G. Hine, V.P. Doubtless a very first at home—where charity begins. 
Finds that reptiles aren't gone to perdition early work by its dis tinguished author, having + * * 
Completely, and tries to see how the stamp on it of fifty or sixty years ago, T oh every rk - ‘honesty is 
He can conauer their fierce opposition : Although unlike all the work he is known by, Though everybod} knows that hones : 
. 1g 1] ppor ; POAT ays rear r ‘ Pu. the best policy,” it is amazing how often 
They squirm and they snarl and they yell, there is an unmistakable grandeur about it. licy of an inferior brand is preferred to it 
And the *'y struggle and wriggle and writhe on. Of the three portr: its by Sir Ji ames L inton. poucy Of an interior brand 1s pre erres ° 
But he tackles them bravely and well, that of Mrs. Whympries is the most impor- oo 
Like the athlete in grip with the python tant, oy Roger de Coverly is a fine As a man can only live by eating, he 1s 
example of C. Green. There are four small literally made by what he eats; but he may i 


By P.R.A, Leighton designed, 


Oh! he is an elegant blade 
As you'd meet from Fair Head to Kilerumper; 


works by E. 7. Gregory, A.R.A., all sweet in 
colour and refined in treatment, G. G, Kil- 
burn has six pictures, all good, the most 


be quite certain that it is not merely owing 
to his having partaken of mutton that he is 
* mutton-headed.” 
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Circular-Pointed Pens. 


C.BRANDAVERE£C®S 


ec 


s, 
Phese series os pens wri ite as smoothly as a lead mn 
na 3 her scratch nor spurt, th e points being 
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‘*The Typical Cocoa of 
English Manufacture, USED 
“i Absolutely Pure.” 
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On the bank at Mortlake _— 


Hasband — lf Oxford wins,/ shall be ruimed 
Wife — /f Cambridge wins, | shall be 


<A EM, 


Wife — [happily] Well, dear. Pees hope they both vin. 








Sul? burstlars caughl, 
(1) The Bonny Boy Blues—the Lights and the Darks, 
Cause many strange views and rummy remarks. 


(2) A “dosser” one morn quite“ dossy” appeared, 
But the clothing thus worn uninvited he’d cleare:l. 








thusbanad — Still if Oxfora loses, /skall be a rich man | 


Fecenine a bail if 


In * 


(5) An Oratoress, by “ boy-law’” upset. (6) Mr. “Chummy 
ieamancl 1 + ca. ait +} ot ] ry f Lead 


swallow-tail”’ 


’ and wife made 


see 
Té 












FUN’S TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


Unapprecia 


‘ Looks for the workhouse 


(4) This pilferer pined a pirate to be, 
3ut he soon was confined under strong lock and key. 


» a bailiff on 
~~ | + 3 


le. : or aliee’ ie. 


Hyde Fark. 








(5) Bill Sikes up to date, and his Nancy, now a me 
state and décolletée clo'es 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—FOrR calling 
his new piece 


7 Le A malTonz, 
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for everything The idea of the play 


if not exactly original (and who is going to aimit that anything is 
original nowadays, if he can help it 7), partakes of the unexpected, and 
is therefore attractive. There has been expressed some natural and 
plausible doubt as to whether the ordinary play- 
yoer will understand it. Now, there is nothing 
in it that requires understanding specially. It’s 
just a bit of wholesome, fresh, exhilarating fun, 
with a tinge of romance to sweeten it. But the 
form of it is unusual, and there is danger that the 
ordinary playgoer may think there is something 
he ought to understand, and not being able to 


iii ee 
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-_ 











detect it, may resent the situation and give a bad 

' report of the piece—to its ultimate defeat. At 

: the same time, I don’t think the ordinary play- 
: goer is such an ass! 

o - ° 

“THE events of the play,” remarks the pro- 

gramme, “occur during a single day in a fine 

September.” “ And adee’d pretty business, during 


‘ as Major 
Pendennis very nearly olwxerved; but I am not 
Suffice it to say that 


‘ } ur } ‘ . ; j : } ; 1 
are shown Whimsical events, fir f ff yoeToal aj Ui bs Ami CTACKETS, 


a sinvie day in a fine Ss ptember ! 


going to tell the business 
exhibited variedly comical characters (mostly in the vein of caricature, 
of course) and a quality of acting to which Mr. Pinero owes much. 
. . « 
for intl Miss Lity HANBURY plays well, within 
: certain limits, as the heroine; the small stage 
somewhat accentuates her noble proportions. 
Miss Ellaline Terriss is as dainty as a Dresden 
China ornament in appearance, and her acting 
partakes of the same delicate qualities. Miss 
Pattie Browne plays the “ mannishest” of the 
mannish lalies on the right lines, but she scores 
them a trifle too deeply, I think, though the 
performance is a genuinely amusing one all the 
same. Aclever bit of eccentric caricature is 
safe in the hands of Mr. Weedon Grossmith. 
Mr. Elliot's Frenchman has sterling qualities 
of observation and style in the midst of what 
Tun Count 9H E is also a decided caricature, and Mr. F. Kerr is 
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CALLS HIM A CAD, 1 : , 
BUT HE'S ONLY A well—Mr. F. Kerr, an actor with a curious 
KERK attraction in the mildest moments of his p 


Miss Rose I 


FUN. 
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“ 
* 
‘ 


Beauchamp, W. Quinton, Compton Coutts and R. Nainby come in w 


up with the leaders. e ‘ 


is pleasant and agreeable up toa certain point—or, 
rather, toa certain degree. I think the music is 
pretty—at any rate, the feeling kept coming over 
me that it was going to be. presently—I couldn't 
guite make out whether the promise was realised, 
however. The story has been likened to Waritana, 
and not altogether without reason, but the plot is 
practically that of Mr. Besant’s Chaplain of the 
Fleet. It is drearily told. The whole thing is like 








an odd return to the style of Balfe, Wallace, Glover, 
snd kindred spirits. Happy hours I’ve spent with 
everyone of them, but they are a trifle old-fashioned 
how. ‘ e 4 
THE cast is a singing one, and very excellent 
from that point of view, but with the exception of 
Madame Amadi’s, and, perhaps on a considerably 
I 
er level, that of Messrs. Laidlaw and Arthur 
Wilkinson, the acting is of the poorest. It was 
more on the score of being ill-cast than anything 
s¢ that Mr. Brownlows rma yuld bx 
ym pla f, but his singing was st uncom- 
moniy ren i and fins Miss A Esty for whos appearal 
we had to wa a 3 who was fully worth waiting f T), Sang 
ry sweetly, and (when singing) showed considerable mobility of 
wi ad e . ~ 
yuntenance—hers was, in fact, a very Esty-m »bile pert rmance 
Mr. T. A. Shale, Mr. Richard Temple, Mr. Furneaux Cook, these ar: 
all good singers, and the merits of Misses Emmeline Orford and Dora 
Thorne deserve recognition and hereby obtain it. 


= = 7 

THE opera is, of course, excellently “ put on”—the Ranelagh scen: 

making a gorgeous, and the Fleet Market making a characteristic, show. 
x nA - 

Nops AND WINKS.—The Bancroft Amateur Dramatic Club gave a 
performance of Sophia at Terry’son Thursday last in aid of the Actors’ 
Benevolent Fund. Miss Kate Rorke appeared in her original character 
(Sophia, of course),and Mr. Fred Thorne (the original Squire Western) 
stage-managed the “ ammytoors” for the occasion. I trust the Fund 
made a bit.— 
Somebody says 
Haddon Hall 
will be «lis- 
placed after 
Easter by 
Messrs. J. M. 
Barrie, Conan 




























Do y le, ed 
and 
Ernest 
k or d's 
Opera, I 
wonder? 
—At EKas- 
ter the 
) p era 
Comiq ue 
; 


THE Lyric.—THE LOVER 
Sicus, “I OWE!” AND 
BELIEVES THE PARSON. 
HB 18 A DEBTOR AND 
CREDITEH. 


re-opens with Mr. and Mrs. 
Dacre (Miss Amy Roselle) in 
a new piece, Van ind Woman. 
N There is @ strong company 

engaged, and playgoers (if 
they share my feelings) will 
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Our Bard’s Big Boat 
Race Bet. 


(Our rhymist, having backed Oxford 
for fabulous sums of money—which he 
ioesn't happen to possess—has been 
relieving his acute suspemse by play- 
fully punning on the names of the 
rival "Varsity Crews.] 

| 
Ip Oxford win, why, I can then 
Af-FoRD toquit my London den, 
And for the summer-time obtain 
A CoTT-ON some delightful 
plain, 
Remote from urban dust and 
din, 
If Oxford win! if Oxford win! 


If Oxford win, sweet rest Ill 
gain 

For weary LEGGE, and arm 
and brain. 

With far more pounds I'll then 
be blest 


Than I’ve of NICKALLS e’er 


{ mine of wealth I'l) gather 
Tt ()xf " if Oxfor wir 
Oy<toar wir nuge s ins | 
| £ vo F y ’ ’ 
ill fh m my FLETCHER da 
I est PORTMAN-kind 
mav vet 
“hall hen my thirsty windpipe 
A et 
Instead of moderate beer an 
gin 


If Oxford win! if Oxford win! 


[ff Oxford win, I'll drive my 


woes 
Far underground as PITMAN 
ZO0es. 


Each morn to heaven, with 
grateful sighs, 

My solemn (M)ORRISON shall 
rise, 

fhan Silver King, or Soap King, 
then, ; 

Or Mustard King, or PILL- 
KING-TEN 

limes more I'll own of ready 
tin, ; 

lf Oxford win! if Oxford win! 

II. 

if Cambridge win, a trip I'll 
make 

Jo Biscay BAYFORD-rowning’s 


sake, Bovkie.—: ERE Y ARE, GEN’ELMEN, 








A CUTE COMMENT. 


SCENE—On the Towing-path at Putney. 


4)r Ie _—, . a ‘? 
r lose myself on Pennygant, FROM MY HOWN HALMER MATER—THE HIsIs. 


(or ty » far - YU . , ' 
r to the far Tyr-OLLEVANT. Lady in the Crowd.—"“1 WONDER WHAT CONNECTION HE HAS HAD WITH THE Isis! 


zu LAY 3 To I. 


BAR ONE: AN THE ONE | BARS IS THE Boys 


, 7? 


Klse creditors will run me in. Her Escoyt.—“1 SHOULD THINK HIS RELATION TO THE JCES HAS BEEN PUSHING THE BARROW,” 


lf Cambridge win! if Cam- 

bridge win ! 
if Cambridge win, I’ll, wan and pale, 
Like nightly cater-W ALLER wail, 
“r yell like victims woebegone 
W hen some huge massa-K ERRISON, 
“r into such wild cries I’ll break 
-\s no cur-LEWIs skilled to make. 
My brain will reel, my head will spin, 
If Cambridge win! if Cambridge win! 
if Cambridge win, I'll be, egad ! 
“0 AGAR-avated that the sad 
Remem-BRANSON my soul will prey, 
And drive my five poor wits away. 
In maniac sort I'll gape and grin, 
lf Cambridge win! if Cambridge win ! 
If Cambridge win, I'll look as glum’s 
When black FoGGaILyaT Easter comes, 
And either cut my throat, or drop 


From Barnes or Putney Bridge KERR-flop, 


‘) lane « af : 
T piace a halter ’neath my chin. 
lf Cambridge win! if Cambridge wir 


- 3 





Horrors upon Horrors! 


Ir is somewhat surprising that pleasure of 
any kind can be extracted from. or associated 
with, “Horrors,” but Mr. J. W. Palmer, of 
281 Strand, has been wonderfully successful 
in working this wonder. It is a greatly grati- 
fying sight to see the astounding collection 
of forged stamps with which he has papere:! 
the walls of his “Chamber of Philatelical 
Horrors,” an exhibition he generously throws 
open to public inspection. It is a singular 
display of dreadful deceits, and is both shock- 
ingly good and awfully nice. Collectors would 
be wise to profit by the adivice—gratis—which 
he offers them in his monthly manual, #ric-a- 
Brae. 


Be Jabers! 


SURE the orange is the Irishman’s app! 


J 
r . 


Numismatic Nonsense. 

IN old times a “noble” was worth six-and- 
eightpence. A fellow who wasn't worth more 
than that wouldn't be reckoned much of a 
noble nowadays. 

- * . ’ 

It is quite possible for a deaf and dum) 

person to utter counterfeit coin. 
* . > 

It is well known to historians that Queen 
Elizabeth had a great aversion to coppers ; 
yet we cannot hear that she was ever hale! 
before any of the * beaks” of the period. 

s * * 
The Moral of the New Coinage: Keep get- 


ting Brock, and you'll never get Broke! 


_ a = 
When a man goes abrowl to make his for- 
ne. aml comes back bruncze d.may we conclude 
«lf nothing but coppers 
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TOO MUCH OF IT. 


Wifie (who has been “ Caudleing” her tired husband ).—* When 
we were first married you used to say you could listen to me all day.” 
Hubby.—* Yes ; but not all night too.” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF FUN, 
The Boat Race. 

Sirn,—Day by day the latest news of what we call “the rival crews” 
has been examined eager/y by what we call “the public eye ~—the 
public keeping, I suppose, its other eye for other shows. For weeks 
we've revelled in the slang concerning “swing” and “catch” and 
“hang” and “slide” and “spurt” and “reach” and “ grip ;" for weeks 
we've called the boat a “ship;” for weeks we've scanned the latest 
weights recorded daily by the eights (and, as we've named them, 
haven't failed to mention them as what they've “ scaled”); for weeks 
we've sported (men and maids) in dark and light (and doubtful) 
shades, blue ribbons, bonnets, ties and frocks, rosettes and tassels, flags 
and socks, and feathers, parasols and herds of wooly apes and flying 
binds, and goodness knows what else. to show which way our sym- 
pathies will go, and on which crew will be bestowed our shouting when 


the race is rowed. (Of course, by the expression * we,” the reader 


readily will see, I mean the thousands odd who share an interest in the 
affair, and not those many million more who look upon it as a bore, or 
those, who from a feeling dense, regard it with indifference.) And now 
the time has come for me to let you see what you shall see, and care- 
fully prognosticate the colour of the winning eight, So, let's * ery 
‘havoe’ and let slip the dogs of war,” and give 
My Tip. 
Two streams are flowing steadily as steadily can be 
To where the waiting vessels on the water gaily ride, 
One flowing downward from the town, one upward from the sea, 
A stream of human beings, and a stream they call the tide. 
(With very small encouragement I'd also take my oath, 
Another stream is steadily descending on them both, 
But whether it’s a stream of sun or streaming fall of rain 
The prophet at this moment hasn't leisure to explain.) 


With eyes that follow sadly all the movements of the crowd, 
The * Saturday half-holiday " young person sits in care, 
For Wednesday halt-holidays to him are not allowed— 
The race is rowed on Wednesday you're probably aware. 
The crowd is rather smaller, p' raps, but no one can detect 
An attribute suggestive of its beir 


rf more select — 
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The usual admixture of the simpleton, the knave, 
The ugly, the unfortunate, the lovely and the brave. 


And now the wild advertisement is scattered from the course, 
And steamers to their moorings are commanded to repair, 
The crowd begins to murmur, then its shouts grow loud and hoarse. 
And handkerchiefs and hearts begin to flutter ev’rywhere. 
Eyessparkle with excitement and the breath comes short and quick. 
You wildly wave your beaver, your umbrella or your stick, 
Till in the culmination of enthusiastic din 
The boats flash by you merrily and—OxFORD'’S seen to win! 
And. after this, none need look blue, for, Sir, that tip’s as true as 
true, and if you back it, as you ought, I feel it isn’t to be thought but 
what. although the odds are short, you're sure to get some decent 
sport ; and find yourself, by acting thus, in puss not minus, Sir, but 
plus.—Yours tenderly, TROPHONIUS. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


AFTER all the loud-mouthed blood-and-thunder bawlings of the 
pen-valiant press, after the vainglorious vapourings of envenomed 
tongues, after all the pretentious preparations for a stumping 
campaign through the country, and the organised obstruction fot 
delaying all other legislation with the avowed purpose of putting a 
drag on the wheels of the Home Rule Bill, the Government have 
quietly and compliantly, if not painlessly, drawn the teeth of thei 
opponents by postponing the second reading until after the Easter 
recess, in order that other important business may progress, 

. * * 

Our friends, the enemy, are exultant over the result, taking all the 
credit to themselves for its accomplishment, and calculating upon this 
truce to a “ truceless war” as being the prelude to other and greate1 
triumphs to come. | 

a oa * 

But “put off is not done with,” and the extra time so loudly 
demanded and so freely given for farther contemplation of the Bill 
will in all likelihood tell more in favour of the Government than 
against it. 

* Bs * 

It is admitted that the Government have acted well and wisely, and 
Mr. Gladstone is complimented, but not without blame—even prais 
cannot be given without blame. 

# * * 

Meanwhile, such enthusiastic meetings as that of the Nationalists in 
Dublin, and that of the National Liberal Club in London, show what 
mettle the supporters of the Bill are made of. 

* * * 

Meetings are rife. Those of the Licensed Victuallers’ class against 
the Local Veto Bill are but natural, and may be measured by the 
extent to which their interests are threatened ; but it is doubtful if they 
would be much worse off under the Bill than in the hands of the 
Local Magistrates. It is a question affecting both political parties, 
and the paltry accusations of its being a vote-catching Bill fall away 
before the fact that gain in one direction would be loss in another. 

* * * 
The much deferred business of the House has mainly been confined 


to Supply. 
ppy * . r 


Whatever scanty admission may have been made as to efficiency in 


the Navy were dis- 
counted by declara- 
tions of adeficient and 
inefficient state of the 
Army and the impos- 
sibility of remedial 
reforms being effected 
so long as 
the Royal 
Duke re- 
mains as 
(Comman- 
der-in- 
Chief. Poor 
old Duke! 
Such a seri- 
ous state- 
ment may 
sink him 
in public HORS DE COMBAT. 

estimation. 

And is the Royal George to go down like this? 

2. 








Nevertheless, our soldiers, like our sailors, in spite of shortcomings, 


can alw ays, up TN} occasion. rive a ot od account of themselves. 
THE MAN ZN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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CURIOSITY 








‘* Hillo! 











A stranger in camp! 





















“ Come over, will you? and show 





2h” 


you're made of,” 








\ 





us what 








* Now move!” 





Moral Reflections. 


m hen a married woman declares that “there is nothing in the 
orld she more detests than tittle-tattle,” it is almost a sure sign 
she has few female acquaintances or that she has a deaf 


Men abuse each other and. 


When ricdlit 


in doing it, use guantum suff, of 
women slander each other in about an equal degree, but 
their perfidy with smiles. 


Ty 


WHEN two friends are seen skating on opposite sides of the Serpen- 


th 1, 1t may safely be concluded that there is a “coolness” between 
1em, 
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FUN. 


REWARDED. 








‘* Wonder what’s inside ? 














ch eh 


*Oh! 


Stubborn, are you? 


I'll soon knock 


that out of you.” 























Looks like biscuits !”’ 
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Lays of a Loafer. 
THE TOWN MOUSE TO THE 
COUNTRY MOUSE. 

No. 2. 

(A BALLADE.) 


I GIVE you the rural retreat, 
The valley, the hill, and 
the plain, 
The farm and the dairy 
complete, 
The culture of cattle and 
grain ; 
These pleasures I doubt 
and disdain, 
Their joys [ cannot under- 
stand, 
To such heights I shall 
never attain, 
So leave me to stroll in the 
Strand, 


Art’s long, and Time's terri- 
bly fleet, 
And boredom’s my bogey 
and bane. 
I love the loud roar of the 
street, 
The clamour and rush of 
the train. 
The hansom, in case it 
should rain, 
I like to have ready at hand. 
My loss, you observe, is 
your gain, 
So leave me to stroll in the 
Strand, 


Your country-bred lassies 
are sweet, 
And buxom, and ruddy, 
but vain 
To dream that their charms 
“an compete 
With those of the belles 
of Cocagne, 
Town life holds me fast 
with a chain 
Steel linked, not a cable of 
sand, 
In bondage for years I 
have lain, 
So leave me to stroll in the 
Strand, 
L’ENVOI, 
I trust I've not given you 
pain, 
Your scenery’s certainly 
grand, 
And, doubtless, you're right 
in the main! 
But leave me to stroll in 
the Strand. 


A Deep Rogue. 

FuLL fathom five thy 
father lies.—The Tempest, 
Act L, Scene 2. 


Our Friend who Buys. 


WE have got a friend who buys everything, from small leasehold 
properties down to seeds for turnip tops. 


He is fond of going to the 


flower auctions, where he gets mixed bulbs cheap and plants them in 


his back yard. 
onions. 


sniff of the onion 


He gets a little too mixed sometimes! 
when he had bought a choice lot of tulip bulbs coming home, and 
calling on the way to meet a man or two, he bought a quart of pickling 
“There is nothing like mixed bulbs, my dear,” he said to 
his wife, as he mixed up the picklers with the tulips. The whole bally 
lot are planted in the garden now! 
3 will spoil the 


Cal 


Last week, 


We're wondering whether the 


red colour of the tulips, or whether he 


’ 


a fine moonlight night and 
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HOPE DEFERRED. 


Alice.—* WHAT A TIME THEY ARE! I WISH THEY’D MAKE HASTE AND COME.” 
Amy.—“So po I, WE 8HA’N’T HAVE LUNCH UNTIL THEY DO, AND I A‘ SO HUNGRY.” 


Wrinkles from the Rank. 
PHIL FLYWHIP DRIVES TO THE BOAT RACE. 


ALWIs. Reg'lar. Ain't missed a Huniwersity Boat Race since I've 
steered a keb. Talk about not backin’ anythink as talks! I've backed 
many a gee-gee on the form as oughter ‘ave romped in, an’ it’s crawled 
in with the crowd ‘cause it’s carried too much money ; but the Battle 
of the Blues, that és straight. You backs your fancy on the form, an’ 
whether you wins or loses you ‘as the satisfaction of knowin’ as you've 
‘al a run for your money, and that the stable’s all sereno. 

So 1 backs my fancy, not but wot I likes’em both—they’re the right 
sort, werry little of the third-class masher about them ; an’ I titivates 
up the old go-cart with pale or dark blue curtings, an’ I puts rosettes 
to match on the mare's bridle an’ a bow on my whip, an’ you bet I 
ain't long gettin’ a fare. 

An’ the tit knows she’s going to the Boat Race. See her chuckin’ 
out ‘er forefeet like a young duchess a-playin’ the pyanner, with ‘er 
coat that shiny, you could part yer ‘air by it. 

Last Boat Race day, as ever was, I was tooling the show along the 
Strand when up comes a young City gent as I'd seen about round 
town lots o’ times, an’ the Boat Race night afore had picked him up 
in the cart an’ got him clean away arter 'e’d upset a couple o’ coppers 
outside the Cri. jest for the lark o' the thing; though now being a wot 
they calls harticle clerk—an’ a pretty article, too, being a hold Blue 
hisself—well, ‘e ‘ails me an’ arsks will I drive him down—an’ ‘e's got 
along of 'im one o' the smartest things in frocks as I'd set eyes on 
since the days I used to go courtin’ my own little Dutch Clock, bless 
‘er art! So I drives ‘en wn to Barnes, an’ we sees the race Al. 


mOoY ia e Wa rh epirits t i-Vv im « 





up a bottle of Boy an’ a glass through the butterfly, an’ I drinks ’is 
health, likewise I ses, “* Your good lady’s, sir,” an’ she laughs an’ looks 
purtier than ever. Arter the race I takes the mare’s nosebag off an’ 
drives ‘em to the good old Star an’ Garter at Richmond, where they’re 
goin’ to’ave dinner. There was another “shovel” a pullin’ up jest as 
I gets there, an’ out jumps a reg’lar prize alderman wariety of elderly 
toff, an’ ’e ‘ands out a lady. My swell ’ad jest got out an’ he runs full 
cannon against old Gog an’ Magog, an’ ’e garsps instinctive like “ The 
Guv’nor!” 

“ Yus,” says the ole gent ; “an’ this’ere ain’t the orfis!” an’ my fare, 
’e winks the other eye an’ says no. An’ ’e adds as ‘ow it ain’t bein’ laid 
up with gout neither; an’ ’e says ’e’s glad to see the old gent got 
better so sudden, since ‘is telegram in the mornin’. Well, the old ‘un, 
’e busts out larfin’, an’ the young ‘un says, “ It’s no side this time, sir, 
eh?” an’ they shakes ‘ands an’ introduces the ladies, an’ says as OW 
they'll dine together, an’ my fare tips me an’ the other coachman arf 
a James to clear the dust out of our throats while we're a-waitin’, 
which we did, you bet. Yes, I’m dead nuts on the Boat Race. Cab, sir? 
Yes, sir! Drive yerto Mortlake? Jumpin, sir! Coop,coop! St! Tck! 


Fireside Fancies. 
Dip the Oriental fire-worshippers eventually go to Blazes ? 


* . * 
Why is the letter W like a hot fire? Because it makes arm warm. 
« = * 
Perhaps Eliphaz the Temanite didn’t mean it that way. but the 


* > . . . } 
KS that iy upwal mashers who are 


tf 
1 





TT ny aetent eae 


SP iether et se 




















- eae ae Se 
mecca eaRa “ 
NS A a. ayer. Ae NA Rae “atte alia, 


~ ee 


ee ee rere testiner ye 





eee ee 
~ ee meme oe me ~ oS ecantnargtile se 
ranianle MR - © o~ rs " ent, + Satie Gienes ad 
aaa inal ental nentsinnantineetiatinatiae tees o. . Po OTE NE ER i AN 
mes emcee ‘ ’ nan aansoeigemaertits 
nations . RR nN Asean : ies intictbssieanataneeiteacceaeeteee RRS: re 
F - See tees ar ; = ° " NET coma mI a + aE. : : - 
~ Caidaliee — ae eS dele ee ee niet etn eaniaieaiasiineeirinin ana tase enteee e 











ngage 


TT es sete t--atonatiepie nee ane 


Aer sma Airs sen a 









































~ — 
« —— 7 \ ~— 
, ie Se ~ ~ / \ = N 
\ — 
T ’ . — eo —_— 
== te al “ 
é - 
‘ a : =< oa 
~ * > — os 
‘ sp nile sen te ares eee — — 
tte ae ee s — 
ee Sete te — - ww rs 
— _” 
ee ae Wan — | ~ 
en fee —— 
a = . el — =e _- 
. . ~ ~* —— a oe ~ 
eee © 
—— —_ ~~ ~ 
SEER — —s 
- ~ . 
a ~«~ 
— _— 
— / ~ 
= Z. 
— - = _ 7 
— * 
an = —_— =, ~ 
- 7 
ms > 
Fo a 
Ww d/ : 
a \ ~ : 
— — 
ae ~ ~ 


“4 
Aa 
/ 
. 

j 
| 
* 
* 


Yi, 
\ 
EXPE 


7 
7 
A 
B 4 











































a= 
‘ \ > 
Z g NAGS QD % 
ree — ~ » MO a&A, ‘ << 
CO WAN Ss « e\ é . S ». OO . ~ “ 
wt Wwihiiss — > A ° a 
a NN ia ii NUE iS ARS QQAN « L ~ 
\\ NS APNEA Te SAR ONS \ ‘ = ae > 
‘ \ eh Sen! \ = 
a TIARA SS SS Ce ak 
to AN " ms 2 
oO —_ * 
[ee] in 
< — = 
- waa 
= =~ 
‘ : mM 
| ae 
: Ze:< 
. . a < 
. BANSAL MAA OA ° : ; . “s ——— v4 
SRA ~ \S SA A _— -* =. * < NANT : ¥? 
\ % A SS AS WN ‘ i ~ = | ~ =. = —- — 
A was QQAG WS OY SV WS ~ee Bao . ‘ SSS SON ANS ANT ~ * 
SS. ‘ ~ MGAAQKS ~ J ; : ~ . 
SOQGs““~s~s©°-—"° SSS SS i- => eh S PWEEANI ENN LO Sea eees 2. So 5 
AA _— : . a» 2 TRIS Re ne OSs CE SERENE me 
» we - x . > we 
; pe ~ ~~ tf “Ss a Saat » 
= = ’ SSIES SSS SSSR a 
* ~~ . =A! awa ak ah _-- " >» a 
SS SSR AAS SSDS Ss So AS = CQ Sy on 
Sea - ee : ~ + CERRRERES SRER SS SE SS = : a] 6 
AWENN' SOS AN AS >= ; 3 SSN LOSS SES BSN BV BH. SS . —. 
* Pacn® bd ~~ ’ ‘ y= eee ~~ : ese r > oa 
. \ ~ 4 sage _— wee ~ . hat SO ee j 
WS < 55 . Tas: Se 2 - 
: : SOS — 
’ oo . . \ SUNS “Sate eS — 
¢ ‘ - gts = x ‘ \ ase _ a0? See ** <3 | 
\ i \ Pas . ° : . > SNVEY. S SORES A . i. | 
Sos. \ Sa SE nae \ = 
- ¢ . Ves WSS A ~ SSSA CS oo F 
5 7. e- he ~ \ a . “ a — 
<a ae . . ~ SS SEQ SSSEANS) SY . el hy 
- c : wa SSSNAIAR IAIN XS ~ = 
» PSS ewwen SiGe ee. a 
Sy NSS SAA ™ SN ws yN NS st tA 
as “Saya So x3 we ee r 
A ta 2 »-. SS oss ae . req . 4 2 
TW AQdQxXd .. \ SSS SE: tq = 
SNS . te as ~ SRR SRS Ac 
RA : . ‘ S : ~ : ~“iissge3° an 
\N 7 5S S : \ SNRs “Me ra att 
. t : aN \\“ae SOQ = 
. ‘ " Te 
\ - : a 
\ . ——, — | hee 
Sa eS mo ry 
SSE Se —— — _— 
~ SS SSS SSS wm & 
= SSS SSS Sy cS 
—— } = 
SS SS SS aC 
~ ~ - Oo . { 4 pan 
fx, 
- Oo 
7 j | | b s & 
! ~ V4 
my <1 
v4 
~— 


So Nain AS hg Ea eC 
































FUN. 


A BOAT RACE BUNGLE. 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 


PART XII. 


“ A TALL, athletic form, clad in professional black, a hand- 
“some face, an affable expansive manner, neatly kept white 
‘hands, which gracefully threaded the masses of dark cluster- 
“ing locks, or waved in the air, gracefully accompanied the 
‘harmonious tones of a deep baritone voice . . . somewhat 
“tinged with an American accent ... all these character- 
“istics distinguish the individuality of Professor Pargeter, 
“late occupant of a distinguished post in one of the most 
‘famous Transatlantic Medical Colleges. After a brief yet 
“ profoundly interesting account of the 
“peculiar features presented in the case 7 


“(all of which will be found in detail == 

“on our sixth column) the Professor ~ "i= 

“ courteously introduced me to his charge. == 2 
“(I may add that pure Christian Charity == 
“alone has induced Professor Pargeter  - (ae 
“to consent to superintend the slum- = —. = 





‘bers of the cataleptic, and that the 
“philanthropic idea of raising by the Sa 
‘small charge levied per head on visi- * 
“tors, a sum of money to be ulti- 
“mately employed for the benefit of 
“the sleeper, emanated from his large 
“and teeming brain.)” 








‘ Ha-aah!” I yawned, and read on: 


“T found the Cataleptic Wonder in 
“a small room on the second floor of 
“the Pink Lion. He reclined upon a 
“small bedstead, about six feet in 
“length and three and a half in 
“width, fully dressed, with the excep- 
‘tion of his coat and boots, which 
“had been removed, revealing a 
“pair of much-darned brown 
“worsted socks. He presented, 
“at the first glance, the appear- 
“ance of a sleeping man; buta 
‘closer inspection revealed the 
“unnatural rigidity of the limbs 
“and the bluish shades that 
“veiled the mouth and close 
we eyelic Is, : * + © si 

[ refolled the paper, to get at the top 
of a fresh column, and, propping it against 
the milk-jug, read on : 

“In his waking moments, the 
“Cataleptic Man of Chelsea cannot, even by his 
“most partial acquaintances, be considered a spe- 
“cimen of manly beauty. His developments are 
“meagre, his skin sallow, his hair possesses the Hr 
“reddish hue which is, unflatteringly, stigmatised 
“by many persons as ‘carroty’, and his chin is decorated 
“with a stubbly growth of corresponding colour, which has 
“made its appearance during his protracted slumber. His 
“linen (of course, his collar has been removed) boasts a 
“pattern of pink horse-shoes, his cravat is a cheerful mix- 
“ture of navy blue and orange, and the articles vulgarly 
“known as‘reach-me-downs’ are of loud-patterned tweed” 








(The day was growing foggy. I could hardly distinguish the column 


of type before me)—— 


“stripes and bars of greenish black and chocolate being thrown 
° . . ” 
“into relief against a background of mustard colour. 


(How dark it was growing! ) 


“His black waistcoat was garnished by a nickel watch- 
* chain——” 


The letters faded completely out of view. I looked up. The shade 
of Johnson-Williams was standing between the table and the window. 
Had I summoned him without knowing it ?—conjured up his image in 
my mind without an absolute effort of volition ? 

“If you only knew how impatiently I have waited for this moment,” 
he began. 

I looked at him narrowly. Surely—surely, he was strangely altered 
‘or the worse. His shape was no longer clearly defined, but nebulous 
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one another ; his outlines were ragged and incomplete. He saw that 
I noticed this, and shook his head sorrowfully. 

* Is—anything wrong ?—I should say, more wrong than usual?” I 
faltere:l. 

* An unforeseen contingency, my dear Pegley,” returned Johnson- 
Williams, “threatens to render my present crucial position more 
desperate still. If you had brought me out a little sooner, something 
might have been done, but,” he shook his head again, “I fear it is now 
too late.” 

“Tn Heaven's name speak plainly.” 

“TI will endeavour to do so,” said my poor. friend. 
Pegley, I am beginning to Go.” 

“To go?” 

‘* To wear out,” explained Johnson-Williams, with dreadful calmness. 
“In point of fact, the—the friction of this mundane atmosphere is 

beginning to be too much for me. The airy, ne- 

i bulous individuality which ambitious effort rashlv 

expelled from that envelope or case of flesh and 
blool (which, in my absence, was fraudulently 
purloined by the reptile whom we both abhor) is 
beginning to crumble away. The tender tail of an 

=- hermit-crab, deprived of the protecting shell in 
which its owner invariably encases it, suffers inju- 

ries and abrasions, may be broken or torn off, The 
chrysalis, stripped of its protecting husk, shrivels 

My case parallels with either of these. 


“The fact is, 


and dies, 
Look !” 

He held out his right hand—three of its unsub- 
stantial fingers were missing! He pointed to the 
left side of his head—an car was wanting there ! 

* As the process of Decay advances,” he 
said, gloomily, “and my airy particles 
disintegrate with greater rapidity, my 
dear Pegley, I shall lose, not only fingers 
and ears, but entire limbs—whole sections 
of my anatomy will disappear, in fact. 
Then——" His voice died away. 

I glared at him. My mind seemed par- 
alysed by this new disaster. It was piling 
Pel 

“jon upon Ossa,” said Johnson- Williams, 
promptly filling up the gap in my memory. 

. Has Miss ?” T choked, 

“T take you. Has the attention of Miss 
Williams -Johnson been drawn to the fact 
that I am—considered as a Specimen— 
incomplete?” He touched the place where 
his ear should have been, and glanced at 
the remaining digits of his right hand, 
sally. “It has, more than once. But on 
these occasions I have diverted her from 
the topic with airy badinage, and upon 
her reverting to it later, persuaded her 
that she had materialised me imperfectly. 
If anything could add to my agony of 
spirit, it would be the knowledge that she is, at this moment 
(in complete ignorance of the dreadful Secret which you and 
I, my dear Pegley, enjoy the dismal privilege of sharing), 
employed in making her wedding-gown.”’ 

Johnson-Williams wiped away the semblance of a tear, I had no 
words wherewith to comfort him. 

(To be continued, ) 








Laying on the Paint. 
Fond Mother.—* And, in addition to her other accomplishments, 
my daughter paints capitally.” 
Mr. Densehead.—* You don't say so? I—er—thought she used a 
leetle—er—powder, but now | look again, of course I can see.” 
[But here he was gorgonised with a stony British stare, 


New Version. 


(Sung by Gover'ment on getting the Vote for Men without the 
Vote for Money.) 


WE don’t want to fight, 
But, by Jingo! if we do, 

We've got the ships, we've got the men, 
But want the money, too! 


A New Hide-dea, 


PEOPLE are too ready to believe that a wife-beater does not love the 


partner of his joys and sorrows, but is there not a saying that “ that 
wl h we value most we hice of 
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LANDED INTERESTS. 
fient.—* Do you know that you are trespassing on my estat 
Tramp. —* Who the deuce gave it to you a 
fient.—* My father.” 
Tramp.—** Where did he get it?” 
Gent —* Oh, it was handed down from my great-great-grandfather.” 
Tramp.—* How came he by it 
ficent.—* He fought for it.” 
Lramp.—* Take off your jacket.” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS, 
THE VIRTUE OF A VANISHED TIME. 
( Told by a ire thei re at-Grrandfatlhi r. J 


[EDITORIAL NOTE.—We quote, for the information of our readers, the be 

tional extract, discovered in the crypt of one of the last of the Disestablished City 
Churches, an extract supposed to have been secreted there by some fugitive Cit: 
( 


e 


y 
mpany who wae too overfal to ex uy iVWading legions under the 


mimand of General Commonsense, At the warn time We beg to state that we are 
i DBO Way responsible for the ridiculous and absurd opinions expressed by the old- 
world writer, whoever he may have been. And there you are, don't you know! 

YES, my little dears of the London Board Schools, who are so free 
and easy, both in meals and manners, it was in the years 1802-3-4-5. 
«tc., ete., that the Great Virtue, called Consistency. was at its height. 
It was indeed so esteemed a quality that no one was happy until he 
{or even She) got it. Moreover, if they didn’t see it (Consistency) in 
the window they asked for it. Indeed, at the time of which | speak. 
the entire nation dealt in Consistency wholesale, retail, and for 
exportation, 

Among the greatest practisers of Consistency in those days were 
some two or three hundred Tory Members of the then so-called Houses 
of Parliament or Babbleries—that was, of course, in the ages before 
Our Senate and the Throne were run by the County Council. The 
word “Tory” was, in those days — especially in the aforesaid 
Parliament—synonymous with a German word which may roughly be 
translated as “ Stick-in-the-mud-and-never-come-out-of-it-ishness.” 

Now, one of the chief proofs of the Tory love of Consistency was 
shown just then by the fact that, after they had for many years (and, 
indeed, up to the very moment of the period named) gone on fright- 
fully about Obstruction in the aforesaid House, and had attacked a 
Bill of the Period (a Bill concerning Home Rule, according to some 
authorities) because the passing there f would encourage Obstructior 
(ney dently by onier of the firn ¢- Svur? a! Neph 
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a codified system of Obstruction against a certain Grand Qld 
Centenarian, whom they hated violently, and generally described by 
them asa Monster in Inhuman Form. This Ancient Senator is believed, 
by Commentators, to be the person named by Tennyson, the last of 
the Laureates—in the lines “ broad-based upon the ‘ People’s Will.” 
Now. this Grave and Reverend (and picturesquely Collared) Signor 
also had among his followers certain M.P.’s (as they were then calle!) 
who were also of the highest order of Consistency, in consistently 
forgetting their promises to their constituents. But on the whole they 
do not appear to have been so consistent in this kind of Consistency 
as the Crab-like followers of the aforesaid Salisbury and Nephew. 
Other striking examples of the Consistency practised in those goo! 
old days may be seen in the following traditional but doubtless strictly 
accurate statement. Namely: that there were large numbers who, 
having boldly preached the then popular doctrine of the “ Liberty of 
the Subject.” also boldly advocated measures whereby their fellow- 
subjects should be locally opted out of whatever liberty they (the f.-s.’s) 
might possess. And Jater on, when one of the best Liberals then 
before the Public stated that he couldn’t consistently vote with the 
Local Opters, and offered to resign. many of these L.O.’s wanted to pac! 
him off without the “ Option” in one of his own British Wine Vats! 
Sut perhaps the most striking examples of British Consistency the: 
current were those manifested by three or four certain classes 01 
Consisters. For example: There were some swagger preachers an 
prelates of the day, who, while holding forth regarding the poor an 
heavy-laden, yet bravely managed to scrape along with the merest fe 
usands of pounds (sometimes 1 more than fifteen thousand) pe: 


T 

! 

. . . ee hei ac] ' 
than five or slX carriages to their backs! ©) 


l 1 with not more than y 
her hand, there were sundry very poor and humble professors 
religion who, while contemning their richer brethren, still kept a ke 
1 ! vy oh es . anad fic) > ecjallv if tl 2 SI id l.’s al 
eye on any chance of loaves and fishes—especially 11 the sa 282 


.s were made of 4 ld, a metal then highly p ypular. 
It was remarked, however, that there were large numbers oi 
unblatant devout folk who were inconsistent with both the abov 
kinds of religionists, and yet, strange tO say, somehow these appear ty 
have helped the poor and suffering (for there were poor and sufferiny 
in those days) and to have generally followed what they—with what 
certain scoffers of the Time called ** Superstition ’’—deemed the tr 
teaching of their religion, e/z.. Love and Self-Sacrifice, in which strange 
proceeding they appear to have been always encouraged, it seenis. D\ 
a certain Wednesday Wiseacre named FUN, who 
Also there were numerous deeply pious employers who consistent!) 
discharged and sent to starve any employé whose distorted view ot 
natural piety prevented him from telling a series of the most confounde:| 
lies whereby larger profits might be made—for him (the master). 
There were other some who. while running all sorts of Stock Exchange 
Speculations, or dabbling frantically therein—or causing others so to 
do—yet nobly denounced racing, betting, billiards, ‘one for his nob.” 
and similar crimes ! Others there were who, while pursuing to the deat I 
(or to the * Union”) even the most respectable of Licensed Victuallers 
(so-called because they seldom, if ever, troubled about selling any 
Victuals), would nevertheless tolerate and even encourage one of the 
biggest curses of the time of which we write, riz., the Unlicensed and 
“Social” Working Men’s * Clubs.” whereat gambling and drinking 
were the chief entertainments provided at all hours of the night ! 
But, noblest of all was the consistent attitude always adoptel by 
the Nation’s Press—especially in the question of Politics—and Party. 
rhere was one especial journal which was most faithful and consisten' 
to its ideal—of changing its views day by day. Its name was—— 
* ‘ * , 
Commentators have been often perplexed as to which journal of the 
time was indicated, Unfortunately, the name is undecipherable.—ED. 





Nursery Rhymes up to 
Date. 


TAKE a ‘bus course 
To Temperance Cross 
To hear a pale curate 
Preach Pledge till he’s hoarse, 
Chilblains on fingers 
And bumps on his nose, 
He won't make converts 
Wherever he goes, 


« * * 


Sing a song of microbes, 

A system full of germs ; 
Twenty thousand typhoids 

A rise in nurses’ terms! 
When the cistern’s opened, 

Long-vanished pussy found. 
Isn't it a wonder that 
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HOW THE COUNTRY COUSINS DIDN’T GET THERE. 
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(1) Farmer Stubblecrop.—‘ Boat Race,’ eh? I've got a good moind 
to goo, an’ take the missis for a bit of a’oliday! ‘ Hoxford and Cam- 
bridge,’ eh? Well, we’ll goo to Cambridge as we’re noigher that than 
wot we har to Hoxford.” = (2) Mrs. Stubblecrop.—* Drop your blarin’, 
yer young limb! You shall ’ave yer face shined. Them town folks 
sha’n’t say as my children don’t look like the ’ighest in the land!” 
(3) “Run, feyther! The gent says that there’s the Cambridge train 


Hadn’t Read of Reading. 

Grocer.—* Biscuits, ma’am? Yes, ma’am, What sort would you 
like? Here are Peek Frean’s - 

Lady from the Northward.—*“* What done yo caw them o’ th’ other 
side o’ th’ shop, mon ?” ° 

Grocer.—* Those are Huntley and Palmers’, ma’am, and you'll find 
them very ——”’ si 

Lady.—* Doo'ant it say o’ th’ tin as how they be Readin’ Biscuits? 
Why, then, aw’l hey some o’ thooase. Aw wants ‘em to tak’ to my 


gran'childer, an’ it'll] yelp ’em wi’ their schule-l’arnin’ if aw tak’s ‘em 
“re 





me ats gitten some readin’ on ‘em, dunno yo set 


a 







a-fizzlin’ fit to bust itself!” (4) Farmer S.—*“ Well, I did ‘ea 

say as these 'ere Race Trains was crowded, but there don't seem to b» 

a hextry lot in it nohow!” (4) “Wot! Boat Race baint at 
' 


Cambridge! Well, ’'m blarmed!” (6) “He, he! They're a-goin’ 
to send us back free of charge, so we ain't done so bad arterall! Half 
onr little outin’ for nothink! That's wot yer gits by travellin’ alonz 


Fe 


of a chap as knows ‘is way about like me, missis ! 


Riddle-Me-Riddle-Me-Ree,. 
RIDDLE.—I am no drunkard, yet the bowl is often the death of me: 
I am more puffel than alvertised ; let the bashful man draw me in 
and I warrant I'll draw him out: I make people supremely happy, 
even while putting them under a cloud, 


ANSWER.—Tobacco, 
+. ” om 


RIDDLE.—Though I have often been formed by Englishmen alone, 
I invariably comprise nine hundred and sixty Poles, 


ANSWER.—A League. 
*. * > 
RIDDLE.—We are ten trusty messengers. We have no armas, yet we 
I I ‘1 legs, yet we'll »)wany 
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COMPLIMENTARY. 


“WELL. THEN, IF YOUR HUSBAND'S SO MUCH BETTER, I NEEDN'T GET DOWN TO SEE HIM.” 


el 


Pag Ee meets. 


2 Ake Ca bt RN 
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Vrs. M*Ginty.—* OCH, YER HANNER! BUT IT'S THAT MASTHERFUL HE'S GITTIN’! 


Reg Bene 


Kind Inquiries, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN Miss Erin sees the precious hours all rapidly pass by 
Without bringing Home Rule nearer to her, she’s inclined to cry, 
For she finds she isn’t cleverish at understanding why 

Her pet project should encounter an obstruction. 


A en a ge 


So, to quiet the sensations which her nature overwhelm, 

She most naturally wants to ask the man who guides the helm 
id est, Prime Minister of this here British realm 
If he cannot do away with the 


(of our State 

obstruction. 

But as Soon 28 she has reach'« hi . resolved to make 

By the serving-man in livery unhappily she’s told 

hat his master has unfortunately caught a little cold, 
Whilst his system suffers general obstruction, 


In fact, she must excuse him, as he’s rather indisposed ; 

A gratifying bulletin, however, is disclosed, 

For the patient seems progressing, and has comfortably dozed, 
And he hopes to soon be rid of his obstruction. 


capt g ? 


eee ee 


a 


She feels sadly disappointed, *tis superfluous to say, 

jut it can’t be help’d at all at all, and so she goes away, 

With a firm determination, though, to call another day— 
After Easter—to get quit of all obstruction. 


The Perfect Clerk. 











SURE A SOIGHT AV YEES WOULD FRIGHTEN HIM!” 





(CLERKS can be divided into two classes, those who are perfect and 
those who are not. Some clerks are perfect in the fine art, taking 
more glasses of bitter when they go out to see what o’clock it is than 
others. But the perfect clerk, when he comes into an office from 


another, always wants to show to you how perfect the other was. 


it happens to be a foggy day he always says, ‘“‘ When I was at ‘Jones’s’ 
we always had the sun coming in at the window.” You suggest then 
that the sun did come in at the window and into his eyes too, for he 
must have seen double the amount of perfection there ever was in 
existence, He even takes umbrage at the office cat, and says the one 
they had at “Jones’s” always licked its paws quite evenly. The 
perfect clerk, too, always lays his papers on his desk as if he were 


laying bricks for a people’s palace, they are all so very even. 


How to cut a fashionable dress: Wear an unfashionable one! 





Go'd Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 
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Barber ¥ beer-seller combined Claiming a herict. AU through the Home Rule Gill 


(1) i the Spring a young wife’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of cleaning: (4) Alas for Inconsisten: y (that fiend which now parts brothers)— 


In the Spring her husband’s fancy turns to oathlets of dire meaning! Lo here a Landlord-Socialist who wanted rent from others / 


y N » All BF , a annronarhath and the } nlay many an ar;»it (5) Although a mans a barber, yet he must not in this nation 
44 A i A Ji ‘ i Aig Ghlit Aa . ; = ; 
P ] 
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ule. he became quite Home-¢ a-Kul 


(7) Dis Ussing thus the Home . 
And so, instead of Home B 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


CARNIVAL BALL is 
like a snowball, it 
gathers as it goes. 
The last one —or 
rather, the latest one 
—and yet, I don’t 
know that it was the 
latest one, others 
may have been kept 
up longer — perhaps 
“the most recent 
one” will be as good 
a way as any of des- 
cribing it. Well, 
then, the most recent 
one gave signs that 





















WHAT'S HIS CARNI-VALUR? \ 
Hypatia.—“ You're not going away without 
standing me supper, Joey, dear 7” 


Troubadour.—-“ None of your carneying, Baby! ‘we 
Besides, can't you see I have no pockets in t! 
costume 7” 


the slow-witted Briton is getting the 
hang of the thing. The fun and enjoy- 
ment was less mechanical, more spon- 
taneous — at least, I am told so, I 
lidn’t go myself, having a particular 
‘ngagement with Mr, Morpheus just at the “ psychological moment” 
gently indicated by the phrase, “dancing 
at 11.” The thing is going strong, any- 
way, and Sir Augustus may lay the flat- 
tering unguent to his chest that he has quite 
resuscitated the class of entertainment. 
* * * 

IT is, at any rate, so much of an “actuality” 
¢ that one of the great scenes of the Adelphi 
, drama will be Covent Garden Theatre during 
one of those balls, and the very title of the 
play will be drawn from it. The Black 
Domino it is, to wit, wherewith Messrs. Sims 
and Buchanan expect to play a good game 
with the public at Easter. (On Thursday 
next, to be pre cise. ) 

. * © 

TALKING of Easter (which nobody was 
doing, of course), Zhe Magic Opal will be 
revived at the Prince of Wales’s at that 
season, The Magic Opal, and yet not The 
Magic Opal. There will be a new libretto by 
Mr. Brandon Thomas, or practically so. Dr. 
Brandon Thomas we 
will pret to calling him presently, if they con- 
tinue this practice of calling him in to treat 
weakly subjects. Anon, too, we shall take to 
refusing to accept any opera bouffe, unless it 
has the proper Brand-on, (Pass on, please.) 

* * . 

AT Easter also will appear Mr. Rose's ver- 
sion of The Bauble Shop (which will not be 
called The Bubble Ship—and goodness knows 
why it should!). It will come out at the 
Trafalgar, and is expected to come out well. 
We are promised a dance of dolls, which cal!s 
up reminiscences of a quartette of marionettes 
J once saw, which included one Mdlle. Rosa 
and friends, although I daresay marionette 
dances are no new things, by any means, Rose 
of dolls should make a merry sight, and not a 
loll-a-Rose one. (Ay, ay, sir!) 

. 7 . THE 


THE ADELPHI.—ONE ON THE 
DOMINO—A GAME OP DOUBLE 
FIVES. 











Mr. Brandon Thomas (log. _— 
“ Next, Please!" 





TRAFALGAR. \ 
DANCE OF DOLLS—THE 


SMOKING CONCERTS have put themselves 


FUN. 
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that I find them seriously in my way either, although they are quite 
in my way, too. (I dare say you know what I mean.) First of all 
there was the Artists’—the last of the season 
(happily there is another season)—held at the 
company’s headquarters. The ticket said I was 
to go in uniform or evening dress. I believe I 
went in one of them, but it is immaterial—I 
don’t remember coming back in either of them, 
so thoroughly was I absorbed in the musical, 
instrumental, alcoholic and nicotinous enter- 
tainment. Several excellent singers were con- 
spicuous by their presence. 
x x * 

THE next thing I knew—it was held the 
night before, though—was the Strolling Players’ 
Amateur Orchestral Society’s ditto (and when 
I say ditto, I mean thoroughly ditto, as I believe 
it was their last of the season). This was a 
particularly enjoyable show, as there were two 
Royal Dukes and free drinks in connection with 
it. Jokes apart, it was a jolly evening, the 
music extra good,and under the able conduct- 
orship of Mr. Norfolk Megone. I kept thinking 
fondly of the Meister- 
singers’ Club, 

* 2 

ANOTHER of them 
was held at the St. 
James’s Hall last 
Thursday in connec- 
tion with the Life- 
Saving Society. Part 
of the work of this 
Society consists in 
technical instruction 
in methods of using 
life-saving apparatus, 
and to see fellows mix- 
ing one kind of life- 
saving apparatus and 
lighting up another all 





ST. JAMES’S HALL. — 
GENTLEMAN “FIX- 
ING” LIFE -SAVING 
APPARATUS. 





















THE GLOBE.—Charleu’s Aunt 
(to Reporter).—“ Yes, my 
boy, it’s all a mistake, we're 
not going to take all those 
holidays, and, I say, I've 
made it up with the lady 
next door.” 


the evening was suffici- 
ently interesting, to say 
nothing of the Al con- 
tributions in melody 
offered by Misses Lucy 
Clarke and Kate James, 


OUR “FOOL'S REVENGE.” 


Messrs. Coborn, Stratton, Le Hay, Frank Lindo, 
Deane Brande, John Proctor, Furneaux Cook and 
others, whom Mr. Edmund V. Salaman had col- 
lected from all quarters and all managers. 

* ’ * 

NoDs AND WINKS.—Somebody (o/, that some- 
body !) has been putting it about that Charley's 
Aunt is going to take a long Easter holiday, 
when she is going to do nothing of the sort. 
She is only going to “vacate” (if I may be 
allowed the expression) on Friday, the 31st inst., 
and Saturday, the Ist prox., and hopes you 
won't forget it—A performance of The Fool's rs 
Revenge was given at the TRAFALGAR on Thurs- 
day afternoon, under the auspices of Messrs. 
C, Terry and Co. My idea of A Fool's Revenge, 
however, is quite different from Tom Taylor's 
(see sketch).— Miss Emmott-Herbert tells me 
Captain Thérese is doing well. Having carried 
Hull by storm, he last week evacuated that town 
(having exhausted its supplies) and laid siege to Birmir 
Ba 





BIRMINGHAM, ETC.— 
THK LIVELY VIVAN- 
DIRRE—VE CANNOT 
FORGET HER, NO 
MATTER VERE VE- 
VAND(IJERE! 
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THE FLIRT. 


ALTHOUGH I'm fast, and smoke all day, 
Men look on me with proud emotion : 

The “chappies”’ kneel to me and say, 
‘Aw, vewy thing that suits m’notion.” 


The Lace Show. 


So they are getting up a grand show about lace! A lot I care about 
that! If there is one thing more hateful than another thing under 
the sun, or the gaslight, or the new, big, bally skirt lamp-shade, it is 
an old woman’s cap. Nine times out of ten it looks like a bundle of 
old pocket-handkerchiefs torn to pieces by a toy terrier and mixed up 
with some bits of ribbon. Old women think they make their caps 
look nice—like the confectioners do their jellies—by sticking lumps 
of colour about them, and they always talk about their lace, too, as 
having come from their great-grandmothers, when, in all probability, 
the only caps their great-grandmothers wore were the calico things 
they'd had in the union! Yet an old woman can’t do without her 
lace cap any more than a monkey on an organ can look all right with- 
out a cocked hat. It finishes them off and satisfies them the same as 
the chunk of goat’s hair wig keeps the young barrister, without a brief 
and aclean shirt, in the full sense of his dignity. There used to be plenty 
of lace-making in England, years ago, by hand. I've seen the women 
sitting in the doorways up Yorkshire way making lace and leaving a 
to smoke a long clay. However, it had one advantage: 1t was al 
right for their husbands, for they could not go on cackling and jawing 
when they were working with thread about the pins. It was a fine 
thing to see the women go raving about point d’Alengon. rhere are 
some shops in London where they sell old lace and old silver, mixed 
and it’s a fine thing to see the gushing young creatures go raving first 
from a pair of sugar-tongs to a chunk of tucker-edging that has been 
made to look like old stuff by dipping it in coffee. However, it doesn t 
matter very much to the woman what it is so long as it is something 
to buy an tis very expensive and a bit beyond her husband's — 

Many’s the time 1 have stood on the Montagne de an Sead a 
Brussels, and watched the tourist lunatics flattening their noses against 
the windows of the lace shops. That is a precious cheap way of es 
the stuff, as you can get it for about half the price in London, ~~ . 
is just as easily torn or scraped to bits with pins. Some women . e 
their lace a trifle better than they do their homes, and keep it done up 
neatly in boxes with the love letters that weren't written to them by 
their husbands, They grow quite sentimental over the lengths. 


. ae regen , an exhibition 
Lace, indeed! And lace exhibitions! I'd as soon see an 


of cats’ whiskers and monkeys’ tails ! Bah ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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The World’s Fair. 


THE WORLD's FAIR! So it is! It would be unfair to say it is not! 
There are so many bright and brilliant spots in it fairest at fair times. 
And the great World’s Fair at Chicago, so soon to display its fair 
proportions and open up its expositions of the world’s wonders in arts 
and manufactures, is likely to be the fairest of the fairs the world has 
ever known, or its peoples ever beheld. And behold! it will be very 
fair; fair to all men, to all women, and to all children, to exhibitors 
and sight-seekers alike. From all countries it has drawn their 
treasures ; from all countries it will draw their interested inhabitants 
to gloat over its glories, and witness the inventions and the industries 
that have entered into the minds of men to conceive for the purpose 
of adding brightness to human lives and giving to all peoples both 
comfort and joy. Both merchants and manufacturers almost every- 
where send their wonderful wares, their most costly, their most 
polished and most complete. England's mercantile banner will wave 
among the best, the bravest and the brightest; and among the best 
and brightest exhibits will be found the inventions and preparations 
of Messrs. W. G. Nixey, the world-renowned Black Lead Manufacturers, 
of 12 Soho Square, London. A handsome black case polished with 
their unrivalled Black Lead will contain all the specially selected 
specimens of their goods—their “Cervus Knife Polish,” their “ Kmery 
Flour,” their “ Washing Blue,” their “Silver Moonlight Plumbago,”’ 
and a highly polished bust of the inventor. Brilliancy belongs to all 
these potent polishers and brightness to the Blue. They create comfort 
and add to the joys of home in all parts of the world. At the base of 
the case will be noticed, “ Nixey’s Fraud-detecting Tills,” which are 
excellent detectors of baseness such as was not easily exposed ‘till these 
“ Tills ” came into use, 


Well, High Never! 


PERSONS of short stature with yearnings after connubial felicity 
may be reminded that marriage, besides requiring capital, is an 
institution of Hy-men and not for people who are “ short,” 
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WATCHWORD of the secret drunkard who soaks on champagne 
“ Mumm’s the word.” 
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SYMPATHY A LA MODE. 
Husband.—"I feel frightfully queer this morning : 
headache—pains everywhere—no appetite, and a general sense of 


nervous depression.” . 
Fond Wife.—“ And yet when you came home last ni 


you appeared to be perfectly sober!” 
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AT THE ROYAL INSTITUTE OF PAIN 


The Intelligent Foreigner at the Fancy 
Dress Ball. 


M. Fun,—I have been to ze ball vare zey dress as zey fancy —only 
fancy, sare! I vent, I vas seen. 1 vas conquered, Ma fei i mon anti, 
vat viz ze dresses of all nations and of all times it vaz like ze History 
of ze Vorld and ze Geography rolled into von, Mixed? I sall tell 


you ze sight vas so mixed zat I began to sink it vas my drinks, for 


roila! zare vas rt rre dancing vit la paurre Marie Antoinette, 


Mephistopheles vas flirting vit Margueérite, vile Faust was taking your 


rood Queen Bess to Sty) pare. Couleur 7? oh. que l reve ! It vas like | 
Kaleidoscope zat has been vell shaken before it vas taken. I see ze 
ludly who represent Superstition ; upon her robe she vear ze saltcellare 


} 


vich is upset like ze apple cart, ze man zat valk under ze ladder, ze 
knives zat are cross, and vit her smiles she is casting spells. I sink 
ven I dance vit zat superstition does not belong to ze ages zat are dark, 

Zare are ota of gentlemans in evening dress; zey have put on ze 
nose zat is false. Je runs assure, it is true, | go up to von gentlemans 
who have ze nose zat is longare and more red zan all ze rest. I say, 
‘Pardon, m’sieu, zat is ze funniest great false nose zat is here. Vare 
did you buy him?” Quel horreur! he say he have not buy him—he 
vas born vit him, zat if | make fun on his nose he vill give me punch 
on mine. I say, “Ten tousand pardons.” I did not sink nature vas 
capable of anysing so vonderful as his nose, 

Ze lovally Engleesh ladies, zey mask half zeir faces—but, oh! zeir 
eyes shine srough ze masks and pierce my poor heart. And zen zeir 
red ripe lips just under ze black mask. Fun, ole bx yi! it is rouge et 
noir vit vengeance, and TI lose my head at it. 

Von belle dame as she pass she look at me vit eyes zat languish. I 
advance. I make my vest vow. I say, “How do you do? I sink— 
I hope ve have met before—anyvay, I trust ve sall meet again.’ She 
say she is afraid I am terrible man. I ask fora ralse ; she take my 
arm, J’lus tard, 1 take her vaist. Oh, ciel ! so small a vaist! I sink 
after zis life it vill be a dreary vaste vitout it. Ve virl in ze mazy 
vindings, I go say vindy mazings ; ze—ze—mazes—oh, blazes! I mean 
vinding mazes of ze dance! It seem I float srough space vit an ange), 
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TERS IN “LOCAL VETO” COLOURS, 


Ve go souper. Zen ze vine go to my heart—my head. I say to 
her: ‘Beloved fair one, | love you to distraction ! She call me 
flirt. Tsay no, She demand, have I never loved before? I reply zat 
I have nevare loved before, zat I sall nevare love anyvon but her 
charming self again. Ve are in her private box. I say vill she 
remove her mask, zat I may kiss ze cheek so like a peach. She remove 
her mask, and I behold 

Ze lovally Mees Jollidogue, ze girl zat I have ten tousand times told 
zat 1 love her for ever and ever. She say, “ Fairly caught!” I sink 
[ had better take my hook. But, no; I stand to my guns. I take her 
hand vonce again, my arm is round zat charming vaist. I vispare in 
ze car so like a sea-shell: “1 vas make love to you, ma belle, because 
| knew zat it vas you all ze time.” She blush vith joy, like ze east at 
sunrise, 

[ see also ze gentleman who is Salisbury von side and Gladstone ze 
ozzare, ze lady who is half a vidow and half a bride, ze little girl zat 
sweep ze crossing, and ze most charming Morgiana in ze vorl|; I see 
also ze gentleman zat is disguised in liquor, 





‘Tis an Il-Wind, etc., etc. 


THE house was full as it could hold, 
But, out of it, the wind was cold. 
The minstrel had not sneez’d, but he 
Was careful of his upper C, 

And knew the audience would expect 
To hear him give it full effect, 


So (as his salary was paid) 

The minstrel in the smoke-room stay’d 
Of his warm club, where he had dined, 
The while his audience repined, 

And was his manager in gloom ? 

No; saw his way to make a “ Boom.” 


A Tory who has gone over to the other side: Vie-Torv! 
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THE HARMONIOUS CABINET. 


Harmonious Harcourt.-—* AS. OWING TO UNFORESEEN CIRCUMSTANCES, ‘HOME SWEET HOME RULE* IS UNAVOIDABLY 
POSTPONED, I WILL, WITH YOUR KIND INDULGENCE, CONCLUDE THE FIRST PART WITH A LITTLE THING—AHEM!— 
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QUITE PREPARED! 
He.—* What plant is that?” 
She.—* It’s an orange cutting.” 
He.—* By Jove! If you wait for its blossoms, it'll be a long time 
before you get married.” 
She (quickly ).—* Oh, there’sa tree full of blossom in the other house!” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
THE DISTURBED VALLEY; 
TOGETHER WITH SOME ACCOUNT OF THE REASON OF ITS 
DISTURBANCE, AND THE POINTS OF VIEW OF 
ITS DISTURBERS, 

You must know, that once upon a time—or, to speak truthfally— 
perhaps twice or thrice or so upon a time, the said Valley of Vanity 
(see Map, also Small Bills) was shaken to its centre—not to mention 
its circumference, by a series of strange events—double and otherwise 

~which befell the inhabitants thereof. 

The Daily Views of that age was observed to come out with a 
special article, setting forth that the aforesaid disturbance was only 
really affecting a kind of Understudy Valley, namely, that of the 
Kennet—a sometime tributary of the Thames—then, simply Father 
Thames, but now, Great-grandfather Thames, in such ratio have his 
aqueous descendants increased, Also, the J. V. frivolously set forth 
that the reason for this disturbance, was the proposal to turn a large 
portion of the tiny valley of the Kennet into a Reservoir of Water. 
Whether the said Daily Views-man meant to infer that the cause 
of the Kennetonians’ consternation was the fact that the proposal 
contained no provision for the said water being diluted with an appro- 
priate infusion of whiskey—was never clearly stated. But, whether 
er no, the original statement was like certain politicians’ speeches—not 
strictly accurate, 

No, it was the Valley of Vanity which included enormous tracts 
of that city which was then called London, but is now named County 
Councilia—it was that vast Valley which was disturbed, and, thanks to 

a series of Photographs, Autographs, Monographs, and Phonographs of 
the period, we are now enabled to place the Gentle Reader (or rather 
our myriads of G. K.’s) in full possession of the actual facts, many of 
which are vouched for by several Non-Correspondents who were not 
on the Spot. 

Among the many causes of this poor Valley of Vanity's vexation of 


FUN. 
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Spirit, were the following unsatisfied yearnings for information—riz, 
Why certain Irish Members (both of Orange and Green views respec. 
tively) were always talking about fighting and never did anything) 
Why certain “ mugs,” as they were then called (titled and otherwise), 
allowed themselves to be bled of continuous fees by self-styled Matri. 
monial Middlemen? Why certain fashionable ladies, having pinched 
their waists in with stays until there was no waist left, eventually 
turned what they were pleased to call their minds to the use of 
Corsets for their tootsy-wootsies? And why anybody with a grain of 
common sense left ever believed—or even said they believed—that the 
then Conservative Party could, even by the slightest shadow of a 
shadelet of possibility, be brought to work any good thing for the 
benefit of the Real Worker? 

Moreover, much perplexity was also rife as to why Mr. Limmie 
Jowther should bury (pre tem.) his yearnings to know, you know, why 
the Price of Corn shouldn’t be increased a hundredfold, and should 
suddenly find the question of how many Penny Lead Pencils were 
used a year by the Government a question so absolutely thrilling, 
Whv certain Metropolitan Workhouses (of which there were then 
many) had a rule, insisting that the paupers—especially the most aged 
and infirm—should be made to rise at four in the morning, and be com- 
pelled to sit with all the windows wide open, while their beds were 
being made, And the Whyers even had the audacity to want to know 
why one of the most infirm of the said Work-householders—a con- 
sumptive—who feebly protested against this humane treatment, was 
“run in” on a charge of “ Refractory Conduct.” 

Another fruitful source of the Vailey’s mental disturbance was its 
strange inability to grasp the reason why day by day the thousands of 
thrifty people who leavened the millions of ‘‘ wasters”’ in that nation 
should be ruthlessly swindled out of their hard-earned savings by so- 
called Building Societies and similar Enterprises. Also, why thousands 
of men, women, and even children, should be permitted to starve, while 
other thousands wasted large sums upon the most unnecessary luxuries 
and vices, spending even upon each cigar enough to find a whole 
poverty-stricken family in food for a day, and more in each bottle of 
champagne than would feed many a poor unemployed fellow for a week. 
Likewise these Valleytudinarians were anxious to learn the reason of 
the newest Theosophical Laundry, and whether the washer-ladies 
would, if Ma’s at all, be Mahat-Mas; and if not, why not? and 
whether anybody, except an astral ditto, could enthuse over this new 
Esoteric Wash-tub? Also, why so many journals should gushingly 
force the Nil Visi Mortui bonum wheeze whenever there passed away 
from Human Ken some misguided and mischievous millionaire who 
had lavished thousands of pounds a week on Loafers, Lumberers, Lush, 
Prize-fighters (so-called), and worse, when the hereinbefore-mentione! 
millionaire might have devoted, at least, some slight portion of his 
wealth to the relief of Poverty and Suffering ; and why—— 

But, hold! perhaps enough has been said—for the present, at least— 
to show the reason for the wholesale mental disturbance among the 
myriad denizens of that Valley of Vanity. 


Old Saws Reset.—No. 1. 


WHEN good King Arthur rul’d this land, 
His subjects said, “ I’m blest 

If I the least bit understand 
What folks mean by ‘invest !’” 


Now, some wish Arthur had not flown, 
sut still bag puddings made, 

For no man, then, to live alone 
On Nitrates had essay’d ! 


Ce Oa - 

THE C. 0. D.. or Cash on Delivery System, is successfully working 
in the British Colonies in America and many European Countries. In 
the interests of commerce it is desirable that it should be introduced 
into the General Post Office plans and practice of Great sritain. 
Petitions to the Postmaster General are now being prepared by our 
energetic contemporary, Zhe Gentlewoman, in favour of its adoption. 
Traders and advertisers should surely sign, for though the system will 
not collect our debts it will secure Cash on Delivery. 


Moral Reflections. 


A MAN cannot help being ugly, but he is not, on that account, 
justified in acting unhandsomely. 

* * * 

A woman who systematically seeks to secure a rich husband may, at 
least, lay claim to the merit of perseverance. 

= * * ‘ 

A high rate of interest is synonymous with bad security, accordibg 
to the famous faying of the “ Tron Duke :” but it must not be con- 
cluded from that dictum that taking only small interest in the girl 
you want to marry will secure you against being jilted by her. 
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This caused excitement ; and when the next exhibition 
opened, there was a general rush of the Local Genius’s 
friends to ascertain what swell’s portrait he had been 


fortunate enough to get, 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND 
SIZES FOR FAMILY AND Music-HALL 
CONSUMPTION, 


(N.B.— All Rights in these Songs are 
Reserved.) 


THE DIRECT VETO. 


(TREATED FOR DOMESTIC PURPOSES—FROM 
VARIOUS POINTS OF VIEW.) 


THERE'S a great deal of talk in the Talking 
Shop 

Of a Bill called the “ Direct Veto,” 

And while some think it prime, there are 
_ Others who drop 

On this Bill—like a mad mosquito! 
( to me it seems rather a useful thing 
(Though not quite in the way the Bill’s 
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While the L. G. 
lurked around in 
disguise,’ great. 


CHORDS. 
Then, list to me, 
Each bold B.P, 
(Whether Monarch or Man-in-the-Street, 0° ) 
And I'll disclose 
(In verse—not prose) 
A few of those 
Little things (or choses) 
Bound up with the Direct Veto ! 


Now, say that Three Cardsmen to lure you try, 
With their sly little tricks so neat, O! 
Just knowingly wink your O.P. eye, 
As a kind of a Direct Veto! 
And if you should find your own M.P. 
(Whom you helped his opponent to beat.O') 
Forgets his promise (some do, you see), 
And truckles to Power and L.8,D.— 
Then with shod, metaphorical wee toe, 
Just give him a Direct Veto! 
Senedi 
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But when they read the legend—* No, 145, Portrait of 
a GENTLEMAN ’—and recognised it, the hilarity was 
The Local Genius retired, blessing the hour he 
assumed that disguise, 


(Of course, it’s more than your life’s worth 
to do more than hint—that is, if yout wife is 
at all like my wife, and most wives are made 
on one pattern, in that respect anyhow, But 
to resume !)— 
Just Aint then an Ja-Direct Veto! 
But as to yourself—ah ! be cautious, pray ; 
Don't stay out too late (as e’en husbands 
may), 
Or your Better Three-Quarters may haply say 
(With a sting like the best mosquito), 
“Brute! Here's Ma!!!——’ 
* > ° oF 
That's a Direct Veto! 
[Exit in fear and trembling. 
'N.B.—Other items may be had on cutting 
out a soup-ticket and sending it, registered 
(for transmission abroad), to Mr. FuN, c/o 
Himself, 153 Fleet Street, Europe. | 
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about the same time, “No 
sooner had Mr, Gladstone got 
a cold in the head than Lord 


is again well and Lord Salis- 
bury recovering. 


each other shows that cdiffer- 
ence of opinion does not cur- 
tail courtesy. 


chequer’s hint that the more 
quickly the business of Supply 
was got through, the longer 
might be the holidays, put a 
slight spur in the sides of the 
refractory. but already jaded, 
members who pine for the re- 
freshing airs of country places, 
or for a chance of scooting on 
the stump. 
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A VEXED QUESTION SETTLED. 


Lady Diana,—“ WHAT'S THE NEW VICAR LIKE?” 

Captain Nimrod,—* CAN'T SAY: HAVEN'T SEEN HIM IN THE PIGSKIN—ONLY IN THE PULPIT.” 

Lady Diana.—* HOW DOES KE PREACH? GOOD ONE TO FOLLOW?” 

Captain Nimrod—* COULDN'T QUITE KEEP LEVEL WITH HIM. HE WAS GOING A TWISTER ABOUT THE UNPARDONABLE SIN.” 
Lady Diana,—* OU, THEN HE'S ALL RIGHT. HE MEANS BARBED WIRE!” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 








THE incorrigible jokists who See. boys in Ireland, entitle him to 

twist and turn even illness to ry ThE GRAND OLD | ~ pcbeeeraatel 842 prank as Mr. Facing-both-ways, 
e e , H ’ 4 4 Mt . ‘ N e . 

their uses, see “something” |) . ‘tae eens CON Gaeres | Gy iy!) sarion’s pain and as a humoring, if not 





in the fact of both the Pre- 


Jig Ave HOME RULE 
mier and ex-Premier being il] 


Pian MPA EY t aie —— i humorous, practical, if not 
| y perfect, letter-writer. 
* * * 

yp) Supplies have been voted, 

and many matters of moment 
have cropped up. Channel 
Tunnel—Payment of Mem- 
bers—Law Officers’ Salaries— 
Employers’ Liability—Scotch 
Fisheries — Uganda — Shop- 
closing, and others, have all 
had their innings. 


Salisbury set up an influen- 
z(i)al Oppos tion.” 
> . 


Fortunate ly, Mr. Gladstone 





>. +o . 
Their graceful inquiries after 
* * * 

But the great and far-reach- 
ing measure of the Govern- 
ment for establishing Parish 
and District Councils, so de- 
servedly well received, excels 
in importance. 

« « * 
; A He Her Majesty has gone rhe 

Lys he holiday. Her Majestys - 

Y/, Sy YY”) 


* * * 


The Chancellor of the Ex- 


at Ui || hy isters and Her Mayjestys 
AT i) Vy Opposition are going. Her 
/ : lieve subjects are not opposed 

to roiling. Not the v. May thi ’ 
17 } “ _ h nny 
all have a good and ad ok 
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STUDYING CHARACTER. 


r— 


~ 











(1) Bounder (who writes for the Weekly Flypaper, to would-be 
Literary Friend )—“ What? Want to know how I knock off my little 
character-sketches, eh? Come along and I’ll show you. Good as a 
chapter out of ‘ Dickens’ you'll find it.” (2) “Here youare,now. We 
might get a few ‘notes’ out of these worthy fellows, with a little 
judicious expenditure of beer. You'll find ’em delightful company 
when they unbend a bit.” (3) The unbending commences, (4) And 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 8. 
SWEET CONTENT. 
(A RONDEL.) 
I LOVEa simple life and true, 


Give mea park, a house or two. 


I like to do whate’er I do 
With lofty condescension. 
My wants, you see, are very few, 
‘And so I need not mention 
I love a simple life and true, 
And hate all vain pretension |! And hate all vain pretension. 





leads to more beer and harmony. The Literary Friend has his doubt 


about the “delightfulness.” (5) Bounder obliges with a comic 
song. The Literary Friend thinks he'd sooner read a “ chapter out of 
Dickens” at home next time. (6) Bounder “ mush really get to— 
hic—businessh at lash an’ make few—hic—notesh for a character- 
sketch—hic—,” which somehow have not yet been made use of in any 


printed matter up to now. 


Caught Out! 


THE maid on “dreadfuls” spent her gains, 
And read them on the sly ; 

The mistress sought the maid’s domains, 
And peeped within, to spy. 

She caught her in the act—a look 


A sinecure or per ‘ Ducks and Drakes The maid saw in her face, 
eid ie Led shcnitinin ial , She started up and dropped the book— 
11 “ti ; : ? AT i toe! | i at he r pla . 
| 
bp | CORRESPONDENTS The Editor does not bind himself to acknouwle ’ rf “a J j l ed unless 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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THE DEGREE COMMONPLACE.—Turning a 
poem in blank verse on “The Infinitude of 
Space” into an advertisement for Whatsis- 
name's Pills, 





THE DEGREE STRIKING.—Being able to 
knock a simple nail into the wall without 
inflicting serious injuries upon your thumb, 


The Harmonious Cabinet. 
(SEE CARTOON.,) 


THE Liberal Programme—you may, 

If you like, drop the final “m” *e,” 
Although Program can scarce be averr'd 
To appear the more elegant word, 

And indeed to my eyes looks absurd 

And debased as could possibly be— 
The Liberal Programme, I say, 

Has an interval fix’d, as you see. 





FUN. 


THE SIX DEGREES OF GENIUS. 





THE DEGREE INTUITIVE.— Effecting a 
quiet entrance into your own house after a 
late and heavy night at the club, without 
disturbing your better half, 


w/ Ne 


y 





THE DEGREE AMAZING. — Successfully 
carving a spring (?) chicken at a strange 
dinner-table without depositing a leg and most 
of the gravy in your fair neighbour's lap. 


Some beautiful morceaux, brought out 
For the nonce, have been render’d with 
grace 
And refinement and feeling; while those 
Who’'re attending the Concert suppose 
That it will not be brought to a close 
Till still greater performances place 
The success of the meeting past doubt 
And the cavils of grumblers efface, 
For the moment, however, a pause, 
A short pause, were distasteful to none ; 
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THE DEGREE ADMIRABLE.—Proving toa 
deputation of dissatisfied shareholders that 
two and two make five. 
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THE DEGREE UNIQUE.—Manipulating a 
clean white shirt-front out of a sheet of fools- 
cap and a pair of scissors, 


And the maestro presides at the keys, 
When Sir William Harcourt one sees 
Rise to sing a small song (if you please) 
Of his own, which is very well done 
And earns plentiful meed of applause— 
Whereupon comes an end to Part One. 


IN most schools a good deal of backwar.l- 
ness is found associated with a good deal 0! 
forwardness. In Italy there is a saying that 
“no one but a fool knows everything.” 


——_—_—_——— 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES 
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Of 10 Chicago jp A family of shop-liflers. pe first While buller}ly 

(1) If you offer your gamp in this monthithat’s so showery (4) Some broker’s-men broke in a house of festivity— 

Unto young maidens, old maids may look glower-y ! Their “ boss” had to pay, though, for “ seizing” proclivity, 
(2) Though the bullet-proof uniform seems to be fully proof, (5) Away to Chicago go many lands’ denizens— 

Soldiers oft have to be officer-bully-proof, Quite a “ Chic”-cargo here calls for our benisons! 

+) A hypocrite revelled in wh lesale “ pick-pocketing "— ‘ A sl | king South London 
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THE OPERA COMIQUE.—THE MAN 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OPERA COMIQUE.—“ The notion 
prevails in this country,” re- 
marks an American magazine, 
‘that we are a very practical 
people.” But if American play- 

convey anything like a true picture 

f£ local life, the American must be 
almost childlike in his simple fresh- 
ness and slavery to his emotions. It 
would appear. from the latest sample 

—Man and Woman—that St. Valen- 

tine’s Day is still regarded with some 
<citement by young ladies in New 


’ rive ste ‘ ~ y 





JHE Orerna COMIQUS 
“Oh! our Amy, tender-’ 
Uh, our Amy lou! 
more !"’ 
(CHOKUS,—"'Ooras 


pso facto Widow The 
national craving tor dol- 
lars, which I have always 
refused to look upon as an 


sprightly Joung Person (foq .—* How can you be 
so lazy ? Why don't you wake up and do some- 
exclusively transatlantic thing for dollars? Cant you rob a bank or 
a , h, . , ’ peculate sos to ruin hundreds of people, or do 
trait, is shown to imnpreg- omething useful like that and make your 
nate every male bosom pile ¥ 
that “calls itself a man,” 
to the wildest and most unblushing degree—the childlike simplicity 
I have referred to blinding them to the necessity of that partial 
concealment which other nations practise, The desire for dollars is 
depicted as so thoroughly the national sentiment that even young 
ladies are affected, and incite lazy lovers to the commission of * booms”’ 
(Gif I may be allowed the expression) as the price of their affections, 
It is true the illustrative specimen purports to hail from Chicago. 


* * at 


[HEN several of the characters are innocent enough to think that 
some irritating remarks and actions of theirs are funny. This. how- 


ever, } 3 i of nature (nature ven rally, not American nature 
specially), and may be accepted as such with a groan. When 
Americans are not running Wildly after dollars (according to Man and 
bj mv), the ! rto be making love—not passionate love, 


but strong, enduring, idyllic love. Th 


piay al ls in lovers: they are “all 
ver the shop.” Every lady has one 
Mm lndies have two (happy American 


uiles) 3 and they Musappl priate bonds, 
indulge in risky operations on “ the tape.” 
and trv to bre ak each other's banks—all 
“ake of the dollars and the dames 





Al the same time, Man and 
Ihomanisa youl play —jn some res- 
pects, a very fine play. There is 
some over-carefulness in the plan- 
hing of the first two acts, and the 

lively ’ episodes, introduced for the 
obvious purpose of lightening what 
Is ¢ ssentially a gloom) rit lodramat 


story, are crude (when they are not 


HAT NEARLY BROKE TNE BANK. imitative of * played-out ” humours), 
and, as I have hinted. irritating. But 
en in these acts the construction is good and clever. and not) 
exe i the “actuality ana ¢ se neat 


T4 


FUN. 
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for it to achieve. The rest of the piece is twenty years behind the 
times. This act is as crisp, close, and up-to-date in style as one can 
imagine. ew 

ALMOST more gratifying 
than the production of a new 
play, however, Was the Oppor- 
tunity of weleoming the return 
of sosterling an actress as Miss 
Amy Roselle, who has truls 
(though the phrase is trite) 
heen “too long absent from 
among us.” Her performance 
of the heroine in this play 
enables us to renew our ac- 
quaintance with that instine- 
tive truth which characterise 
all she does. and leaves one with 
nothing to say but—* she is as 
good as ever.” (I'd like her to | 
pronounce “courage’’ differ- 
ently, but I den’t want to make 
“ a rowabout it!) Mr. Dacre 

plays the hero particularly 
J well: there is great strength 

in the rendering, and the actor 

never loses grip of the part, 
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DEFALCATER. 


vhich runs a good deal to “expressive 
This hero not exactly a 
“straight” young man, and certain], 
scarcely meets his deserts. But that 
is the way of melodrama, and a sight 
of the New York home in which he 
has (presumably) been brought up, 
explains much, Its copious, though 
“tasty.” furniture of cane and rush 
marks it at once as the abode of wick- 
ered-ness and chic-canery ! 
* * « 

Most of the acting is very good 
indeed. Mr. Henry Neville (once 
more branded with crime as in The 
Ticket of Leave Man, and with refer- 
ences to Jean Valjean, about whom he 
may be supposed to know something) 
lends the aid of his matured art and 
ripe experience; Mr. Arthur EI- 
wood is an ideal bank-manager ; Mr. 
Charles Fulton (in appearance, a 
sardonie Arthur Roberts) has a grip 
of the character he impersonates 
which can be felt all over the house : 
andl Mr. W. T. Lovell, albeit he has 
too great a tendency to scream at his 
rival, plays the * wrongly suspected ”’ 
ably and naturally. Mr. Sam Sothern 
in an ordinary part, and Mr. Sant 
Matthews in an extraordinary make- 
up, make their mark. Some smaller 
parts are very well played too. It 
is hardly Mr. Standing’s fault that 
he doesn’t score with the Major, or 
that Miss Eva Moore seems raiher artificially lively as the sham- 
smart ut West” girl, Miss Ashwell plays Dora very well at times. 

; : «26 2 
ODS AND WINKS, — Easter 

arrangements generally 

showed a disposition 10 

‘mean business.” THE 

WESTMINSTER AQUARIUM 

came out strong with one of 

its lengthy programmes of a 

continuous series of amuse- 

ments lasting from 10.50) 

a.m. until 11.40 p.m., and 
all obtainable for the low charge of one shilling. 
That programme is being repeated daily for the 
present.— THE Day, is to the fore with more 


} turns thana nervous man would 


’ 3 
“ence, 








THE OPFRA COMIQUF.--DORA 
AND (D) ’ORROR. 
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A TIFF. 


Husband.—* Yes, women are all alikes, they is. It don’t take long 
for them to change their minds. Why, when I asked yer to marry me 
first ye said ye wouldn’t marry the noblest man that ever breathed. 

Wife.—“ Well, I’ve kept m’ word, dear.” 


COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
THE FASHIONABLE MARRIAGE. 


SQUINTIBIUS STRABISMUS, Ph ilosopher and Saqe, commonly called 
“ The Cock-Eyed !” SEVERAL other PERSONS outside the Church 
of St. George’s in the Square. 

STRABISMUS. Ho, ho! A goodly company! Odds pawing of portly 
prancers, odds Flunkeys with gardens under their chins! Br adcloth 
and satin, jewels and lace. Here be Pages in purple hose, here 
Bridesmaids alike as a row o’ sweet peaches ; I could eat ’em all, one 
after other! Is there a Wedding to-day? ; 

BYSTANDER. Ay. and a woundy grand ‘un! These here swells 
be come to see the knot tied, and when the simmery be hover, back 
they goes to Belgravia to bust themselves wi’ eating an’ drinking, an 
speechifying, an’ what not. 

STRABIS. Mine eyes are dazzled. 2 
halidom, a dainty moppet, a jewel unset, a picture unframe 
mirror never vet sullied by breath of man! How she blushes, swee 
crimson-tipped blossom! La, la! the foot that peeps from under he 
petticoat is no bigger than Titania’s. ‘Tis a new-born Aphrodite, 
upborne on billows of glossy cream. But I see no Bridegroom ! . 

Byst. For he be inside the church a-waiting for she. Would ye 
have him come at the tail end o’ the procession, like a man that was 
a-goin’ to be hanged instead of married ? mT 

STRABIS, Why, as to that, no. But I long to look upon him. 
what a brave and handsome, what a noble and courteous knight must 
he be that is adjudged fit to possess this pearl of beauty: 

Byst. He, he, he! 

STRABIS. Y’ are merry. 

BYyst. Because ve he a looney. \\ liy, tis only in oul 
that the young and the young go to church together. fis to old Si! 
Dodderly Dribbleworth sweet Mistress Sixteen is gone to be wived. 


Had she been a son ‘stead of a darter, sh’ had been husbanded to s mi 
ith, in the grave. But 


the yappy pall 


Is not this the bride: O mv 
l,a crystal 


(fr «a 1T¢ 


miele 


grannam o’ seventy, with one leg, or maybe b 
if y’ will not believe me, look 10! yourself. Here ie 
a-comin’ out arm in arm. : 


~ T'Y * hi ‘ 
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January hast thou by thy side, Wilt thou cover that scald pate with a 
wig made of thy own golden locks? Wilt thou empty thy veins’ ruby 
juice into that sapless heart of eld?) Brum, brum! A Wedding March 
indeed. A trip o’ the one side, an amble on the other. With what a 
babbling Partner must she tread the Road of Life Connubial. 

Byst. All roads have a turning, and so has that. There is a Finger- 
Post about half-way. One side is for the Rich—it leads to the Divorce 
Court ; the other side is for the Poor—it points tothe River. For 
without money there is no relief in Law for anybody, though Law was 
made for everybody at the outset of things. 

STRABIS, I will hie me home and muse upon this pleasant paradox, 
Farewell! 

Lays of a Loafer.—No., 4. 
THE IDLER'S REQUEST. 
(A BALLADE.) 
[ CRAVE not the glories of pomp and of show ; 
I care not a rush for the laurel or bay ; 
No seed of instruction I'm anxious to sow : 
I am not a striver; in fact, I may say, 
I’m built in a totally different way. 
I am willing to leave such positions for you. 
To tell you the truth, I don’t care what the pay 
So give me a post where there's nothing to do. _ 


When I read of your prowess I tingle and glow, 
And I long—for a moment—to join the fray 
But indolence ever forbids me to go, 
(nd, fearing my courage might lead me astray 
Precaution steps in with a dominant “* Nay 
I give up the fight for the good and the tru 
And seek not a part in Life’s passionate plas 
So give me a post where there’s nothing to 


l'o fight the rool fivht, and to grapple the { 
And ride a knight-errant to rescue and slay 
To free the fair maid, and the dragon o’erthro 
fo march to loud music in battle array ; 
May over some minds hold a singular sway. 
It looks well on paper, and catches a few, 
But for such a life | myself never pray, 
So give me a post where there's nothing to do, 


L’ENVOI, 
There's a moral, you see, to my indolent lay, 
“When nothing's worth having, and nothing is new, 
‘Tis best to lie down in the heat of the day.” 
So give me a post where there’s nothing to do. 
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OUR INTELLECTUAL LANDLADY. 


Smith (to Brown ).— That was a wonderful break Roberts madd 


’ . a awtae 9 9 
Landlady.— What game were they playing. 
Brown.—" Billiards. | 
Landlady ant? WY ¢ re tney play 


Nothing vel spensive, I hope 
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‘ Better to have a donkey than a vi 
Yeu see, when I’m engaged you can drive yourself—or even little Bill 
could, ha, ha!’ 
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What a mouth the brute’s got ! 
Here! Hi! (He'll have me out of the cart.) Hi! Woa!” 
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FUN. 


DONKEY V/V, PONY. 











ious beast of a pony. my dear. 
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Here! Isay! come up. (This looks uncommonly like baulking, 


Come up, yer brute, can't yer 
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He's as strong 





Wish we were safe out of 


‘Well! now you've done it, yer beast ! 





OHnanks § mare i 
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APRIL FOOLERY—THE IRISH SCARE. 


Mr, Bull.—“NOW THEN, OUT OF THE WAY, YOU BOYS. YOU WON’T MAKE AN APRIL FOOL OF ME!’ 








[See Cartoon Verses, p. 145 
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A RESOURCE. 
Alien (who has just “ missed it” ).—* NOTHING FOR SIX Hours! GREAT JUPITER! WHAT AM I TO DO FoR SIX HOURS IN A PLACE 


LIKE THIS, WITHOUT ACCOMMODATION FOR A CAT?” 
Natire.—* AWEEL, SERR! YELL GET VERRA GUID ACCOMMODATION AT THE SHEILING OOT BY, AT SAXPENCE A GILL!” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. The Second Reading of the Home Rule Bill will be proposed, “ come 


what may,” on Thursday, the day of re-opening, and then—we know 


THE first part of the Session is over, and Easter vacation is on. a rsa 
P é. é not what may come! THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Members are recruiting, gathering up their energies and girding up 
their loins for the great encounter that is to follow, 
| 8 # An Extinguisher. 
Before separating, some necessary business had to be done, and was Male Tints Meithie.nct wleiner vad 
done after the difficulties purposely put in the way had been overcome, ee Se ee poe 
. Or up to teasing games, 


and the limitation of the holiday to one week made the necessary con edn 2 Pe age oe 
‘ : Whose wit so hit she lit (the chit !) 
BEC UCHCE . 


* * A score of ardent flames— 

Is spied to ride a bride in pride, 
The daintiest of dames, 

Yet will no ill instil its chil] 
Because of rivals’ claims. 


Little would be gained by pointing out the process of causing delays 
of business. They are too barefaced and tooevident, To the inventors 
and perpetrators may be left their unenviable notoriety. 


. * od 
We have been told that to speak of the Opposition as obstructing No gaze essays to raise a blaze 
is absurd and ridiculous, How much more so does such a statement Which modesty would flout, 
seem after the severe snubbing administered by the Speaker, whose Or chance free lance advance a glance 
patience and forbearance had endured vastly before he uttered his The maddest pruce could doubt, 
dignified and impressive but deeply-deserved rebukes for the unbear- It’s clear the dear need fear no sneer. 
able conduct of the mouthers ! For when she (with a pout) 
* * * Was led to wed with Fred, it’s said 
At the Foreign Office meeting of Mr. Gladstone's supporters, tlic Her flames were all * put out.” 
necessity for firmness and unity was the counsel he impressed upon 
> > " ow . ' > , > OCKs . . 
fog 2 nee of new reforms of procedure to remedy the block Numismatic Nonsense. 
a: WOLSEY got himself into trouble through putting the cardinal’s hat 


on the king’s money. Why wasn’t the silly fellow satisfied with 


His pathetic remarks respecting himself as Leader were very im- Fee 
putting the king's money into the cardinal’s hat? 


pressive and touching to the sympathies of all but those who daily 
devote their energies to lavishing upon him and all his works thei ee le 
vindictive vituperation, Why is the letter N worth (1) three farthings, (2) three halfpence. 


Jott (3) twopence, (4) fourpence, (5) one shilling, (6) one and fourpence. 

Shocking, shameful, and shameless as was the Vote of Censure in its (7) two shillings, (8) three and sixpence, and (9) four shillings ° 
inception, it was equally unfortunate in its birth and death. Proposed Because it’s (1) one-eighth of * sixpence,” (2) one-eighth of “shilling,” 
in a weak and watery way, and replied to with spirit, the result in (3) one-third of “tanner,” (4) one-sixth of “florin,” (5) one-fifth of 
favour of the Government was sufficiently satisfactory to be a lesson “crown, (6) one-fifth of * noble.” (7) one-fifth of “angel,” (8) one- 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART XIII, 


“She suspects nothing, then?” T gasped. 

“Nothing.” returned Johnson-Williams. © Tt puzzles the dear vir] 
a little to find meso constantly about her; she thinks, | know, that 
in my joy at having attained the Pitch, lam neglecting my business 
duties, in running backwards and -forwards between Merthyr-Tydvyil 
and London by any astral current that happens to be convenient.” 

“Could you not i 

“I have not the moral courage,” my friend replied, “to administer 
such a terrible shock, And my cowardice, and her own desire to act 
for my welfare in all things, have resulted in her dealing me. uncon- 
sciously, a frightful Blow.” He 
winced, as if he had really had it, 

“A blow?” I interrogated. 

«The firm of solicitors in Llanbe- | 
ris which, you may remember, was 
entrusted with the settlement of her 





oo 
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aunt’s affairs. and whose Senior |! 
Partner first communicated to Gwen- ? 
dollen the fact of a legacy having 


been left her” —really, Johnson- 
Williams was very prolix—* have 
got through the legal formalities in- Ki 
separable from testamentary clisposi- i 
tions, with extraordinary celerity. 
Gwendollen is mistress of a little 
income in her own right, and a 
moderately-sized houseful of furni- 
ture. And I joyfully regret to say, 
my dear Pegley,” said Johnson- 
Williams, “that she gave warning to 
the coal-merchant a week ago, and 
will arrive in London within the 
next forty-eight hours or so with 
the avowed intention of getting mar- ” 
ried directly. Meanwhile,” continued i 
the miserable fellow, “I am to look 
out quiet respectable lodgings for a 
single young lady, and give notice of 
our impending nuptials to the Regis- 
trar of the parish in which they 
happen to be situated.” 


My] 


‘ 
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He clasped his hands under his ghostly coat tails and began to 
fluctuate—I cannot say walk—rapidly up and down the room. 

“fi nothing comes to light, if no trace of me is discovered before 
the period of my poor dear girl's arrival, perhaps you would not mind, 
my dear Pegley, meeting the Welsh Express at St. Barnabas’ Station, 
No. 3 platform, Tuesday morning, 8.30 a.m., and assisting Gwendollen 
to procure a comfortable, quiet apartment in some respectable 
lo lzing-house, There is a notice of rooms To Let in one of the 
tanlights over the front door of this very house: I saw it in aseendine 
trom the level of the first floor to your window” (I lived on the third 
floor). “The Poet has observed that when we stoop to deceive—for 
our own good or that of others—we weave a Tangled Web!” he shook 
his faint head sorrowfully. “If I should still persist, up to and after 
Gwendollen’s arrival upon the—in short—the scene, in not turning up, 
T must trouble you, my dear Pegley, to add a few strands to the 
Fabric already elaborated. It is desirable that I should, in my presen! 

deplorable condition of mind—TI can- 
a not say body—avoid an interview 
with Gwendollen at present—shun 
her very vicinity, in the fear of 
being forced in a moment of weak- 
ness to reveal my pitiable condition. 
Pressure of business at the offic 

would, I think, be a feasible excus: 
Or a natural delicacy in obtruding 
my presence upon her, previously to 
our union—TI leave it to you to decide 
upon the line it would be best to take. 
Divert her mind, my dear Pegley, a; 
much as you can. Prevent her, it 
possible, from thinking about me. 
Keep her, if you can again, from 
Wishing to see me—from forming 
that mental image of me which will 
infallibly result in my Development.” 
He had come to me without being 

\ summoned in this way, 
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“You must have done it uncon- 
sciously,” said) Johnson - Williams, 
answering my thought, “it could not 
have happened otherwise.” Then the 
agitation returned and seized him, 
and shook him in a manner painful 
to witness, “ My body, my body!” 
he groaned, “ Who knows what treat- 
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He tore his shadowy hair and < 
seemed to gnash his teeth. 

* Where am I? Who has got me? * 
Days—weeks you have been search- 
ing, high and low, I know; I have 
been near you often, when you 
seemel ’—there was a tinge of bit- Rn ? 
terness in his tone—to be quite 
inconscious of my proximity. I have accompanied you in your 
excursions North and West. I have seen the Doctor George who lives 
at Highgate, and the Doctor George who resides at Kew, Neither of 
these is identical with the miscreant who has my property in his 
possession. That villain, when about to carry out his nefarious 
designs, began by giving the landlady a name as much unlike his own 
as could be invented on the spur of the moment. Therefore, by a very 
natural deduction, the man you should have been looking for all this 
time, ought to have been an individual whose name was Anything but 
Ly ¢Ctor George ! = 

Such was his frenzied vehemence that he quivered like a cobweb in 
a strong draught. [ began to feel that I had not been born for a 
dete ctive, 

* Never say die!” 
not think of any other. 

“I should much prefer not to do so, my dear Pegley,” said Johnson- 
Williams, with the ghost of his amenable manner. “ But you must 
«imit that Lam ina horrible situation. If within the next few days 
my corporeal tenement cannot be recovered, I shall be forced to 
communicate the cruellest of shocks to a dear, beautiful girl.” His 
~hadowy features quivered, like the reflection of a face SCCll in water 
Ver which a breeze is passing, and he wrung his filmy hams, * And, 
even should her true affection triumph over circumstances,” he 


It was an idiotic remark to make, but I could 


rt j ‘ , ah np arry the 
ntinued, “and she was to announce her willingness to marry thi 
y “ ] } x a. ‘ 4 riat? 
nere unsubstantial shadow of a husband—what ordinary Regist 
ry {jr ? ’ { 
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“ARRESA have subjected it to?) Who knows 
uN SAN wf where it may be lying at this 
SE all moment? A fortnight ago I rejected 
a your theory of Vivisection as too 
illogical to entertain. To-day I find 
inyself struggling against the grow- 
ing conviction that [I have been 
Dissected for medical purposes "—I 
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felt my hair creep sympathetically and a cold chill run down my 
back—“ and that the most important features of my organisation are 
at present on—on exhibit, in glass demijohns of proof spirit, tied over 
the top with oiled parchment and string, on the dusty shelf of an obscure 
surgery! The rest of me’’—he turned a lack-lustre eye on mine—" has 
most probably been buried ina dust heap! It—it’s a dreadfully choky 
idea. isn't it? Hope I haven't spoiled your breakfast. Gool morning. ' 


(To be continued. ) 


Ay, Marry! 
It is a sad fact that there are many girls who will marry any 
creature, if he only has money enough ; but we don't believe any one 
of them would go so far as to marry the devil for his ‘oof, 


Goes Down Well. 
THE Westminster Aquarium 
Abounds with lively turns ; 
And latterly, to vary ‘um, 
They've got the diver Burns. 
All own his dive has pluck and dash— 
He's made a most tremendous splash ! 


It Answered. 
WE once knew a scholar so poverty stricken that he begged the 
The Board of Examiners, with unusual kindliness, immedi- 
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SPEAKING TRUE. 


French Author.—* Authors in France rarely speak ill of each other, 
unless they have a personal pique.” 

English Author—* Authors in England rarely speak good of each 
other, unless they have a log to roll,” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
BY WAY OF WARNING. 


(A FRAGMENT FOR THE FUTURE—SAY FOR TO-MORROW, THE 
NEXT DAY, A WEEK AHEAD, AND 80 FORTH.) 


It was Early Morning —very early morning—when a certain 
extremely Early Bird, known to ornithologists as the FUN-FINCH 
( Onepennicus 5 Frew Bap pte ), might have been observed on the 
scoot in search of the earliest possible worm of information. This the 
Old Bird speedily discovered, and as speedily digested, and in due time, 
after having found other more or less succulent morsels of the same 
kind, our feathered friend sat down awhile to ponder on his perch 
(which is still on view at 153 Fleet Street, admission on presentation 
of receipt of payment of the Threepenny County Council Tax). 

Soon after the Old Bird had comfortably settled himself upon the 
aforesaid h, he fell into a visionary or prophetic strain. The fall, 
ome id not ree ee was ees to shake his 

t and winking his r eye, he then proceeded to bow gracefull 
to several millions of the World’s Inhabitants who (it now being aan 
noon) had paid a penny apiece to hear what this Bird (for it was a 
Talk Bird) had to. remark concerning things in general and the 


present situation in oer ey 

a“ Wg cheer, O Bird of Wisdom?” cried these Millions. “How 
goes it?” 

“Rumbo! with me, anyhow,” replied the Gay Bird. “But what 
about yourselves /"’ 

“What about ourselves?" murmured the Millions. “What mean 
you ? ” 

“Well,” quoth the Bird, “ye seem to me to be fast becoming no 
better than a kind of bird that I wot of,a bird which everyone can (an’ 
he will!) take advantage of.” 

“Surely, you don’t mean to infer that we are Jays?” retorted the 
Inhabitants, especially those hailing from the British Isles only. 

“Truly,that do I!" retorted bis Birdship. And, if ye'll but 


een state why 
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“Go to! forsooth! Proceed! Unfold! Weigh in! etc., etc,” 
exclaimed the Millions, eagerly. 

“Why, in the first place, notwithstanding the severe lessons ye have 
had during the last year,in the way of Bogus Building Societies, 
Pretended Thrift Associations, also artfully concocted schemes of Life 
Assurance, and so forth, by Jove! here ye are once more, with scarce 
three months of the year gone, eagerly laying yourselves out to be 
‘done’ again! Do TI not see around me all sorts and sizes of specious 
pros manifestoes, circulars, analysts: reports, etc., all calcu- 
lated to slily ensnare unwary investors, some of whom (alas! I blush 
for ye!) are simply animated by a greed for abnormal interest, and so 
often deservedly fall an easy — 

“H’m!” murmured the Millions, meditatively. “What else, 

ray?” 

: Why, this!” replied the Old Bird. “ You complain, for instance, of 
the treatment you have received from these Building Society Wrong- 
‘uns, and yet, within the last few days, when a Bill was brought in witha 
view to helping the Thrifty and Struggling Worker (mental or manual) 
to become his own landlord, without having recourse to the old-time 
swindles, you are idly allowing this Bill and the Parish Councils Bill, 
which would give the Truly Rural Worker a voice in his own affairs, 
and would enable him to reform the present unequally-arranged Poor 
Laws—and anon, even to reform the still more unequally-arranged Land 
laws—ye are idly, I say, letting these and similar promising measures 
be jibed out of existence by so-called journals, recreant and otherwise. 
Such sheets as the Waterloo Place Gazette are of late run by million- 
aires (American and otherwise) with (mostly) their own capital, and 
solely in their own interest—i.ec., for the purpose of shifting all real 
effort on the part of Workers in the direction of Reform and Progress. 
Go to, ye Public,then. What are ye, egad ! but so many double-distilled 
Asses, to stand it all” 

“ Yes, but——” quoth the Public. 

“But me no buts. D’ye take this Bird fora Bat? Look at what 
the Irrational Observer had to say re the Parish Councils Bill— 
‘Revolution in the Villages!’ it called it. All these ‘lofty,’ haughty- 
toned and crab-like Conservative prints are being scattered broad- 
cast (and often free, gratis, for nothing) among the Unthinking (or 
Pothouse) Politicians, while ye, who call yourselves Liberals—nay, 
Workers (of whatever politics ye be), are, I say, doing nothing, or next 
to nothing, in the causes which ye profess to have at heart, Again do 
I blush for ye—yea, all over me—until I begin to look like a mere 
Robin-Redbreast.” 

“ Again,” chirruped the Old Bird, “look at the way Unscrupulous 
Capitalists (a// Capitalists are not Unscrupulous, bear in mind) are 
once more up in arms against the revised Employers’ Liability Bill ; 
how attempts are again being frantically made to enable Masters and 
Men to contract themselves out of this Bill ; how Domestic Servants 
are being simply snubbed and snuffed out with regard to their 
undoubted claims in the matter; how certain employers have taken 
lately to open and read their servants’ letters, and yet get scot free ; 
how terrible and dangerous trades (such as this Ghastly Green-making 
business) are carried on without the slightest heed being paid to the 
health of poor bread (but seldom meat) winners! See how money is 
now wantonly wasted while thousands are starving ; how certain M.P.’s 
who pose largely as Friends of the Poor and of the Toiler, are giving 
hundreds of pounds per week as a ‘retainer’ to this or that jockey ; 
how so-called ‘Christian’ employers and employeresses are bringing 
discredit not only upon a noble religion, but upon Humanity itself, by 
cruel and base ill-treatment of poor little girl-servants. All this ye 
daily hear of. Also all around you—yea, even among your most Public 
cin ae male and female—ye see Immorality rampant and openly 
winked at. Yet, ye make no sign, I say, but allow your nation to be 
degraded and your rights trampled upon, the political trampling being 
done by the so-called ‘cultured’ Conservative class, which is now 12 
alliance with the most. illiterate, or at least most unthinking, crew. 
Bah! Cowardly custards! How long shall this OLD Fun Birp (who 
is not to be caught by chaff) have to blush for your remissness? 
pause for a reply.” 


Old Saws Reset.—No. 2. 
SING a song o’ sixpence, 
And all that it will buy— 
A dozen whelks, a penny ice, 
And half a fat pork-pie. 


But when the lot you've eaten, 
You'll say, but say in vain, 

You'd freely give twelve pence to have 
That sixpence back again ! 


WHEN you see a gentle lady addressed with rampant impertinent 
Yy &€h uUnmanneriy domestic. what does it emind vo .. ef .u 
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April Foolscap. 
On Good Friday, at twenty-five minutes 
Past ten, I got home again, blest 
With a heart that was light as a linnet’s 
A brain undesirons of rest. 
And I said, “ Ere I think of retiring, 
The Muse for an hour I will woo; 
And, as March even now is expiring, 
A welcome to April I'll coo!” 
So I sat by the fire burning brightly, 
My foolscap before me I spread, 
Took my Pickwick, and jotted down 
lightly 
What thoughts lightly came to my 
head, 
I wrote April a madrigal, laden 
(As if *twere some soft billet-dour) 
With delicious refrains—‘ Gentle 
maiden, fyou!” 
Thrice welcome, thrice welcome, are 


I informed her, in many wild verses, 
That aye the third month of the year 
Is the worst of the harrowing curses 
That haunt this terrestrial sphere. 
‘1 detest horrid March with his blaw- 
ing, 
His bluster, his hullabaloo : 
I’m exceedingly glad he is going : 
Thrice welcome, sweet April, are 
you!” 
I declared her a glendoveer sprightly, 
Endowed with some power from 
above 
Which could make my young fancy 
turn lightly 
To Locksley-like longings for love. 
“Oh, my heart at your coming grows 
bolder, 
My appetite heartier, too : 
Lovely April, fair April,” I told her, 
“Thrice welcome, thrice welcome, are 
you!” 


Of the buds and the blossoms I ranted 
That come at her bidding to birth : 
I averred that she weirdly enchanted 
And rejuvenated the earth. 
Nay, I piled eulogistical word on 
Sweet word, twenty folios through : 
And “ Fair April,” was ever my burden, 
“ Thrice welcome, thrice welcome, are 
you!” 
But at length twelve o’clock started 
pealing, 
Whereon I Miss April veheld 
At my side: and, with brain madly 
reeling, 
[ nearly dropped dead, as she yelled, 
“Oh, I quite understand that most 
happy 
My coming will make you—I do! 
fur the day that I start with, dear 
chappie, 
te the day that is sacred to you!!!” 


Riddle-Me-Riddle-Me-Ree. 


(1) “Ach! you gannot make von sound ! 
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TOO STRONG! 








50 pe 
a * 





™ 








You haf not ze strength!” 


(2) “ You must blow harder. 


RIDDLE.—Whole enables you to Now,you watch me.” (3) B-Brrout! (4) Chut-tu-tu-prrrt! (5) P-Prrrout ! enact cl 
that’s the way! Mein gracious, he’s gone! That's the third bupil this week I haf blown 


make second from first. (6) “ 
away. I must be more 


ANSWER.—Fire-escape. 


April Foolery—The Irish Scare. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


LIKE bustling, yelling paper-boys, 

The Tories cause a frightful noise 

Anent the theme which much employs 
An isle across the water, O: 

~ “$ they shout and say be true, 
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Ea TO CORRESPONDENTS. The Editor does not 


They're proud to spread no.end of scares ; 


About the means whereby their wares 
Are sold, so they be sold, none cares 
A single rap or y. 0: 
And lots of artful tricks are plann’d 
To get their “ Speeshuls” out of hand 
And “ Extree Speeshuls,” which expand 
In ways astounding many, O! 


7 - ’ ’ Pad - 
r sonn Ball nowsoe eT they try 


bind himeelf te ach nowledge, return, or pay Jor 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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ag ving tye 
PB pe ih Ne yo; 
, at their pesteri says he, 
“Why can't you let a tody be? 
‘You'll make no April fool of me,— 
Pooh for your April folly, 0!" 


Tae gentleman under whose direction a 


play is produced must necessarily get into a 


ng rage H w else Can he be called 


lire- Hector 


ntributions. in no case wlll they be returned unless 
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THE SIX DEGREES 
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THe Decree MortTiryinG.—Accidentally 
putting the lighted end of your cigar in your 
mouth just as you are about starting for a 
day’s outing. 
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THE DEGREE SHAMEFUL.—Running 
across your Uncle Joshua (a strict ab- 
stainer, and from whom you have great 
expectations) just as you have persuaded 
your chum, Charley Boozington, to quit the 
Dog and Duck under your protection, 


Moral Reflections. 


THE time-honoured adage, “ Boys will be boys,” has been out of date 
since F'in-de-siécle girls have taken to being boys too. 
- » « 
It furnishes no evidence of strong-mindedness, when authors break 
up their matter into numerous paragraphs as they write it. 
ca * * 
Ona —— of taste, do not rely on the opinion of a man who has 
previously told you in confidence that he prefers Nicudemus to John, 
us a Christian name. 
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THE DEGREE ANNOYING.—Picking up half 
a crown in the street and hardly having time 
to change it before finding yourself given in 
charge for uttering base coin, 





THE DEGREE CRUEt..—Starting out with the 
intention of putting a fiver on Mugfinder for the 
Jubilee Stakes, and meeting your mother-in-law, 
who insists on your accompanying her to the 
dentist's, where, after a four-hours’ stay, you issue 
forth in time to buy a paper and learn that Mug- 
finder has won at twenty to one ! 
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OF BAD LUCK. 
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THE DEGREE EXASPERATING. — Giving 
yourself a two-inch gash across the cheek on 
the very morning you intend proposing to 
Angelina, 
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THE DEGREE FRIGHTFUL. — Laughing 
heartily at every joke his Lordship utters, in 
the hope that your agreeableness will serve to 
lighten your sentence, and finding at the 
finish that you have got an extra twelvemonth 
on account of your “levity of demeaneur! 


Fireside Fancies. 
IF your wife is idiotically serupulous, you have only to put your feet on 
fender, and you'll find your feet of(/)-fend’er! 
* * - 
An International Match: One that is made in Sweden, purchased 
in New York, and lights its owner’s pipe in New South Wales. 
* * * 
It’s no use talking about the “dying embers” at this time o’ year 
When January comes in, the “-embers” are dead for a matter of eight 
months. 
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FUN’S TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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wrawhhé Ruisance fo Diehel ons. 


(1) When ladies go in the “ Row,” (4) When a “ pro.” sage doth an 
Now, you know, they shake hands so / He (ah, woe !) to quod must go! 

(2) When young wed pairs thus show airs (5) Lo, baby-carts in crowded parts 
It declares Wedlock’s cares, Cause sore smarts and angry hearts, 

(3) What a “flat” burclar that. (6) Though th e cleanly path muc h praise hath, 
| ‘ a hia } ‘ A ’ ’ hath | ¢* eds to Ww ati 





Ss ie 


ong Re Pe 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. right in calling) “the little ski 
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skit forms a merry finish to an evening 


merrily commenced with The County Councillor, 
TRAFALGAE.— y : i 
Whether Mr. Rose's THE ADELPHI.—A nice young man fora s small tea-party has heen 
Babble Shop—the introduced to our notice by Messrs. Sims an 
a eee Buchanan as the hero of their new piece, The 
my f the Criterion Black Domino. Seems to me he’s a trifle 
ays Oe more of a blackguard than the villain; in 
m success OF no fact he does sev eral things which have 
yl hitherto been regarded as the prerogatives of 
. . “villa ns.” But the au lience don’t seem to 
mind much, and appear to regard him with 
the same friendly feelings they are ever ready 
to extend to honest virtue in distress and 
under an unmerited cloud. so Iam bound to 
conclude that seduction and forgery, to say 


. . e 5 | y 
e paltriness of character gener- 





not noo mm 
biik3 om kL S4Jili i 
- are sm3ita (th Ane attr hint herc 23 : 
ally. are quite the proper attributes of heroes. ; 
se . 


scarcely deviates from the beaten tracks of mel . 
irama. which are so much more comfortable than 


. . ; 
aa = trove At Our ip APrtiaTr Par ’ 
tne rugzeda W: vs or new —- ires, pr ut loge L iit 
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with the expertness of high-class workmen. “ Bits 
f character” and homely, life-like touches and 
sketches abound, which are altogether beyond th 
reach of the mere hack dramatist, and raise th: 
piece to the level almost of literature, which on 
s for at the Adelphi nowadays. 
= ” a 

A NUMEROU mpany of considerable i 
vidual strength plays the piece with the vig 
and broad effect necessary. A good deal of the 
effect comes from Mr. Charles G lenn y, who plays 


the hero with all the airs of injured innocen 
called for by the part. Mr. W. a Abingdon is a 








mou! beautiful bad man, as usual. Mrs. Patrick 
ess was its I C1 Campbell’s “cast-off plaything” has the merits 

f business in of picturesqueness and force not always found at 
stances, and the extra or outside jocularities her command. Miss Millard plays the not very 
good of their kind, and not too many of them. Turk ApELPRL—A ©*acting part of the heroine prettily, and Miss 


> rather obvious, perhaps, and one or two not DARK “SHADOW.” sessie Hatton plays a small part with some pathos, 


the points 


obvious enough. 


ne great merit, however—it doesnt bother 7 x * 


r the other, AN. Adelphi drama without “the comic element ” would be a remark- 


2. PLAYPAIR'S im 
etimes very ] 
y it is so funny to see 
of tone and gesture ’ 


in le xi, ¢ and . ™© I ir. ~ very amt ising.” (I wonder 


Is it because it’s rude, I w: nder } ’ Because there 
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ADELPHL—TORE- 
ADORATION, 


and have missed her dreadfully, is frankly her own charming self as 


*_ * * able production; “the comic ele- 
ment ” is theref re well to the fore. 
Mr. Arthur Williams bears the 
somebody reproducing somebody else’s tricks brunt of it in his characteristic 
eae style, which is that of the mellowed 
n all this imitation ; it derives all its value, artist as well as the somewhat irres- 
fact. from its exactitude—overdone it ponsible “comedian,” but Mr. Wel- 
loses its point. I expect it is because it’s ton Dale takes his share, and Miss 
rude. And yet they say imitation is the Clara Jecks hers, appearing once 
sincerest flattery. It may be so, of course : more in her favourite réle of the 
but if so. how we do hate flattery. to be Music-Hall Artiste. 


n of Mr. Wyndham’s ways and manners is 


sure '!—flattery of that kind!) * * * 
‘ * . * i THE putting on is as complete as 
<3 BuT to resume. There are othet usual. The “Pink” Wedding is 
Y, equally good bits of mimi- good, and the view of the terrace at 


ery. Mr. Maude’s r pro- Ri hmond, but the tour de force is 
luction of Mr. Somerset's the Carnival Ball scene, for the 





duction Cl 

Duke is first rate. Mr. F. varied and particularly effective THE ADELPHI. 

Willes makes even a bettet costumes in which (designed by 

show. His “Caleb Plum- Karl) Messrs. L. 
mer gone wrong” is simply and H. Nathan are 


‘another of Mr. Day.” Mr. 
Giarden’s Stoge, M.P., is 
another clever and pointe:| 
‘repeat” of the original. 
Even Lord Clivebrook’s Secretary is very 
closely and amusingly “ taken off” by Mr. 
Neill. Things aredifferent among the ladies, 
Beyond posing (I use the word advisedly) 
as a doll—which is dimly suggestive of 
satire on Miss Moore's dainty but not very 
full-boxlied style—Miss Leyton has little in 
common with the original heroine, and the 
mechanical doll business has been too 
recently exploited in “a celebrated case" 
to go for very much, Miss Grace Huntley, 
by whose re-appearance we are remin led 
that we haven't seen her for ever so long. 


responsible. It isa 
scene of brilliant 
and harmonious 
colouring which will 
bear a lot of look- 
ing into. 
” 7 = 

Nops AND 
Winks. —Uncle 
John has been pro- 
duced at the Vaude- 
ville, Chicago at the 
Alhambra and 
Clever Alice at the 
Royalty without my 
knowledge or con- 
sent.—A Woman of 
A HE Sq No Importance will 
and makes no pretence of following Miss take the place of 
’ }7 j = 4 ‘ ‘ Wr 3 ; = 
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FUN. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


APRIE 12, 1893. 


It is true enough that Loyalty to the Crown, and Loyalty to Law 
and Onier, are most admirable adhesive qualities !. but it is impossible 


It is true enough that “The old order changeth,” but it is impossible 
+ believe the dictatorial remark that the old and true Liberalism is 





to trace them in the incitements to rebellion against both in the pre- 








eat 


ither extinct or that its only remnant exists in the Dissentients. 


. . . > , | 
From that conclusion it is essential to emphs 
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LICa@liV dissent, 
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tentzo0us professions of an in 


tended resistance thereta 





majorities, and stupidly smiled at 
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THE GREAT PARLIAMENTARY GOLF TOURNAMENT, my 

MR. GLADSTONE LEADS OFF IN THE SECUND ROUND FOR THE “HOME RULE CHALLENGE CUP.” ‘ig 
Ht 
Perhaps, and it is to be hoped that, “they mean not what they to those who are really running a “Separation” scheme of their ie | 
say.” wh, : ae 
say. e » Z . e ° . Et 
’ : > ¥ ’ ya | 
One-half is probably nothing more than brag and bluster, and Mr. B. had a great reception at Belfast, but he talked nonsense if 
Cae 4 

Le ae 


the other half only wind-bag. 
* 2 


The Brave Balfour has put his best foot forward to give a “lez-up” 





about the tyranny and stupidity of 


* 











the weak-minded and contemptible act of burning a copy of the Home 
Rule Bill by a stupidly tyrannous minority. 


” ; The resumption of business in 

an et the House, and the Second Reading 

, of the Home Rule Bill, opens up 

Picture Shows.  - , the opportunity for the Opposition 

THE NEW ENGLISH ART CLUB. e Tr SS? Se! \ to do their best and their worst. 
—The Tenth Exhibition. We are — — Sen ~oti e Let them doit. “We fear no foe. 

glad to see, in the early numbers, - oitai SY , THE MAN os tae 

some examples in black and white. CLOCK TOWER. 


* The Synagogue Brody,” by Joseph 
Pennell, is a powerful piece of 
characterisation, and “A Hungarian 
Market,” by the same skilful master, 
is dainty to a degree. Next come 
a few drawings by well-known 
hands, Fred Pegram, F. H. Towns- 
hend and pthers. First amongst 
the works in colours are, “* A Design 
for a Fan” and “ Chanteuses,” by 
Degas—the former a fine piece of 
colour, the latter an exquisite 
example of the master. The Por- 
traits by C. W. Furse are all very 
tine, his * Master of the Hounds” 
and “ Mr, Justice Collins” are of a 
very high order, and so is the * Por- 
trait of Bradlaugh,” by W. Sickart. 
There are two clever subject pictures 
by J. E. Christie, “ Halloween” and 
“The Pied Piper of Hamelin.” 

here are many fine landscapes, 
most notably the three by Claud 
Monet. The Exhibition is a good 
one, in spite of the absence of many 
gool men who originally gave 
strength to the society. 


Physiological Question. 
WHICH has most | 


erry vy)? pera 
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THE PROGRESS OF SCHOOLBOARDISM. 


Veto Junior.—* Pause, father—pause, I entreat you! You 


are 
standing on the brink of a terrible precipice. Were you but acquainted 
with the rudimentary principles of social economy, you would know 
that the utensils you nightly grasp—the pipe an 1 pot—are the symbols 
of a degradation which is slowly but surely cating the heart out of the 
remains of a once great and us nation | 
Astounded Parent.— An’ have I bin pay! 
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Then and Now. 


Or old, when folks by land or sea 
Pursued their travelling 
Misled, ill-fed they oft w 
And scarcely saw a thing, 
But we who sedulously look 
For comt , 
May count upon a first-rate“ ¢ 
And comprehensive “ Gaze, 


uld b 


rt nowadays 


Here's a Go! 


BASHBOOZE has thoroughly ex- 
hausted the patience of his wife and 
only son at last. The latter went 
for a soldier last week, and now the 
former has gone for a policeman. 


THERE is an enterprising egotist 
wivertising for a lathe by which 
he may turn things to his own ad- 
Vantage, 

fHeE anatomy of melancholy 
The physical display of a “ bur- 
lesque opera,” 

HOWEVER absent-minded a per- 
son may be, he can have no excuse 
for forgetting himself. 


A WHITE-HEADED Turk is, of 
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FUN. 


2500 ANNO DOMINI. 
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Lays of a Loafer.—No. 5. 
DOLCE FAR NIENTE. 
(TRIOLETS.) 


CoME, let us stroll by the sea, 
Smoke, and be lazy together ! 
Work ? Oh, leave work to the bee! 

Come, let us stroll by the sea, 

If but for once, let’s be free. 
Blow care away like a feather. 

Come, let us stroll by the sea, 
Smoke, and be lazy together. 


Come to the edge of the cliff, 

Mix the ozone with tobacco. 
Watching the venturesome skiff 
Come to the edge of the cliff, 
If—there is virtue in if— 

If you don’t want me to tack, oh, 
Come to the edge of the cliff, 

Mix the ozone with tobacco, 





Here let us rest for awhile, 

Watching the waves as they tumble. 
Walk? Why, we've walked a full mile! 
Here let us rest for awhile, 

Walking is hardly my style ; 

A mile is enough—I am humble. 
Here let us rest for awhile, 

Watching the waves as they tumble. 


Narrow Escape. 


A GENTLEMAN examining his note- 
book as he went along the street the 
other day, suddenly fell across an old 
entry. Hesustained no physical damage 





THEATRE FOYAL, SQUASHLY-ON-THE-FEN. whatever. 


Jaming uf the Shrew. AcT IL., SCENE 2, 
“t ruchio—* Here, sirrah! Grumio, knock, I say!” 


Grumio (sotto roce ).—*“ Yus, it’s all very well to say knock here, but how can I when the bally 


ecenery's 60 out of perspective that the dicr is half-way up the street?” 


Ah! 
AN Englishman’s house is his castle, 
but he has to provide his own keep. 





~ —- 
For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND Music-HALL CONSUMPTICN. 
(N.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
THE BEST INTENTIONS, 
Now, the style in which you do a thing makes all the difference quite, 
And causes folk to sample it in quite a different light : 
One way brings joy—another way annoyance may excite, 
And even cause a row of some climensions. 

sefore you judge, make sure, then, if the motive underneath 
Is right or wrong—and hesitate before you show your teeth— 


For your giving certain folk six months’—or else a laure] wreath— 
Will depend upon those folks’ intentions. 
CHORUS. 


But 7 know a man 
Who, do whate'er he can, 
Is deserving less of punches than of pensions. 
However he may act— 
Right or wrong— tis still a fact 
That he does it with the Best Intentions! 


He books a strict appointment, say to meet at 10.15; 
If ‘tis A.M., you may bet that he at P.M. will be seen. 
He doesn’t mean to hinder you—oh, no! he’s all serene, 
And not the least inclined to cause dissensions. 
But on the road he calls, perhaps, to help a friend or two— 
Mayhap to make ‘em “ make it up" —to vive my pal his due ; 
But oft his effort makes them beat each other black and blue! 
Stil), he did it with the Best Intentions! 
CHORUS, 
Yes; and oftentimes this man 
They may batter like a can! 
And make his nose assume increased dimensions ; 
But he murmurs, as his gore 
Inundates your passage tloor, 
“Well, I did it with the Best Intentions! 
He ll take creat tr ible (a a hd] hal ‘\s lLrine « nround a ‘ + —_ 
Hi ) 


His intensity’s so thrilling that you go and “ put your shirt ” 
On certain little gee-gees that he mentions * * * 
Up go the numbers! Bookies roar like Boreas’s blast ! 
Away dash all the horses—and, see, now the Post they’ve past : 
And, anon, this Johnnie’s “certainties” stroll leisurely in—Jast /’ 
Still, he gave em with the Best Intentions! 
CHORUS. 
Still, there are many thus: 
Say, M.P.’s who make such fuss, 
And the New Art Critics (who've such strange conventions)— 
The first batch do tell lies, 
And the next can’t criticise— 
Still, they’ve all (of course) the Best Intentions ! 


Strong and Well! Clapton! 

FUN congratulates the Clapton Football Club upon their victory 
over Antwerp, at Easter, upon the Plaine Aux Manceuvres. He com- 
mends the plucky stand made by the home team in the face of 
disaster, especially Price (a football pearl beyond one), Boffham, 
Rivart and Jacobs. Mr. FuN also approves of the forethought of 
the Belgian authorities in having a military ambulance in readiness. 
When next the C.F, C. cross the briny to uphold the honour of this 
country, Mr. FUN hopes he will again be loafing around, and that the 
trip will be made by the G. E.R. Company's good ship Jpswich, and 
everybody's comfort again ensured by her worthy skipper and 
steward. 

Passing Observations. 

IT is no uncommon occurrence for a debtor who has gone into 
liquidation to come out swimmingly. 

* * © 

Though the study of agriculture forms no part of a university curr? 
‘ulum, all university examiners are ploughmen. 

~~ - * 

Tradesmen “look orer their books. to see how they stand ;” pretty 

women, for a like purpose, look into their looking-glasses. 
7. = ~ 


" ‘ ; ’ +7 2 
me persons congratulate themselves on the smallness 


; , , , 
P _ ¢ mav safelv be assum: that th: 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 


PART XIV. 

THE 8.30 Welsh Express came into St. Barnabas punctually, that is 
at little more than half-past nine. In the cold white light of a damp 
Metropolitan May morning, the tousled heads of passengers who had 
been travelling all night were thrust out of the windows, and shouts of 
“ Porter!” made the glass roof of St. Barnabas echo again. 

There were two Pullman cars on the train. I did not trouble about 
examining their inmates very minutely, but walked on towards the 
end of the train, where the third class compartments were. I hail 
formed a picture of Miss Williams-Johnson in my mind. as a red- 
cheeked, healthy young woman of the 
nursery governess type; and under the 


influence of this pre-conviction, looked aN 


into a good many faces without finding “ 
any to correspond with my ideal. Minutes 7 
: ( 


passed. The carriages emptied, the plat- | 
form cleared, and still I rambled vaguely 

up and down. Perhaps Miss Williams- 
Johnson had been detained—perhaps she 
would come by the next train. But at 
that moment, a porter passed me shoulder- 

ing a small black trunk. The initials 
G.W.-J. were painted on it in white. He 
dangled a bonnet-box and a small bag in 

his unoeeupied hand, and was followed by 
a young lady. 

“I don’t see the gentleman, Miss!” 

‘He is sure to be here,” said 
the young lady; ‘please look 
about you again, and remember 
the description I gave you.” 

Ihe porter’s countenance ex- 
panded into a grin. “There's a 
many gents in London as answers 
to that description,” he said. * But 
[*ll ask the constable at the turn- 
i] sox and all, he 





broke into a run. 

The young lady put back a 
brown gauze veil from a charming 
face and looked about her a little bewilderedly 
with a pair of brilliant blue eyes, She had 
evidently been travelling all night, for she 
looked fatigued and slightly crumpled, but there 
was not a speck of dust or grime on her neat little 
person. Those lovely eyes lighted with hope as 
the returning bulk of the porter, in company with 
a large smiling policeman, bore down upon her. 

The policeman was something of a joker in his way. 

* Jim—this man here, Miss,” he said, with assumed 
stolidity, “tells me that you were expecting a gent 
to meet you as ’asn’t, so to speak, come up to the 
mark. Might I ask what kind of looking individual 
he might be?” 

The young lady blushed a little. 

“He is tall and thin.” she said, “ with auburn hair, and no m 
to speak of, and he wears a round brown hat and a suit of checked 
tweed—a yellow and chocolate pattern, and a blue tie with orange 
spots, and a black waistcoat, and a watch-chain which looks like silver, 
but is not,” she coneluded. 

The policeman and the porter suppressed a mutual guffaw. 

* As Jim here said just now.” the policeman remarked, “we have a 
gomxl many young gentlemen in London as dress like that. You're 
from the country, no doubt ?” 

“Tam a native of Wales,” said the young lady, quietly, 
this is the first time I ever was in London, I cannot believe that the 
gentleman I speak of would have been so—so forgetful, or so unkind, 
as to break his promise of meeting me!" Her blue eyes filled with 


4 } 
+) eval se. 
catat ii 


“and as 


tears, 
* They're all like that. Miss. bless you ! ” said the policeman, 
* He’s just dropped it clean out of his mind and gone with a ‘andsomer 
ld be. neither. He 


Ic 


ral, as the song says. Not that I believe she wou 

turned an admiring leer upon the pretty face of Gwendollen, ! 
this time, I was sure of her identity. 1 stepped forward and raised 
my hat, 

* Miss Williams-Johnson, I believe ? 


Yes. You come from—fi Le vellyn 


or. DV 


+ 


HUN. 153 


“Oh! where is he? Can he be ill,” she cried, “that he does not 
come himself? Perhaps you are the doctor?” 

“T am only a fellow clerk in the same office,” I replied. 

“ Mr. Pegley!” she cried. “Oh, he has so often talked of you! 
Pray tell me—...” , 

* He is not ill.” 

* Thank Heaven!” Gwendollen cried. 

The policeman had retired, but the porter still loomed in the neigh- 
bourhood upbearing his burden of luggage. I procured a cab and put 
Miss Williams-Johnson into it. 

* My friend is unavoidably prevented from appearing,” I explained, 
as the porter hoisted Miss Williams-Johnson’s box upon the top of the 
vehicle and crowded her bandbox and bundle under the little front’ 
seat. ** Therefore, he has deputed me to meet and accompany you to 
your lodgings,” 

I had engaged the vacant bed and sitting- 
room immediately beneath my own, as 
Johnson-Williams had suggested, 

“And I was to give you his love—his de- 
voted love "—her bright eyes grew brighter— 
“and to beg you not to be anxious or worried 
on his account, until he is able to appear in 
person and set all your doubts at rest. Mean- 
while "—I spoke with meaning—*" he hopes 
that nothing will happen to divert him from 
his employment, which is of a most important 
nature, He has neglected 
his business sadly of late, 















owing to other preoccupa- 


eas tions, the nature of which, 
\— s/f he said, you would be able 
/ = \ To guess,” She nod led, 
tH | « 

/ 2 ‘So,” [ went on, “if vou 
z\ \ would think of him as 

} } . , 
- Jittle as you conveniently 
) 2\ } ean during the interval 
4/~ 4 he would be deeply in- 

- \ debted to you,” 


“Tet will be difficult to 
help thinking about 
him!”’ she said, tenderly, 
“but Iwilltry, Perhaps 
you could tell me some- 
thing of the nature of the business he 
is engaged in?” 

“It involves a great deal of research,’ 
[ said, truthfully; “and his whole 
future depends upon its successful car- 
rying out. If I were you, I would not 
even write until you receive a letter 
from my friend,” 

“Is that part of the message?” asked 
Gwendollen, quickly, and I answered : 

* That is part of the message,” 





{{ 








(Zu be continue d.) 


Old Saws Reset.—No, 3. 


GAY go up and gay go down 
Speculation’s SCC-SAW ; 

‘Smartest game,” says Dunham 
“Of any ever he saw,” 


> 


rown, 


Shares go up and shares go down, 
Brown is still a winner ; 

Jones, maybe, is ruined; Brown 
Goes gaily home to dinner, 


The Latest from Colney Hatch. 


THE Boxing Kangaroo has increased the Aquarium dividend. 
Shareholders are expressing their satisfaction by means of a Kang- 


* hurroo “er eer 


a racehorse is said to have veen “trained privately,” are we 


When 
to understand that its owner has had it smuggled from station to 
station on the sly, without paying the Railway Company for its ride 
ty . x > 
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Tom mY —** OH, YES, Cis,” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
A FAIRY STORY. 

THE time of this our story was a strange time, for it befell in those 
days when M.P.’s began to be engaged on a fortnight’s notice on either 
‘ide, and when the Dramatists of the Day had just acquired a habit of 
making all their Heroes strictly ¢mmoral and all their Villains 
absolutely otherwise. Also, it was in those days when certain ghouls, 
or garbage collectors, fought madly day by day as to which should be 
first to publish the latest and largest lie, as to the disposal of the vast 
wealth of a poor misguided and recently deceased Young Man about 
Town, who—thanks to vile surroundings and male and female parasites 
of the worst type—had killed himself by dissipation and debauchery ; 
a time, too, when the said ghouls, taking little or no heed of the poor 
fellow’'s vv wud and penerous deeds (for, like most specimens of Poor 
Humanity, he was not wholly bad); the said ghouls, I say, daily took 
infinite pains to link their dead Idol’s name with that of certain 
! Notorious Persons who shall here be as nameless as shameless ! 

Yes; it was in those days, now happily past and gone (like the 
Patrons of certain Music Halls, with no chance of Re-Admission), that 


r there happened the following Strange Adventures : 

r It appears that in Parliament—certain members of which, evidently 
(by their behaviour), belonged to the Rowdy-Dowdy Boys—with the 

} accent on the Rowdy—began to be much exercised at the Terrible 

1 Excesses that were being practised by a certain Wicked Ogre, named 


i the Press-Demon. This Monster, according to several M.P.’s, was wont 
to breathe forth Colossal Slanders against them—yea, even going so 
far as to assert that some of the said M.P.’s “didn’t know they were 
born yet!"’ Also, that others of that so-called Honourable House 
hadn't the slightest shadowlet of a shadelet of an idealet as to how or 
why their duties were to be performed, Nay, worse, the said Ogre 
had even been known to declare, much to the horror of all concerned, 
that there were several Members of both the Upper and the Low: 
Household who never cared Twopenn’orth of Cold Gin for 

: 4 fF their —— , +} . 
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INCORRIGIBLE. 


) Dutiful Sister.—° Wuy, TOMMY, DON’T THEY TEACH YOU AT COLLEGE NOT TO PUT YOUR HANDS IN YOUR POCKETS?” 
Dutiful Sister —* THEN WHY DO you?” 


Tommy.—* VM NOT AT COLLEGE NOW.” 


long continue, even in an age so barbarous as that! And soon certain 
aggrieved Members (some of whom had been cruelly stigmatised as 
Warm Members) began to go and cry to the Speaker, and to say, 
‘Boo-hoo! Please, Mr. Speaker, that Nasty, Wicked Press-Demon 
has been throwing stones at me!” And others would also arise and 
moan, “Hoo! ur! So he did to us, Mr. Speaker! He called wus 
Artful, Sly, Selfish, Stupid,” ete., ete. 

Then the Speaker of those times was such a Nice Man too, and you 
couldn't help liking him—and he didn’t want to be unkind even to the 
Cruel Press-Demon, and so he used to dry the “eves” of the Boo- 
hooers, and advised them to take no notice, but to be brave, and all 
that sort of thing. jut the poor Boohooers would not be comforted ; 
and so at length the Official known as the Major-at-Legs took upon 
himself to write a furious letter to the Press-Demon, and especially to 
one of the P.-D.’s cold-blooded Coadjutors named the Chraily Donicle, 
and, indeed, it would have fared hard with the Press-Demon but that 
there came to his aid one of the most fearless of his band—a humorous 
Daredevil, and a merry one withal. The name of this fearless helper 
was the FUN FIEND. And lo, when the Major-at-Legs beheld the FUN 
FIEND he trembled and turned pale, and would fain have attacked 
the FUN FIEND with the Mace, but at that moment the FUN FIEND 
raised aloft his banner, on which was inscribed “ The Freedom of the 
Press!" and then the Major-at-Legs and all the M.P.’s wilted, and 
the Public (who were very saucy in those days) arose and exclaimed, 
* And serve ‘em jolly well right!” , 


Curious, 


A MAN—with tin, but thin of shin— 
Once took a flying jump; 

But (having “ nipped”) he slipped and tripped, 
And (bless you!) came down plu mp 

While Mat—a raf. and fat at tl ~ 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF FuouN, 
The City and Suburban. 

S1r,—Time upon his active wing 
has brought again “The Epsom 
Spring,” and I must gauge for you, 
old chap, the over-mentioned handicap. 
There have been entered (bless the 
Fates!) a lot of likely candidates, and 
I am painfully aware selections must 
he made with care ; and that discrimi- 
nation which I’ve brought to such a 
noble pitch will have a chance (I’m 
much afraid!) to show the stuff of 
which it’s made. However, my success 
of late and generally “up-to-date” and 
“fit” condition do no less than augur 
a complete success as something fairly 
in our grip. 

THE CITY AND SUBURBAN TIP. 


The animal having the call 
(It’s known to the world as Windgall), 
Though much overrated, 
Can hardly be stated 
To be without chances at all ; 
Your senses I will not abuse 
By saying he’s certain to lose, 
sut can't help remarking 
(Look here! I’m not larking), 
“Tt isn’t the horse Z would choose,” 


Simonian pleases the bard. 
His temper is nasty—that’s hard— 
Sut, if he’s a starter, 
He is such a darter 
You'll find him a very safe card. 
Lady Hermit, however, I view, 
Whose betters are probably few ; 
And Laodamia 
It’s rather a flia (/) 
And just keep your eye on The Smew. 


Vinolia looks very well, 

But what about poor Crystabelle? 
And is Mina cunning 
Concerning her running, 

Or is she a pitiful sell? 

Whate’er the result of the race 

The prophet declares to your face 
(Though confidence lacking) 
It’s Windgall he’s backing, 

With The Smew pretty sure of a place. 


And now, fair Editor of mine, the 
weather being very fine, it suddenly 
occurs to me to have an outing by the 
Sea; and so, at once, without ado I’m 

















starting off from Waterloo, intent on 
spending, at the least, a week or two at 
Bournemouth East. But don’t you get 
into a fright. Ill send you tips and 
things all right about the Guineas and the rest when of sufficient 
interest. So fare you well—don't make a fuss.—Yours on the wing. 
TROPHONIUS. 


SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NEVER CEASE. 


CONCERNING THE STAGE. 


WonDER XXXIX.—Whether it is not disadvantageous to health, 
bodily and mental, to play villains of the gnashing, sneering, aggra- 
vating, “Spider” kind in Lancashire factory-towns, where the 
operatives wear clogs? Whether it is better to have them thrown 
upon the stage at you, when you take your call? or find them 
Waiting outside the stage-door for you when you're going home to 
supper? Whether the consciousness of having played a part realisti- 
cally will console a man for having his ribs broken, his teeth knocked 
out, and his eves jammed up with fists? 

WONDER XL.—Why dead people will come back and bow at the fall 
of the curtain? Why, when the travelling manager makes a speech 
trom before the fi otlights, the wire always breaks and the drop-1 Her 
variably descends upon his head ? Why the state of the trea 
<} 1s , bad > 4] wine ; 2 


id influence the state of the weather, and 
‘a 2 . i om 1f 
. LI How 2 Ma 


AN EGG-STRAORDINARY DUEL. 


upon his shins? Whether, when Billson was playing Zear and his 
left eyebrow dropped off into his mouth when he was in the middle of 
the Curse, he would have done better to spit it out again than to 
swallow it and choke himself? 

WonDER XLII.—Why Camille never tries a “ Brown’s Bronchial” 
for that nasty tickling cough which harasses her in Act One, worries 
her in Act Two, gets better in Act Three, and carries her off in Act 
Four? Whether Laly Macbeth washed her hands with “* Pears’ 
Soap?” Whether the modern heroes of modern serial drama, who 
walk through their parts with their hands in their trousers-pockets 
and cigarettes in their mouths, ever tried Litsica-Marx’s Vassu's ? 
Whether Fedora really poisoned herself with “ Roberts’s Rat Ex- 
terminator?” Whether the starving young laly in Judah might not 
have been the better for a “ Beetson’s Beef-lozeng:” ? Whether the 
vendors of all the above-named articles will be grateful for these 
unsolicited advertisements? Whether the writer will be kickéd out 


of the staff or allowed ? 
A Riddle. 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF PRUDENCE. 
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THE Decree INTUITIVE.—Exhi- THE DEGREE N ECESSAKY.—Allowing your THE DEGREE HEALTHFUL.—Taking a six months’ 
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THE DEGREE AKTFUL.—Wiping your mouth on THE DkeGree FooLisnH.—Sitting up all THE DEGREE JUSTIFIABLE.—Leav- 
a Clean handkerchicf immediately after kissing the night in the kitchen of an empty house you ing your mother-in-law to her own 
girl of your heart to see if the rosy colour of her think about tenanting, just to make sure resources when a cry of “ Mad dog” is 
ips is entirely attributable to nature, there are no black beetles, raised, ; 


The Worst Sweating System. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
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(1) Amid Lawn-Tennisonians “ Love” means “ nauglit (4) The Russian Ursa creeping on, betimes 
So bring a libel action Cupid ought. Alters his bearings out in Indian climes ! 


More rowdy15 n Traxalear Square. 
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THE DEGREE INTUITIVE.—Exhi- THE DEGREE NECESSARY.—Allowing your THE DEGREE HEALTHFUL.—Taking a six months’ 
biting a bold front to a man only half wife to go first when you both get up to supply of provisions when you make a ten-mile 
. . search for a burglar in the house. journey by a fast London and South-Western train. 


your size. 
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. THE DEGREE ARTFUL.—Wiping your mouth on THE DEGREE FOOLISH.—Sitting up all THE DEGREE JUSTIFIABLE.—Leav- 

ht a clean handkerchicf immediately after kissing the night in the kitchen of an empty house you ing your mother-in-law to her own 

girl of your heart to see if the rosy colour of her think about tenanting, just to make sure resources when a cry of “ Mad dog” is 
lips is entirely attributable to nature. there are no blackbeetles, raised, 





} The Worst Sweating System. 


| (SEE CARTOON.) 
OH, gallant and gay, it appears, is the lot And he learns its true meaning at last, for his pains,— 
Of those persons of title, fine name or what not, ‘Tis the money that’s going, concern that remains : 
Who round incomes have made by pursuing the trade Aye, gruesome and grim is the fate dealt to him, 
Of Company-bossing Directors, If not to the rogues he trusted, 


Without caring a snap how the shareholders fare, 
So the profits they want for themselves may be there : 
Aye, gallant and gay is it—till, that’s to say, 
They're the prey of police-inspectors, 


Your wrecking Director’s the coolest of men; 
He may ruin the widow and orphan,—what then? 
‘* Most unlucky!” says he, but he pockets his fee 
As a balm to his self-loving cravings : 


Oh, gruesome and grim is that poor creature’s fate Though if one above all other frauds shouldn't fail 
Who invests in their going-concerns, and, too late, To despatch a smart gentleman promptly to gaol, 
liscovers a hash has been made of the cash, It is when he machines to trap folk of small means 
. The grand-sounding Company's * busted,” And squander their hard-earn'd savings. 
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(1) Amid Lawn-Tennisonians * Love’ means “ naught ” 
So bring a libel action Cupid ought. 

(2) For Johnnies there's a lively chance, no doubt, 
lo change from “dummies” now, to “ cutters-out. 
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his bearings out in Indian climes ! 


sungs” and Anti-“ Bungs” their missiles flung, 


mrose Day is at this hour at hand— 
he worries of the Tory band ! 
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ruk ST. JAMEs'’s.—Not 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—THE weaving of the 
© @ Golden Web was not 
originally of so robust a 
nature that one expected 
it to cling very pertina- 
ciously or very perma- 
nently in the corner 
where it had been placed. 
The web has scarcely 
caught all the flies antici- 
pated by some enthusi- 
asts, and has not held all 
those it has caught. So 
the wily spider at the 
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THE Lythic. —Tuk NEW DRAWER AT 
tHE GOLDEN WE,’ 


head of affairs at the Lyric has 
strengthened the main thread and 
wilded several more “lines” by which 
(to change the metaphor) he hopes 
ty attract good paying custom to the 
(folden Web, A new “drawer” (to 
he Shakespearean) has been engaged 
in the person of Mr. Durward Lely, and a drawer he undoubtably is. 


Nv! ANY 


fis FINAL KICK B\ 
MEANS. 


* * * 


To drop metaphor altogether, I cannot say that the alterations in 
the piece really promise very much solid success, 
The cutting the dialogue has undergone is altogether 
an improvement, but the additions and changes in 
most instances have resulted only in an accentua- 
tion of what was the most tiresome part of the 
original—the stupid low-comedy “humour.” The 
fact is, no alteration in the dialogue is likely to have 





y, .) 
the full effect desired, because the tameness of the ipo AN 
production is nearly as much owing to the music as } Siz med 
the words. I don’t pretend to say the music is any- be C7, © 


thing but scholarly and musicianly—I only say 
(without any pretence) that it is unsuitable to the 
purpose of attracting a general audience, There! 
Mr. Lely’s firm and “accustomed” style lifts the 
hero immensely, and Mr. and Miss D’Auban in a 
ouple of dances, (at least—Miss D’Auban does a 
ouple) impart a liveliness to the scene which is 





very welcome, And so—I wish ‘em luck. Tuk GAIBTY. 
: FANCY SKETCH, 
> + > 
a SUBJECT “in 
rut GAIETY.—Here the Town.” 


Liye 
incall merry mixture called Jn 

( Me iy Jown has passed into a second edition—which 
) 4 A means that new songs, new dances and (as fat 
(. bY as in them lies) new jokes have been added or 
substituted for others, Neither the liveliness 
nor the inconsequence of the thing is abate:|, 
and those who liked it before are pretty sure to 
like it still, Mr. Roberts has a song which 
seems to be called “My daddy wouldn't buy 
me a bow-wow,” the delight of the audience 
with which has nothing whatever of seeming 
about it. Miss Florence St. John is playing 

her original part. 
* 
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_ THE St, JAMEs’s,—I've been paying another 
visit to Liberty Hall, And of course I found 
myself much at home. The home-like nature 
of the story brings that about at once, and the 
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that one would fain believe it to be the real world and not this bustling, 
snarling, paltry-spirited concern we are elbowing our way through with 
more or less damage to our bodies and souls! 

We owe Mr. Carton much for his idyllic 

story, and Mr. Carton owes much to Mr. 

Alexander and Miss Marion Terry, and Mr. 

Righton, to say nothing of Miss Millet, 

Miss Coleman (Hogarthean picture of one 

of the thorns of life, with Homeric laughter 

init! Don’t fidget! I know neither pic- 
tures nor thorns can laugh !), Mr. Webster 

—and indeed the whole cast, for there is 

not a pin to choose between them for 

excellence in their degree. 

* x * 
THE Roya PAV.—I don’t know whether 
= it was my fault or the fault of the show but 
the Easter Programme and I[ passed a rather 
lull time together here oneevening. It was 

a day or two after Easter, and change had 
already wrought some havoc with the “turns.” ‘This programme,” 
observed the handsomely decorated twopenn’orth sup- 
plied by the management, “is subject to alteration.” 
This was true. In fact, it isa long time since I saw 
anything half so subject to alteration. The early part 
of the evening was largely devoted to “extra turns” 
and stage waits. Things livened up a bit afterwards 
when Miss Navette, the Tilley Sisters (their “ Cath- 
erine Wheel ”—which is not a song but a gymnastic 
evolution — encored), Mr. Herbert Campbell, Mr. 
Albert Chevalier, the Brothers Griffiths, and such like 
came upon the scene; but it was rough on the early 
comers. Mr, Pavilion, you have a reputation to 
sustain, dowt go to sleep! 

+ # * 

THE PRINCE OF WALEsS's.—This theatre has just 
reopened with the Magic Ring—being a revised ver- 
sion of the Magic Opal. There have not been wanting 
those—in this so very enlightened nineteenth century 
—who have traced the ill-success of this work to the 
influence of the fatal jewel selected for use in the title. 
Something of this feeling has no doubt suggested the 
change of name ; but, what’sin a name? A feeble play by any other 
name would fail as easily, But it 
doesn’t follow that the Magic Ring 
is going to be a failure, you know. 
Of the original cast Messrs. Monk- 
house and Kaye, and -Miss Susie 
Vaughan remain, and Mr. Norman 
Salmond takes the place of Mr. 
Brownlow, and that is good pre- 
liminary strength to go upon, but 
the alterations are judicious, par- 
ticularly the one which shows the 





A Music-HALL “ BABY.” 





THE PAVILION. 
A “BALLAD 
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dida.—“How do 
youlike thissway 
of dancing 7?” 






&. 


ie | 
\ 





as Aca 






CMS | 

AY). 4 LKE S H Mayor cheated 
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AN INFANT PHENOMENON. 


Mr, Lincoln: Sinn (of Messrs. Furnival, Sinn, and Temple, Solicitors ).—*1 am 
afraid, Mrs, Maloney, that your son will hardly suit us. You see we wanted a common- 


law clerk.” 


Mrs. Maloney.—* Sure, your honor wouldn’t be wishing me to say me child was 
common ; but as for law, why, bless your honor, the bhoy’s father’s a policeman,” 


FUN-TASTIC FICTIONS. 
THE WICKED WATER-MEN; OR, THE VETO, THE VICTORY 
AND THE BUNGED-UP BUNGS, 
(A Novel of Naughtiness.) 
VOL I, 

THE Sun arose gaily on the Saturday morning of that Wonderful 
and Exclusive Easter week, perhaps the first Easter for some centuries 
when the Clerk of the Weather-Office had been on his absolutely best 
behaviour. Others besides the Sun arose gaily, and looking out of 
their respective windows exclaimed, “By Bacchus! a right good 
morning for our enterprise! Ah! and vigorously will we fight the 
Anti-Blue Ruin Bill, hip and thigh—not to say o’er the Mazzard !”’ 
With that, each out-of-window-looker donned his clothes and swallowed 
a hurried meal (which, in some cases, consisted of a pint of right good 
sparkling Pongelo, or a fine filling brandy and soda), while some 
preferred breakfasting on a strange and somewhat varying dish called 
* Ahairofthedogthatbityou ! ” 

Then, smacking their lips, they cried, “Ah! now—thanks to the 
good, kind Brewers and the dear darling Distillers—we have secured 
(at so much fluid per head) many thousands of Pot-valiant Politicians 
all ready to demonstrate in whatever manner we think fit. Our 
Manifestoes have been most successful in the windows of License 
Gin-Palatial Premises calling on the British Working Man to Down 
with Tyranny and Avaunt with Oppression! and not to be robbed of 
his Beer, Gin, Rum, Whisky, etc., etc., without War to the Bitter— 
or Stout-and-Bitter—End, or even further! Also, that we alone are his 
friends! And now the day has come, and with it the men and the 
banners, we will wipe all Temperance Vermin from the face of the 
Earth!” And each incipient demonstrator heartily shook hands with 
himself and pressed himself to take a little drink just to wish success 
to the Coming Demonstration, doncherknow. 

And then they sent out various scouts to issue a notice that all 
intending Amendment Movers had best beware, for they (the demon- 
straturs) would not hold themselves responsible for the lucre, life or 
limb of any Teetotaller who dared to even wink disdainfully at any of 
the forthcoming proceedings! And then they had another drink 
apiece, just to show there was no ill-feeling—towards themselves ! 

VOL Il. 

Merrily blazed the mid-day Sun (or rather the Post Meridian Sun), 
as the Demonstrators, armed with Brewers’ banners and beating 
Distillers’ drums, marched proudly on towards Demonstrator Square, 
a picturesque spot bristling with a considerable amount of the Verdure 
of Spring, amid which gushed forth sweet fountains, dancing gaily in 
the sunlight and casting quite a radiance over the delightful dome of 
the Lordly Art-Palace which backed the sweet Square as though it had 


ween a bill, 
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The Spirits of the Demonstrators were high, and in fact, 
considerably over-proof, as mile after mile was covered 
in their onward march, and the Great Square grew nearer 
and nearer! And as they went they ever and anon 
(between drinks) chanted their War-Hymn, a Jingoesque 
warble which had recently been inflicted upon the 
Music Halls, which “halls” had, however, borne up nobly 
against the infliction. 

Now, as they marched on and on from different 
quarters the Marchers had not noticed that there were 
footprints in the Sands of Time which had just been 
thrown down by the County Council's Road-Menders— 
prints, which if closely inspected, would have proved to 
have been printed by feet, and those feet belonging to a 
previous body of Marchers! But no, no, on they went 
(good easy folk), full of hope and spirits—or rather, say 
half-full of each. But as they suddenly came in view of 
Demonstrator Square a terrible sight met the eye, in 
fact, it was an awful eye-sight! For, lo!—— (70 be 
continued in our next-door volume.) 

VOL Ill, 

We left our heroes gazing spell-bound at the Square, 
and it is not surprising, for, it was, in sooth, a sorry sight, 
and one that was a sad and indelible disgrace to Old 
England to boot, though why “ boot” rather than “shoe’’ 
history sayeth not. For, would you believe it, that 
Square—nay, the very platforms belonging to the Grand 
United Mass-Meetingers of the Bottles-and-Jugs Brigade 
and the Over-the-Counter Contingent—all these plat- 
forms, we say, had just been ruthlessly seized by the 
Demon Temperance, and that Demon and his Myrmidons 
kept possession all the time, and didn’t give the Public 
House-hold Troops the Local Option to orate worth, 
Twopennyworth of Cold Gin! 

Baffled, browbeaten, and eventually bannerless, Gen- 
eral Bung’s Battalions fell back (into several pubs) and 
beat a hasty retreat, after failing to do ditto to a few of 
the Water-fiends ! 

* * * * * s 

But when shall their glory fade? Never, I trow, while they still 
use their Rout as a peg on which to hang much Mourning Advertising 
and Political outerying to show that the Temperance Amendment- 
Moving Fiends (for whose limbs and lives the Routees had hitherto 
disclaimed all responsibility) had really been engaged at so much per 
head by the Government of the Day. 

That, of course, was not strictly accurate, but then, no one ever 
expected accuracy from Bung, Balfour and Co.'s (Limited) Entire. 
And so no one was surprised, 





THE BULLET-PROOF UNIFORM. 


(The Kélnische Volkszeitung has received a dispatch from Mannheim stating that 
the trials of Herr Dow’s bullet-proof uniform are being continued with Lebel rifies, 
live pigs being used for the purpose of testing the efficiency of the invention. There 
are at present about nine Lebel rifles in Germany. ] 


First Pig.—“ You look upset. What's the matter with you?” 
Second Pig.—“It's this beastly bullet-proof uniform business, 
They've Leen blazing away at me all day. It’s vcry wearying. 
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WOMEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER. 
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THE POLITICAL MRS. 
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Sse 





a 


te ae 


asl nade ath nak 


2 pi dee 


a 
¢ 
a 





162 FUN, 














NOT THE PART SHE FANCIED., 


“Then you've quite abandoned your intention of going on 


: 


‘* Quite, dear.” 

“What cured you of your stage fever 

“The manager told me he was going to cast me for a low comedy 
old woman part that would fit me like a glove. I smackei his face, 
and went home in a temper and tears.” 


New Leaves. 

THE beauty and delicacy of nearly all the photo illustrations in 7h. 
Cosmopolitan, over every other form of embellishment, goes far to 
justify our opinion that the photo is to be the chief illustrator of the 
future. “Women Experts in Photography,” in the March number, 
and many other things in the April number, may be cited in proof of 
this.—This is not said, however, in detraction of other forms of artistic 
display, of which there is a goodly show of extremely clever work in 
St. Nicholas, enriching some delightfully amusing articles and verses.— 
We are always pleased to see The Salon, when, at rare and long inter- 
vals, a number happens to stray our way. The engravings are generally 
high-class examples of the art, and form pleasing, sometimes perfect, 
pictures, the March number being no exception to any we have 
reen.— The “ Royal Pets” are to the front in formidable form in The 
Idler, Being the Queen’s animals, they will be viewed right royally ; 
but there is also a pet of the public’s—Mr. J. L. Toole—in the pages, 
who has been viewed and reviewed times 
mimirers never tire of viewing orre-viewing. Mr. Rider Hagvard tells 

f his * First Novel,” and all the rest of the number is good.—Long- 
man's, a8 is well known, bas no illustrations, but the gratifying literars 
matter goes well without them.—J/ouschold Words hi lds on its way 
with steady steps. 

“ Merely Mary Ann,” by I. Zangwill (Raphael Tuck & Sons). This 
is the firet vol. of a number intended to | 3. | 
under the reneral title of The * Breezy Library ' PeTrTies, It Is a 
charming story, charmi! gly told, though we could have wished lor a 
happier termination than falls to the lot of the love re, because one of 
them is “ Merely Mary Ann.”—‘Grim Tales,” by E. Nesbit (A. D. 
Innis & Co.). The tales are grim, indeed, but there is a fearsome 
fascination about them, parti ularly for superstitis us people, to whom 
they will do no good.—* Sport Royal,” by Anthony Hope (same pub- 
lishers), “ Sport Royal” is, perhaps, the most powerful of the few short 
stories and sketches that make up the sum of this book. The others 
are strong, spirited, amusing and so on.—* Epping Forest Commoners’ 
Rights and the City Corporation,” edited by Percy Lindley and 
H. H. Clarke (The Commoners’ Defence Association). The Com- 
moners are fighting for their rights against the Corporation, who ought 
to be the closest conservators of their claims, and the Commoners are 
right to fight. This pamphlet is a statement of their case. 


A Downfall. 
IT is reported that a large rock has fallen upon Mustapha Bey's 
house and crushed it. We are sorry to hear this, but we presume that 
the rock Mustay ha Be ya the law of pravitation. 
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Lays of a Loafer.—No. 6. 
ARM-CHAIR POLITICS, 
(A BALLADE.) 
You ask my opinion on matters of State? 
I think party politics ought to have play, 
Devoid of all malice and partizan hate ; 
The classes and masses together should sway 
The country, of course in a common sense way. 
I certainly think that all prejudice bars 
The pathway of progress, whatever you say ; 
Yes, that’s my opinion—but pass the cigars. 





For reform pure and simple the country should wait 

For Rome, as you know, was not built in a day. 
And Fortune is fickle, though certain is Fate, 

And man after all is but animate clay, 

And Progress for patience should steadfastly pray 
For premature action but troubles and jars. 

‘ Haste slowly ”’s a motto so old it is gray— 


Yes, that’s my opinion—but pass the cigars. 


I consider excitement bizarre, out of date ; 

The final test question should be, ** Does it pay sii 
Let Tories run wild, and the Radical prate, 

And gather their forces in battle array ; 

sut do not allow them to lead you astray, 
And don't pin your faith to political pars, 

They seidom are true, they s ften | 
Yes, that’s my opinion—but pass the cigars, 

L’ENvotl. 

A moral? Well, yes. When the sun shines make hay 


tars, 


net riaVve— 


But don’t dream to do it by moonshine or s 
And to Opportunity never say nay— 
opinion—but pass the cigars, 


For that’s my 


Mali - 
fowl 
AN te Wah 


baw 
ma AALS 


(mall way | 





y 
wh 


yuh te va NN 
ty 


’ 
- 


p "SL Cut ; 4- 


COMPARISONS ARE ODIOUS. 
She.—* How pleasant this quiet riverside life is after the noisy 


vulgarity of the London Season. To hear the nightir gale pouring 
+} 


4 


out his flood of sung, and to watch the silver light as it plays upon the 
running water, is 

He—* Like your contempt of the gaiety of town,’ 

She.— How do you mean ?” 

He,—* Because, my dear Clara, it is all moonshine.’ 
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OUTSIDE! whispers, about nothing in particular. And when I gave her her 
F bedroom candle she frankly gave me that dear little hand I had been 
AN S ¥. , c N . ‘ > : “aa : 7 So" 4s , 7 4 = 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE yearning to touch all the evening, and the tattoo my heart beat against 
my shirt-front was so loud that I fled for fear she should hear it! 


ner 
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Ee NB gn gyn eee 
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By BLAVANT BESATSKY., 
ani tie ‘I have done as he askel me,” I said, defiantly addressing my Pi é 
; bedroom candle, as I set it down upon my chest of drawers. “ I have aay | 
Then, as the cab wobbled along, I began to point out to her the succeeded in diverting her mind.” ma 
different objects of interest to be seen in the streets of the Metropolis. I took off my boots tenderly—she slept in the room underneath— e. ti 
It was necessary she shoukl not be allowed to brool on Johnson- and went to bel. I dropped into slumber almost instantly, and not t 
Williams too much. Her artless enthusiasm was delicious, her wonder having thought about Johnson-Williams much during the day, 4 
and delight at the gaudy omnibuses, the smart « carting s, the bright naturally dreamed of him. Dreamed of him vividly, and woke to find 
shops and staring advertisements lent these thing his lambent astra hovering by 
a charm they had never held before in my eyes my bedside. He looked terribly 
My landlady received her with em presseme ut. I cama Le ragged, and his outlines were 
saw the dingy dloor of mv lodgings close upon that Fs i oa more indistinct than ever. 
harming Vision OT yout h and beauty with a sigh. ‘ ‘y SF “| say, how long is this going 
she had thanked me warmly at parting. I paid = = to goon?” he said, the moment 
and dismissed the four-wheeler and walked to the => = 1 } our eves inet. “Two days of 
City, revolving in my mind plans for SNE id. the time gone and no news of 
the sparkling creature's entertainmen oS ate ages my whereabouts. It is perfectly 
and amusement. Her thou ghts Miust be . ; — =~ SP St © 4 sickening ! 
divertei trom her absent lover: she at ; era “ig you are dissatisfied with 
ist not be allowed to brood lone- _— ~. Ais Wy my efforts,” I said, sitting up, 
ss th. I had g : | { , Sa ey ; ‘ “why not enlist those of some- 
a th body else? I have acted as 
iin sh his your unpaid detective for weeks 
ee U] kets past; I have laboured in your 
Adel Phi nterests like a galley -slave 
use abdladyv its [ felt my voice tremble ; * ‘and 
mpany us as chapers you knock me up—in the mid- 
(hat our party wou nel dle of the night—to find fault.” 
) invisible fourth memobe1 ‘You dreamed of me, my 
dear VPegley.” said Johnson- 


Williams, pleadingly. 

‘If Ldid I didn’t mean to, 
I sail, brusquely. 

‘My good friend—my only 





rning, 

: Never been to a theayte Mi} uiviser.’ said the poor fellow. 
-weet young life.’ said my lan ll: asl ‘lam atraid you find me trying 

‘and a for joy at the Bai a ght . ; = to your patience. But consider 
, ill i ho quite proper, though. {It non, ——= vA, ' my cruel situation.” 
Mrs. Mit ?° "ag says, *to go with a gen- S$ P= * You call me your adviser, 
tleman—and one I know so little of?” the artful dear!” Mrs. py I said. “Iam afraid I am but 
Poms evidently iceehthel what did it matter what Mrs. Toms ~~ a poorone. Is there nobody in your own sphere—nobody of 


your own consistency—whom you might consult? 
* Not a body—I should say, not a single soul. You don’t know how 
classy and standoffish they are—I mean the people whom I come 
across from time to time. The Fifth Rounders won't speak to the 
Third Rounders, and the Third Rounders think it beneath them to 
respond to any advances from a mere beginner.” He sighed. “No; 
I haven't the ghost of a chance of getting any help that way, my dear 


Pegley.” ( To be continued.) 


th uught? She went = : Millage: a more celicate-minded gen- 
tleman than Mr. Pegley never yet breathed!’ I says to ’er; ‘and 
the presence of a re sp yectable married person as has seen better days in 
a black silk gownd as turned like new,’ I says, ‘ puts questions of proper 
or not proper entirely by!’ And she jumped and clapped her hands 
like the bright bird she is, with. ‘Ob! Mrs. Toms, how delightful!’ 
‘Which others thinks so, too, my lamb,’ I says. and she blushed like a 
damson rose,’ 


“ You are not to think, Mrs. Toms——” I began. =e 
inks!” said Mrs. Toms, with Polishing. 


‘Bless your dear heart, I never thinks!” said 
readful slyness. “If,” she went on. ‘a bit of se 8 arter the play REFINED in a way was the Norman 
would be agreeable. I’m sure my parl uur is at your service. Witha When here he did prowess reveal— 
iart of stout and bitter. and a half-crown lobete r.and a dish of salad, But, though, then, a pretty good War-man, 
and a shape of jelly, and me being present, the tongue of scandal has He hadn’t (the truth why conceal ?) 
The Polish of Acton and Borman 


o 1s 
i 


ho handle. as the savin 
W herewith to refurbish his steel] ! 


| look back to it But if Conqueror Will were alive (and tol-lol-ish) 
He'd brighten his weapons with A. & B.'s p>lish! 


] 


The evening that ensued was a delightful one. 

as an Oasis in the desert of my commonplace life. The play we 

Witnessed was a celebrated melodrama with comic situations, and I Pict Sh 
icture OWS. 


am not clear to this day what it was all about. But the tragic bits 


(where the villain and the heroine are locked into a lonely windmill AT DOWDESWELL’S GALLERIES, Bond Street, Mortimer Mempes 
Pi sane r, and the bold girl. preferring death to his loathsome exhibits seventy-nine small pictures from scenes in France, Spain and 
larations of love, hurls herself upon the sails and is carried, amidst Morocco, <All are of such equal merit that it is not necessary to par- 

le afe ‘hing applause, slowly to the ground) made Gwendollen tremble ticularise. They are remarkable for minute details, for sweet colour, 
= clutch me, unconsciously, with one little by hand—such a and cleverly-grouped figures, many of which are strong in character 

lainty little hand that I longed to comfort it bv holding it in my but it is a question whether there is as much variety of subject as 
Wh i—and the funny scenes (where the sailor, having primed himself there was in the collection of Scenes in India, in the former exhibition 


ith Jamaica rum to the pitch of making a proposal of marriage, is of the same artist’s works. 
THE GRAFTON GALLERIES.—Some pictures having been removed, 
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onfor inded by see ing rtwo swe ethearts in the Pp lace of one, for ins stance) 
inate her Jaugh heartily, and in laughing, appeal to me with such others are ry. to fill or vacant places. Amongst the most remark- 
resale bright eyes here such pearly little teeth, to know whether able are, “ At Home 7 a ini), ** To Church” (A. Zorn), and * The 
she was right in doing so. that I spent the evening in a foolish Last Rays a the Sun” (A. vane en). It is gratifying to see the full 
condition of eestacy. Mrs. Toms was very sy mypat hetic. and cried at attendance of visitors a these beautiful galleries. 

ll the love-making bits, finding out resemblances in the hero and THE FRENCH GALLERY, PALL MALL.—The forty or more pictures 


by Sefior Pradilla will be the great attraction in this collection, The 


heroine to Gwendollen (1 kept calling her Gwendollen in my hear‘) 
t varied character of the subjects, coupled with such skilfal treatment, 


mari Mmvyseil th if were avTve ibly te mt Islny. ‘| lit? iste} » Tope r wel 
if s . ilV, al ’ f I mixe la vilass [I vater Io! Mrs. rives au idea of tl yreat capaci ty of this gifted follower of Fortuny. 
f A powertul example ol Sate e, “The Woodland Flock,” works by 
Ma t H t} B n-Lepave. Lhermitt and others, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

“ Ministerial amendments” show a desire to make the measure as 
full and complete as it can be. Perhaps the Mazawattee coffee sent 
to every member of the House will enable them to see that it is so, 
“Coffee makes the politician 
wise, and see through all things 
with his half-shut eyes.” 

” x * 

It remains to be demonstrated 
whether the reiterated vaunt of 
“never must, never can and 


THE floodgates of talk have been turned on with a rush, but it will 
not upset the old oarsman’s boat. Many a torrent of opposition and 
abuse he has stemmed, and he will stem this. 










[ tam. Cee A =_ 2 










PETC Ee Pn EE m7 hn oe TS _ never will pass” can be verified. 

ie } LGW b@ y <= ‘‘Say on, sweet lips, say on.” 
HP / yyy, YZ Mr. Chamberlain has posed be- 
ee Gi Ty y fore the publicans and preached 
ss Uy, Oi \ against the Veto Bill. The pub- 
= Ya / licans have tried to pose before 
lal the public in Trafalgar Square, 


“a For the disgraceful rowdyism 
that resulted, the Temperance 
Party, who endeavoured in such 
shameful fashion to prevent the 
publicans from posing, must 

bear the blame. 

* * * 

Although the accounts might 


© 


- = 
be exaggerated the affair was 
OPENING THE FLOOD-GATES. bad enough, but perhaps the 
Government act wisely in not 
Outside the: Houses of Parliament the meetings have been many, and taking the matter too seriously. THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
the preachments plentiful and peculiar. 
” ” . . 
Balfour has preached discontent and disruption, Churchill, Rebellion, Weights and Measures. 
Fire and the Sword as the ultimatum of the * Loyal * Ulstermen., LONG measure is used in the drapery trade, square measure for par- 
‘ _ celling out land, and cubic measure in the building trade. We regret 
The Duke of Devonshire, determination that the Home Rule Bill to have to add that short measure is occasionally used in all trades. 
shall not pass without another ap- 
eaito the natio * 
peal hy ” | ge An Argumentative 


Protest. 


WHy should men of education 
Deal in mental aberration, 
When a pauper’s malediction 
Fails to find a decent home, 
And a quart of underhanded 
Malice has been redemanded 
For a corresponding fiction 
In an inconvenient tome ? 


Sir Michael Hicks Beach, Mr. 
Goschen, Sir Henry James and 
other lesser luminaries followin: 
suit in similar strain. 

t . * 

There has, however. been another 
side to the question. 

* ~ ~ 

Dissent from the dissenting views 
has been expressed at Liverpool, 

¥ 7 . 

Dublin corporation votes in 
favour of the bill by 35 to 10.) And 
at Nottingham the Postmaster- 
General declared the determination 
of the Government that obstruction 
shall not prevent carrying out the 
Liberal programme nor a solid ma 
jority for the H.R. B 

° ‘ . 

The freedom of opinion so liber 
ally let loose outside the House has 
unfortunate ly extended Opportun 
fies inside, where every orator and 
would-be orator secks to say his say 


Is there any sort of reason 
For an alimental treason 
In an accurate description 
Of a man’s elastie pride ' 
Aud must honour veil its fever. 
Masking as an unbeliever, 
Just because a swart Egyptian 
Falls upon the buttered side ’ 


Never! Let exasperated 
Indigestion—reinstated— 
Like a sempiternal deacon, 
Play opossum with the crowd. 
Till the wave of comprehension, 
On a huge retiring pension 
Raises an efficient beacon. 
And, in anger, smiles aloud. 


Colney Hatch, nexrt Wednesday. 


* * 

The debate on the second reading 
from small beginnings gradually 
assumed larger proportions, as fine 
and formidable speeches began to 
be delivered by prominent men. 

* * . 

The desire to talk and talk on 
leing provokingly prolonged until 
the Government was invoked to 
use the closure. 

* + . 

lhe sooner the debate could Le 
ended the better, as all that could 
thay lesa geet yuel sae HEARTLESS OR ARTLESS? Pcie 


than said ; more could only enlarg: isthis: ¢ y | 


Chucked. 


* DID you go to the Direct Vetv 
Meeting?” 

* Ves,” 

* Were you forcibly convinced ?” 

‘No: L was forcibly evicted.” 
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A DAY BEHIND THE 
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(1) Sir Pompus Bounder.—* Ha, Mr. Hegg- Brush ! Anything special 
on the easel just now? Hey? May we look? (2) “ Exquisite ! 
What poetry! What depth and feeling! and what magnificent 
colour! A pity you did not think of sending it to the R. A.l" Mr. 
Hogg-Brush.—* But I do intend to send it, Sir Pompus.” Sir P- 
‘Indeed! Surely, you'll be too late. ‘Sending-in’ days were in 
March, I thought!”  7/.-2.—* Well, this is March, isn’t it?” (3) 


What's that you say? April? Great Gambooge! Too late! Too } come along o° me, quict ! 
te! lazing brimstone ‘aut vant yer bloomin 1- board Alon , QU 
‘ (4) ‘Tt Q ving t this bi) DiaZil Ims one Lu ; eke ‘ ( ‘ or Hoge My rah haul a narrow squeak of being 
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A PLEASANT CHAT IN THE PARK. 


BEAUTIVUL WOMAN sOMEONE SAID WAS LIKE ME. 
rHINK SO; BUT I DON’T CALL HER BEAUTIFUL!” 


Do yoU SEE ANY LIKENESS. LOVE?” 








r ) - _ Ine . er . ” 
\\ 7 
(SEE CARTOON \1 ONE of the strongest argu 
R Cp) } me at 
| Hit ita 4 rate i) ep, l i li ha 
Or there was, ‘¢ , women. 
I 
My . Parti rlaon i! . 
\\ ti iu i { ' is ] } } 
1} Atlant \ j Wa i i t at hye } 
I} ! wudwal 1 | a fool, t bad sons make good ftathet 
lo] t her | hn he vers but eart 
Phough it couldn't star t | Rid According to a cockney detinition, miiser> 
And that's ] tls \ plain ind are all extra-/oardinary persons. 
eak } wi~ nl! ft . 
I hy ps a sort of Mrs. V’, iM han ps and br Speculators should earefully bear in mind 
Nowadays, ind ti ny speed it. in early summer, there is always a rapt 
Who attacks the Trish Sea Of Hoy | ein stocks. 
Go'd Medal Awarded, Health Exlivition, London. “= 
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: CHEMICALS 
BI via English Manufacture, USED 
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APRIL 26, 1893. FUN’S TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
HANGS over the head 
ve f the contributor 


riodical liter- 
e a sort of 


J - 
atu 
Damocles’ sword (sus- 
pended by the silken hair 
of editorial judgment) 
which is poetically termed 


~~? ~~ 


“economy of space” and 
materially known as “the 
editorial scissors.” This 


‘ Instrument is apt tO snip 






Ti at ne’a har oat 
anda cilp a ne napplest 
fancies and one s Drignte st 
anci ana one wig 

ae . 
. al ‘ '¢ r ry ’ tT > 
lmages, ana ) pull US UP, in tne 


middie of our most flowing elo- 
quence. with an alarming sud- 
denness that throws us on ou 
haunches, so tospeak. Asa rule 
I am afraid (being a contributor 
and not an editor) there is very 
little harm done on these occa- 
sions : but last week tne scissors 
cut me short in the middle of a 


4 


sentence in such an odd Way as 
f on 


to leave me in a false positio1 
fora whole week! And a false 
position cramps one dreadfully ! 


THE sentence I mean referred to the dancing in th 
revival of The Magic Opal (under the title of The Magic | 
Ring), and it left me with the appearance ¢ fs ipposing 
Sefiorita Candida to be still in the cast, whereas 
Mdlle. Rosa has taken her place. What I said (in 
effect) was that I had already given my opinion 
of the Sefiorita’s show, and what I was going to 
further remark was that Mdlle, Rosa was very 
much more my style—when the scissors 
came and cut me off in the flower of my 
approving adjectives, f 

« * 7 (/ 

THE gracious //ypatia has taken her de- 
parture at last—she kisses her fair hand to 
us and goes—and ere these lines can be y, 











converted into print A Woman of 
No Importance will have taken her 
place. For the moment, however, 
the Haymarket is closed—so is the 
Comedy, the Lyric and the Savoy 
—in fact the unwary seeker for 
pleasure would do well to cast his 
eye down the theatrical advertise- 
ments in his morning paper befor: 
tallying forth, or disappointment 
may not only await him but dog , 
his footsteps. It is an ill wind that f or" 
blows nobody good, however, and eh iat 
the shutting (temporary shutting) (A aes MSS, 
of these houses may perhaps lm- “PARTING I8 8 H SWEET SORROW.” 
prove the business of those that 
remain open. The fine Easter has been no 
friend to theatrical enterprise. 

. - . 

I skE the County Council notices, with regard 
to music, dancing and dramatic licences are out, 
and now, if you see any morose-looking person, 
or one with an apparently keen appreciation of 
the improper, going about with a pencil and a 
piece of paper or a note-book you'll know his 
little game, and, I hope, drug his beer! 

7 > . 

NoDs AND WINKS.—To-morrow (Thursday) 
the Trafalgar Theatre will be the scene of a 
popular benefit. Several people have declare: 
their intention of rallying round and giving 
Mr. Horace Lennard “a bumper.” Here are 
one or two names I've room for—Misses Phv}lis 
sroughton and Florence Levey. Mdlles. Vai 
and Zanfretta, and Messrs. Arthur R 


r ’ ' 





ton appear in an entirely new “sketchlet” (official description) ; Mr. 
Harry Paulton will give one of hiscomic lectures; Mr. C. Glenney wil! 


recite, and the fun 
will commence with 
a new farce called, 
“A tLaggard >in 
Love,” by Mr. Len- 
nard himself. 
- = om 

THE BABBLE 

SHOP at the 













Trafalgar, by the way, is no longer there, 
having been superseded by Written in 
Sand. which now follows 7he County Coun- 
cillor (I believe), Dinner for Two. Mr. 
Carton’s neatly-written duologue, opening 
the ball. — 7his programme won't last 
long, however, as Miss Melnotte will take 
pe session of her own theatre next month, 


for the puryp re of reviving Nitouche a ; (104-). Ch sed 
; Veg " - . es, some of them are ciosed, 
and Diplunacy (Mr. Burnand’s burlesque  4..4’:¢ come more of them don't 


on Diplomacy).—Among the “best things close soon, J shall have to!” 
going” at present, the Saturday evening 
revivals at the Lyceum are well in the category of “things which 
oughtn’t to be missed.” Louis XJ. has done duty twice, and Th-¢ 
Lyons Mail once; the latter will be 
repeated on Saturday next.— The last 
Carnival Ball of the season at Covent 
Garden has come and gone. The rollicks 
and the dresses were quite up to previous 
standards, and the “ won't go home till 
morning” business effectively carried 
out. And now Miss Carnival hangs her 
costume on a hook until such time as 
the wands of Time and Sir Augustus 
Harris call it into requisition again. 
= . 7 = 

THERE is some whispering of a new 
play, and Mr. Barrie and the Royalty 
Theatre, in connection with each other. 
—Mr. Toole is working off a series of 
extra matinées on Wednesdays just now ; 
Dot and The Birthplace of Podgers 
have been the pabulum up to now.—A 
duologue by Mr. Malcolm Watson, 
entitled, A Drawn Battle, is now being 
played (by Miss Lena Ashwell and Mr. wywiss CARNIVAL PUTS BY BER 
C, Fulton) in front of Man and Woman ‘Trappincs FOR THE SEASON. 
at the Opera Comique, where, by the 
way, about the best half-crown seat in London is to be obtained, and 
a good half-crown’s worth of entertainment in addition to the seat.— 
What is the stage coming to? We already have 2 
Dam (at the Avenue), and now we are to have @ 
Duse (at the Lyric)!—The revival of Forbidden 
Fruit at the Vaudeville will employ the talents of 
Messrs. Rignold, C. Groves, R. Smith and J. Cross 
and Misses M. Millett, M. Duggan and L. Venne, 4 
strong posse of talent—TZhe Amazons at the Court 
looks like having a long run, and so it ought to, for 
the piece is good, and the company strong. Mr. 
Weedon Grossmith is exceptionally funny 4s the 
Last of a Noble Race.—It is rumoured that the 
ithorities are | ming alarmed about the stability the Globe 


T} ty s ¢ 5 rhtlv shakes (wit laughter) f1 
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GOOD BUSINESS. 


Wayfarer.—“ AND WHAT WOULD YOU DO IF I GAVE YOU EACH A PENNY?” 
Girl.—* Buy SUCKERS!” 
Wayfarer.—* AND you?” 
Boy.—‘PvuT ’E IN MOY MONEY Box, 4’ Goo Sueers wr ‘ER!” 


April Showers. 


THE fickle Spring! If ever I hate any one thing more than another 
it’s hearing people talk about the season. Asif I cared particularly 
whether fine weather turned to bad or whether it didn’t! If it’s cold, 
well, you get a red nose and a dry skin with your cold. If it’s rainy, 
you get a snuffly cold. If it’s fine weather, and too warm early in the 
year, your blood gets heated and you come out in eruptions. No 
weather, as far as I know, does one any particular good or any 
particular harm. Supposing it is rainy—all it means is that there is 
not so much kiss-in-the-ring and open-air public meetings, and people 
go and get the worse for liquor more often. Yes, it must be pleasant 
to stand in wet steaming clothes, with the legs of your trousers decked 
with bits of sawdust, and the air thick with the scent of pork pies and 
stale beer—drinking bad two-pennyworths of whisky. That’s what 
the average human does when he gets bad weather for a holiday. And 
when he gets good, which isn’t very often, what then? Well, he takes 
a good hard walk into the country, say—four miles an hour on a road 
all dust clouds, broken by intervals of drinking shandy-gaff made with 
stone bottle ginger-beer—the good, sharp, sweet, chemical sort, that’s 
€nough to bring on inflammation of the mucous membrane at all and 
any times. Or he goes on theriver. It’s nice on the upper river in the 
Spring time, isn’tit? Very! Youcan get nice and hot, and then picnic 
on an “osier” island and get a chill that starts inflammation of the chest, 
The cold wind always does set in on an evening spent on the Thames. 

Yes; and then, if you like—and it’s showery bad weather—spend 
your slack afternoon at a music-hall matinée. Scotch whisky, 
acrobats, duettists and bookmakers. And very nice for those who like 
them individually and collectively—only as a matter of detail I for 
‘one don’t happen to. 

April Showers! And what a pretty opportunity for the ill 


manera tn otea thinac ehnn +) lal elas tee I ‘ — Basie 
Papers t Five things about giris showing their b Ot-tops Crossing the 


ustrated 


puddles in the roads, And it’s so pleasant, too, when the showers do 
come down, to have a leak or two in your roof, and the plumber’s and 
builder’s people climbing up and down your staircases, April 
Showers! Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 7. 
THE CHARMS OF NATURE, 
(A VILLANELLE.) 


FANNED by the scented breeze, He would be hard to please, 

I, ’mid the clover lying, Who here could fall to sighing, 
Drink pleasure to the lees, Fanned by the scented breeze. 
Come, leave the things that tease, 

And here, all cares defying, 
Drink pleasure to the lees, 


Loud murmur al! the bees; 
Above the clouds are flying, 
Fanned by the scented breeze. 
. ‘Come, children, to my knees, 
Come, come,” hear Nature crying, 
“ Fanned by the scented breeze, 
Drink pleasure to the lees,” 


The birds among the trees, 
With song to song replying, 
Drink pleasure to the lees, 


The Latest from Colney Hatch. 
King Lear was certainly not a partisan of Charles the First: yet 
his fool had often good reason to say to him, “Oh, you Cavil, Lear /" 


* . * 


How to see “W. E. G.” without going either to Westminster or 


Hawarden : Buy the Westminster Evening Gazette. 
. * o 
The dabbler in the “New Journalism” may be the latest literary 


production of the age, but he is not the novelist. 
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“Gracious me! only twenty “Hm! Yes, that will fetch 
minutes to get that article on them!” 
‘Ink’ off to the publishers.’ 
Theatrical Twaddle. 
“GIVE and take” may be a very prudent axiom, but a much more 
generous one would be “ Give without taking.” 
7 a a 
A “miss” may be “as goo! as a mile” on many occasions; but, 
generally, when pursued by a savage bull,a man would think the 
interval of a mile better than the proximity of a maiden, however fair. 
* * * 
The opinion of a sage is, that ‘nothing tries a man so much as 


prosperity ;"° the opinion of a burglar is, that a man isn’t tried half as 
much by prosperity as by a judge and jury. 
* * * 
“One touch of nature makes the whole world kin ;” but poor rela- 
tions are, in a double sense, the kindred of their rich relations, 





“Snakes alive! I shall just 


° eT 9 
do it nicely! 
. 




















‘Done it, and got to rewrite the 
whole blessed thing !” 


Signs of the Times. 

“Vast heaving! I’m on the wrong tack!” as the nautical 
gentleman observed when he sat down on the business end 2f a tin 
one, 

* * * 

He went to serenade his best girl, and his top note rang through 
the stillness of the night. Next evening they stood side by side 
beneath the stars—being unable to stand over them—and he asked 
her: “ Didst hear aught at midnight, sweetest—this morning, I mean— 
last night—no, just between?” And she murmured : ‘I should think 
I didst! And I sent a note round to the lady who mangles in the 
basement to say that she’d better make up her mind in once which she’d 
get rid of—her second floor front, as pays regular, or that molrowing, 
discontented fiend of a black cat of hers.” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Lords have reassembled after their recess, Their holiday has 
been long enough, but might have been longer, for any particular need 
of them, Few fix their minds on what those lovable Lords do; it is 
different about what they undo. Their opportunities for oratorical or 
legislative display have been limited as yet, but they are coming by- 
and-by. There will be a time for showing distinguished conduct in 
their field. 

* * ” 

Lord Salisbury says they will reject the Home Rule Bill a first time 
and a second time, if need be. He might as well have said seventy and 
seven when he was 
about it, for any good 
he will do, 

> > > 

All things else have 
been subservient to 
this great Home Rule 
controversy. The chicf 
captains of debate on 
both sides have had 
their cut in, and used 
tremendous efforts an 
overwhelming (7) on 
slaughts in the endea 
vour to cut each othe: 
out, 

. * > 

In the Commons and 
out of it there has 
been, on the part of its 
opponents, no end of 
conjuring up all sorts 
of imaginary possible 
and impossible evils. 
All sorts of almost in 
conceivable and de- 
claredly unconquerable 


consequences should 
the Bill pass. They 


nave ranted and roa 





fashion, All of which is only a kind of Quixotic fighting against 
their own objectionable windmills, 
. * ° 

If the Bill is dead, as some of them would have us believe, whence’ 
and why all this fierce and ferocious fighting |against it—this thrice 
slaying the slain ? 

‘ * * * 

If it is alive (as it is) and to live (as it will) only because “ ignor- 
ance prevails,” then are we to believe that knowledge and insight, 
order and intelligence, have all retired from business ? 

* * * 

Many splendid and 
air-clearing speeches 
have been delivered, 
many significant de- 
monstrations (notably 
that of the Dublin Cor- 
poration’s appearance 
at the Bar of the 
House), and declara- 
Ly WG hig, Vite, tions (instance, that 
Yt, Hite | VEE \ EAs about the Ulster far- 

ify mers) in favour of the 
sill. 


* 
= There has been no 
9 ee ; 
IM $ogian restraint as to the pro- 


traction of the long- 
drawn - out - if-lacking- 
sweetness debate. Even 
Balfour’s assumption 
of the right to deter- 
mine its limits has not 
met with any material 
opposition, but all ta 

little purpose. 

. > * 

There was but one 
possible termination to 
it all—a substantial 
. , 
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A common bond doth thus unite 
Each hitherto antagonist ; 

It plagues both races—black and white, 
Teetotaller or flagonist ! 


REFRAIN, 
“T say, Harry, Tom or Dick, 
How’s the favourite? say—quick ! 
What's the newest 
And the truest, 
Re poor ISINGLASS? say—quick !"’ 























This theme weighs even on those pairs 
Who watch Love's sweet and rising glass. 
And now, canoodling joys and cares 
Are swamped by thoughts of IstINGLAss ! 
E’en those “engaged” forget to kiss, 
Delaying sweet embraciness ; 
Yea, every courting sir and miss, 
Pro tem, evince horse-raciness. 
Each husband, too, home-coming late 
(Says, if he can but quaver it) 
“H’sh! wife, ’ve Bull’tinsh up-t’-date, 
Of Is’NGLASS, the favourite!” 
REFRAIN. 
Thus he cries, “ Ole gal, a’right, 
Fav’rite’sh better much t’night ! 
Med’cal treatin’ 
Cure’sh completin’— 
l‘av’rite’sh had good dozhe t’night !"” 





The Good Clerk. 

THE good clerk has been getting on very nicely. His usual time 
for getting on very well or getting very well on is, as a rule, about 
10.30 p.m. Then he is at his best, at least, when he is drinking the best 
whisky “From the bottle, please.” We often wonder what he means by 
the bottle. As if he were a sort of Rothschild, having special brands 
- ¥. expressly distilled for him, Special, indeed! He can about tell the 
ais - difference between paraftin and turpentine and that’s about all, We 
EXCUSED! are wearying of his goodness, and sha’n’t be happy till he sends round 





Miss Player.— How is it you are so late this afternoon, Bobby?” for us to bail him out of the night charge, 
Bobby.—* I been havin’ a fight.” 
Miss Player.—* You have—eh ?” POOR JAMES. 


Bobby.—* Yes, Miss Player. A boy said you was ugly, 
so I just give it to him.” 

Miss Player.—* Well, Bobby dear, I shall have to 
pardon you this time, but try and control your temper 
in the future!” 











For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR 
FAMILY AND MusIc-HALL CONSUMPTION. 


(\.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
AN ABSORBING QUESTION. 


ONE earnest question fills each mind, 
From Peerage down to Peasantry. 
’Tis not of Parliamentary kind, 
Or literary pleasantry. 
’Tis not the new Art Critic rot, 
Nor yet Hull Wilson’s cheekiness ; 
Nor gallant little Wales (all hot), 
Nor Scotia’s cock-a-leekieness ; 
It is not e’en Home Rule, alas! 
(Though some now crotchet-quaver it)— 
It is the health of ISINGLASS, 
The delicate Derby Favourite ! 














tEFRAIN, 
“Ho! Harry, Tom or Dick,” folks say, 
“ How’s the Favourite to-day? 
What’s the latest 
Up-to-datest 
News re ISINGLASS to-day?” 





This solemn question weighs upon 
Legal, Art, and City men, 
And gives anxiety anon 
To wise and eke to witty men! 
Upon this theme are all agreed, 
Enemy and neighbour too— 
Those who write and those who read, 


Lal Al i i Lab 

















Cette ee ne cate. 























































a 


e] 


a 
Shee eer 


- 


ee ate 


Ds 


if Ee 





oe ielie ee 


> 
Se he 


oo 
= 


Savy Ea Bets ee, a 
Re ek an Sees Aone 
“—. sate ’ 
A A RR pee se 
~ ee 
- 


ili ini /. 
oye 














2 Rp ne a ep 








. 
—— 


eo he —— 


- 


5 a — _ 
a. ee Ee : 


ne am ie 









. = 
ee ee ee 


Se Rg a ee aon 








EFUN. APRIL 26, 1893, 
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SP ee ee ee SasSS= A" — | , 




























of 
ets 
+7,08,04 

eet 


eee 





And, artfully dis qurged rn order to avoid 
attracting attention in the publee streets: 
Proceeds te the appointed Spot- 
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NS Penn Lines 
Subsequently /// 
ie Uf 
Pat Roone of the 
Ballyrudion Amalacamated 
Dynamitargs” who remarked: 


"Yis, he arrah: Or thoughr 
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APRIL SHOWERS. 


TORIES AND LIBERAL-UNIONISTS. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 178. 
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AND A NICE, AIRY COSTUME, TOO. 
Madame.—“ A costume for the Carnival Ball! Yes, miss. What 
sort of a dress have you a fancy for?” 
Baby—* Oh, nothing—nothing at all!” 


Picture Shows. 


THE present Exhibition of the Royal Society of Painters in Water 
Colours is a fair average one, not more. The two “ Incidents in the 
Adventures of Gil Blas,” by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., are in every way 
worthy of the master. A place of honour has been justly given to 
“A Street in Suez,” by Henry Wallis. On either side of this powerful 
work are “Children of the Spring,” by E. A. Waterlow, A.R.A., and 
“ Hagar,” by Professor Herkomer, R.A. Both are gems in-their way. 
Of the landscapes, those by Alfred Hunt, J. W. North and Alfred 
Goodwin, are amongst the most prominent. One of the freshest of the 
subject-pictures is “An Impression, Boulogne-Sur-Mer,” by Lionel 
Smythe—we say freshest, because so many of the artists at this “ close” 


socicty naturally run in their regular grooves. There is a remarkable 


sunset by Holman Hunt; a sweet drawing, “A Visit of the Fleet. 
Venice,” by Clara Montalba; and two exquisite portraits, “ Briton 
Riviere, R.A.,” and “J. W. North, R.W.S.,” by Professor Herkomer, R.A. 


THE Society of Lady Artists, Maddox Street, may be congratulated 


on their thirty-eighth exhibition as being one of their best displays. 
There are four hundred and fifty works, of which one hundred and 
twenty are in oil, the remainder in water-colours. Of the oils, amongst 
the most remarkable are ‘‘The Way in the Wood,’ B. Newcombe, 
Moonrise,” F, Assenbaum, and “ Chelsea Station Embankment,” J. 
Lovering. There are some excellent flower pictures, but by far the 
strongest bit of work in the collection is “ Portrait of a Boy,” Mrs, A 
L.Swynnerton. Of the water-colours the palm must be given to Helen 
O’Hara for her seascapes and for her bird picture, “ Morning Song.” 
Those lovers of art who want pleasing little pictures at modest, often 
very modest prices, cannot do better t visit these galleries, 


An Odious Knack. 


“ WHAT'S the use of Monther in Parliament?” 

“Why, my dear fellow, he’s a treasure to the party; he has the 
knack of calling the other side everything odious under the sun in 
Parliamentary language.” 


Numismatic Nonsense. 
THE Latins called a coin nummus. We find the want of a coin numb 
us in these latter years. 


” ” . 


The “reverse” sidk 
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Three Faces, 


I, 


His brows within his counting-house are gathered in a frown ; 
With hanghty lip he orders his assistants up and down. 
His eyes with lurid lightnings flash : his molars now are clenched, 
And now the savage snarl of scorn is from his thorax wrenched. 
In short, a stern imperious look we on his features trace 
When Mr. Brown is wearing his 

Old Broad 


Street 
Face ! 


II, 


His cheeks are blanched, his brows are black, his lips are humbly 
hun 
And ae behind his grinding teeth he wiselyiholds his tongue. 
His nostrils with distress dilate : within his eyes appears, 
As his Xantippe rails at him, the sign of coming tears. 
In short, a sulky, sullen look we on his features trace 
When Mr. Brown is wearing his 
Poor Hen- 
Pecked 
Face ! 


III, 


He gives the sprightly serving-maid a blithe and amorous leer : 
His speech consists of honeyed words : he grins from ear to ear. 
He wags apace a cheery chin, his brow’s a smooth expanse, 
And lightly in his sparkling eyes the laughter-fairies dance. 
In short, a look of perfect bliss we on his features trace 
When Mr. Brown is wearing his 
Saloon 
Bar 
Face [ 

















BAI JOVE! 


Bertie Fitz-Plantagenet (soliloquising ).—“I have shaken hands 
with him, I’ve had a drink with him, and I’ve asked him to dinner, 
I knew I had met him somewhere, and. bai Jove! I've just remem- 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 


PART XVI, 


THEY are dreadfully classy—you can have no idea h 
they are. The brokers at Lloyds’ are contemptuous ina yer 
bearing in their way of treating underwriters’ clerks and agents’ 
assistants. But the Mahatmas and Adepts and so forth whom 
I occasionally encounter are worse—far worse! They consider 
me an interloper. If ever I get back into myself again, Pegley 
nothing shall induce me to venture out of it, even for a short ex- 
cursion. I am going now. Pray, pray don’t relax your efforts in 
my behalf. Keep Gwendollen’s mind occupied—be on the look 
out for any clue that may be picked up, and——” He was nearly 
gone, but came back to say, “ You 
know—I have explained to you 
that I have not dared to venture 
into Gwendollen’s vicinity since 
her arrival for fear, in a weak 
moment, of betraying myself and 
shocking her. How—how does she 
look ?” 

“Very beautiful!” I answered, 
shortly. 

“How kind of you, my dear 
Pegley, to speak so appreciatively,” 
said Johnson- Williams, offering me 
a phantom hand, which I shook 
without heartiness. “It does me 
good to hear it—it does indeed. I 
had had my doubts whether she 
might be fretting—just a little—on 
account of my absence.” 

“Not a bit,” I said, heartlessly. 

‘‘ At least, if she does fret she hides Hadi 
it very well. You ought to have CAR 
heard her laugh to-night. It | tH 

sounded Jike a mountain rivulet, a NTH 
Welsh mountain rivulet, gurgling Ett 
over the pebbles.” AWD 

“You have such a happy knack 
of simile, and allusion, my dear 
fellow! Like a Welsh mountain 
rivulet,” commented the Shade of 
my friend. “I have often won- 
dered what it was Gwendollen’s 
laugh reminded me of, and now I 
know. A Welsh m——” He broke 
off apologetically. “I beg your 
pardon—lI’m afraid you are sleepy. 
But indeed I was rather down when 
I waked you up, and you have done 
me good—you really have. I have 
been despondent, I own, but I am 
beginning to believe that something 
will be heard about me before 
many days are over. ‘A Welsh 
mou—' So very apposite! Good night, my dear fellow—good 
night |!” : 

The darkness sucked him up as a sponge absorbs water. He had 
gone—but he had taken my peace of mind with him, and I tossed and 
turned till day. 

“Speaking plain,” said Mrs. Toms, as I stood waiting in the hall, 
upon a bright June morning nearly three weeks later, having got away 
from the office on a plausible excuse (alas! I was becoming an adept 
in subterfuges)—“ speaking plain, I don’t like your looks, Mr. Pegley. 
Pale you ’ave been and ’arrissed, for the last month and more, but now 
there is, if I may venture to say, a flush in your complecture and a 
unnat Tal boiliancy in your manner as I should set down to Liquor, if 
I didn’t in my woman’s’eart know it to be Love.” 

I started, I could not meet the eye of Mrs. Toms. I began to brush 
my best hat nervously, the wrong way. 

Sir, sir,” urged Mrs. Toms, “ when that young thing first come like 
angels Visits droppin’ from Above, I thought all was settled betwixt 
you, When you put your confidence in me I promised faithful, play 
a mother’s part I would, though a item not regarded in the weekly 
bill, to that sweet dear as ain’t got chick nor child of her own to bea 
parent to her, therefore I am not takin’ a liberty beyond my spear in 
speakin’ now. We have been to the theayter, an’ you an’ her next 
each other, an’ to the fireworks at the Crystal Pallis, and ’Eavins 
knows, what with the scrowdgin’ of the spectators an’ the poppin’ of 
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comin’ to the pint, if my lipswere to breathe their last this minute ! 
And likewise the Tower, which with them narrow windin’ stone 
stairs full of corners,and the thumb-blocks and screwjaxes, and iron 
gentlemen grinnin’ ‘orrid at you with ’alberds in their ‘ands, fairly 
swarms with opportunities, if you'll excuse me, sir, for sayin’ so. 
Also, we have n to the British Museum, where many a young 
couple with a mutual hobelisk”—I believe Mrs. Toms meant “o . 
but became confused by associations—*“ in view has come to a under- 
standin’, An’ to the New Law Courts, an’ Westminister Abbey, to 
say nothin’ of the Zoologicum Gardens, an’ both of you like pictur’s 
ridin’ on a nelefunk as kep’ twistin’ ‘is little tail round like a negg- 
whisk, as the keeper said were not temper, but pleasure in the exercise 
alone, Moreover, we have been to Sangster’s,” said Mrs. Toms, who 
was beginning to get her second wind by this time ; “to m4 nothing 
of Venice, when, in a small boat shootin’ under one of them dark 
archways, you might ‘a’ popped the question in her yeer, when duck 
your heads you must, or ’ave your 
; brains dashed out before your own 
eet Ro ema eyes. But never once,” concluded 
Mrs. Toms, pathetically, “have 
S lucky moment an’ 
made mention of the condition of 
your ‘eart, It isn’t nat’ral, Mr. 
Pegley, and, what’s more, she feels 
it, pore dear! Else why was she 
cryin’ this morning?” 
“Crying?” 
“ Droppin’ tears like a cut cow- 
cumber,” said Mrs. Toms, emphati- 
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cally, “and, therefore, my advice 
is, without delay, up and speak to 
her, Mr. Pegley, likea man. You're 
a retiring gentleman, Mr. Pegley, 
you don’t know your own wally, 
sir. If you knowed as much as I 
know, and had heerd as much as I 
have heerd,” said Mrs. Toms, with 
something very nearly approaching 
to a wink, “you'd be bolder, you 
would indeed. Take and ask ‘er 
this afternoon—take an’ marry her 
as quick as can be—turn the two 
combination bed an’ sittin’ rooms 
into one sweet—you shall have ’em 
at thirty shillin’s weekly, an’ be 
‘appy,” ended Mrs, Toms, adding 
the finishing touch to the alluring 
picture with one masterly sentence. 
Then, with a great assumption of 
delicacy, she retired down the 
wooden hatchway that led to the 
kitchen, as Gwendollen came down- 
stairs. She was so simply and 
prettily dressed, looking such a 
very incarnation of early Summer 
on that beamy day, that my 
treacherous heart jumped madly, 
and I turned quite giddy at the first 
glance, 

She had a little navy serge gown on, from the collar of which her 
white throat rose like a flower, and under a little black straw hat with 
a bunch of coquettish pink moss-rosebuds in it, her blue eyes looked 
out, all the brighter perhaps for the tears she had been shedding, and 
her golden brown locks wooed the sunshine to tangle in their meshes. 

Tip-tap, came the little patent leather shoes downstairs. Gwen- 
dollen had certainly spent several sovereigns of her aunt’s legacy on 
prettiments of various kinds, since she had come to London, She 
smiled, and gave me her delicious hand. But she looked thoughtful, 
As we descended the hall door steps and turned into the street, the 
area gate clashed, and a worn out list slipper of heroic dimensions 
whizzed past my ear, and fell with a dull splash into a mud-cart which 
happened to be lumbering by. 

(To be continued.) 


Old Saws Reset.—No, 4. 


“ WHERE are you going, O, my pretty maid ?’” 
“I’m going a-shopping, kind sir,” she said. 

“ May I go with you, then, my pretty maid?” 
“ Yes—if you'll pay the bill, sir,” she said. 


“ How much are you going to spend, pretty maid ? 
‘ About five-and-twenty pounds, sir,” she said. 
“T could not afford so much, my pretty maid.” 
“Then I don’t want your company, sir,” she said. 
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FUN’S FASHION PLATE FOR MAY. 


TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. 

( From Continents, Planets, Constitutions, Pubs, Clubs, and so forth, 
EartuH. Whirrrr! ... Put me on No. 00007§. . . . Are you there? 
URaAnvs. Yes,... Are you ? , 
EARTH. I am,... Yes, I’m EARTH..,.. Eh? O yes, quite well.... 
URANDS, Still revolving on your own axis? or are you being run by 

a Syndicate? ... Not on Syndicate? You're lucky. ... We're 

being overrun by them up here... . 

EARTH. Really! ... Never mind, jyou’re more Syndicate than 
einning,eh? Ha,ha!... 

URANUS. Great Scotness! I wonder at you making such a remark ! 
I have always understood that you were very staid—I don’t mean in 
the way in which the Uranian tightly-laced ladies are. . . . Now, if 

ou went in for burlesque, as they do in our Uranian Tollollity 
heatre, I could understand it. Well, well, go on; what do you want? 

EARTH. Got any rain up where you are? 

URAnvs. Yes; do you want any? What, badly? That’s rather 
strange for you, isn’t it? You have generally some to spare, I believe. 
... All right. ... Our Pluvial Cart will be calling your way, 
Tuesday and Thursday. . . . How will you let the driver know? O, 
just put a big, big R in your window... . 

EARTH. Thanks. ... By-the-by, are Politics any quieter with you? 

Uranus. No; Second Reading of the Outdoor-Rule Bill—brought 
in to repeal the Stay-at-Home-Rule Bill—is still on. 

EartTuH, I hear your Uranian Senate is just now suffering from 
Snobstruction—is that so? 

URANvs. Yes; the Torservatives have ordered their Mr. Golfour 
not to speak on the Bill for another month or so. For the matter of 
that... (indistinct). 

EakTH. Eh? ...WuHaAt! By Juno! you don’t sayso!... As 
bad as that? What! ail that Party? 

URANUS. Well, nearly. Just a few are sensible now and again. 

BarkTH. How shocking! We haven’t any senators of that sort, 
thank goodness ! 

Uranus. No; yours isa happy land. You make much of it... . 
Besides, we've another worry on just now. ... 

EarTH. Indeed! Very sorry! What's the new trouble ? 

Uranus. Why, two or three of our bloated Capitalists in the 
Shipping Interest (we go in a lot for ships up here, you know), having 
insisted that no mere workman or docker of theirs shal! join any 
association whatever for his own benefit, the men have struck. 
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EARTH. Good gracious! so I should think! But, of course, the 
Liberty of tke Subject triumphed? It jolly soon would here, you know. 

Uranus. Ah! you’re a favoured Planet, you are! No; our strikers 
have had a rough time of it up till now—for every moment they lose, 
you see, means bread to them, while the Mammoth Millionaires, whom 
their labour has helped to create, can never by any possibility fairly 
spend what they’ve got. Compared with the sufferings of the Strikers, 
the suffering Capital in this especial case is like losing one pinch of salt 
out of a whole year’s dinners. 

EARTH. How sad for you all! .. Why, all owr numerous 
Capitalists and Millionaires are the most unselfish that——- Eh?... 
Lor! Several deaths from starvation in your chief towns last week |! 
How horrible! ... People dragging on from day to day with no 
work! ... Why, all our folks are prospering splendidly. . . .. Yes, 
. . . Only this morning one of our Q.C.’s earned a thousand guineas 
for a five minutes’ case.... What! ...: and in a highly civilised 
Planet like yours ! 

Uranus. Yes; some of our streets and factories are absolute death- 
traps, ... full of filth, poison, disease and unprotected death-holes, 
... Eh? ... Ah! but you have a fine body of Sanitary officers,.. . 
that makes all the difference... . What?... No; they still con- 
tinue swindling all the unwary who invest in them. ... You don’t 
understand this kind of bogus company where you are, I think, .. . 
these Spider-Traps for the Thrifty Fly are unknown to you. 

EARTH. O, quite, quite! All our companies are sound. 

Uranus. All owrs are sound, and nothing more.... And that 
chief one of the gang in the “ Deliverer” lot—— Caught him?... 
Good gracious! no,... not yet,... he’s bolted into one of the 
places where my Justice-people are unable to touch him... . Eh? 
. .. Pardon me... . Here’s another message wired that he’s been 
seen smoking a sovereign cigar, and drinking champagne at a hundred 
guineas a bottle. . . . O, I see, the detectives in pursuit asked him if 
he would kindly come and be arrested, as they had a little salt ready 
to put on the tail of his coat if he would come downstairs. 

ARTH. Ah! ... Good! How brave of them! And what did he 
reply ? 

UraAnvs, “ Walker, South America!” ... I shall emigrate to you, 
Ithink.... 

EARTH. Do! Glad to see you when you're passing. . . . Good-bye! 

URANUS, ... Good-bye! Whirrrr! 
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A FINE (°?) CHANCE, 

Jones (after three hours without a nibble).—“Well, I'm off! 
Coming, old chap?” 

Brown (enthusiast )—“Coming? I sh’d think not! First likely 
lay we've had for a fortnight! Not me!” 
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COURTEOUS (?) CONTESTS. 
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THE COMPLAINT.—“ Look at this, sir! Your dashed, blank dog has been over the party-wall and scraped up this magnificent specimen of 
the Giganteus Mammotheus Polliwogius. Now, understand this——” etc., ete, 
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THE SITUATION REVERSED.—‘ What do you mean, you lynx-eyed fungus, by setting traps on the party-wall to snag the end off my dog's 
tail? Do you know that he’s a valuable wire-haired, scratch-mouthed 





” etc., etc, 
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*“HoLLO, MICKEY! 
“No; BUT O1 GOT THE 
“AND DID YEZ BACK 
“Dip O1 BACK IT ?—AN’ 


im?” 


April Showers. 

(SEE CARTOON.) 

WE have lately, no doubt, had a very long 
drought, 

Whence the 
dry 


one 


ground got so thoroughly 


wonderd if rain was ne'er going 
avain 

To descend to the land from the 

Sut, since earthly things tend with 


an end, 


That 


E’en a drought must be over at last, 
And the dry and the wet will take turns at 
us vet 


As they always have done in the past ; 
While April’ 
In our rather irregular clime, 

When the buds of the f! 
Expect lots of showers 


To freshen them on to their prime 


sa typical time 
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A SACRET WORTH KEEPING. 


HAVE YEZ BIN BACKIN’ ANYTHING GOOD LATELY?’ 
‘GRAND NATURAL,’ IN A SACRET, FROM A BHOY IN THE STABLES! ” 


’ 


AS MESELF! 


We are able just now to appreciate how 
Human matters take Nature for guide, 
For the Home Rule debate has nigh swamp’d 
us of late 
With a deluge of speech far and wide ; 
Oratorical rain, of a cat and dog strain, 
Fell to follow a species of drought, 
W hile }) litical mud (a result of the tlood) 
Was most lay shly spatter'd ab 
For April's a favourite time 
n our highly irregular clime 
When rhetorical flowers 
Themselves form the showers 
That bring Members on to their prime. 
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as etfem- 
always 
him as 


(‘AN a masher be feminine as well 
inate? Yes, for the Frenchman 
mwldiresses the girl who has mashed 


CmerCe 


A VoTIVE Offering: An election bribe. 


DIDN’T OI TELL YEZ OI GOT IT IN A SACRET?” 
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William on Bees and Things. 


WILLIAM has been getting on nicely with 
his garden. He has been hoeing freely and 
chipped his ankles a bit, so he walks a little 
stiff. Yet his heart is merry and he listens 
to the song of the lark and gazes upwards to ‘ 
the sky till he stumbles into the ditch and 
gets his boots full of mud and his calves stung 
by the nettles. “I like to see the early bees 
‘omesout and sip the sweetness of the Spring 
flowers,” says William. And he walks into 
his garden and says he’s not afraid of bees, 
but looks upon them as his dear friends, and 
then he gets stung on his nose. You might 
mistake his proboscis for a small edition of a 
doctor’s lamp. Yet William smiles sweetly 
on each side of the redness. There’s no put- 
ting that man down unless you make him 
hopelessly intoxicated and tie him up in the 
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hese series of pens write as smoothly as a lead pencil, 


ang 


Circular-Pointed Pens. — 


C.BRANDAVERZC°s 


“gn. Upointes PENS 
chia “= English Manufacture, 
Absolutely Pure.” 


—The Analyst. 
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neither scratch nor spurt, the points being rounded 
y @ new process. Assorted Sample Box for 7 Stamps to 
the Works, Birmi n 


Gadbur 


“ The Typical Cocoa of 


door-mat like a beef-olive. 
S| 
NO 


CHEMICALS 
USED 


(As in the 
so-called 
Pure Foreign 
Coceas). 
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(4) This fat man dropped on certain boys 
Who fat-u yusly made much TMOISC, 





(1) When May appears she scatters flowers, 
Or will do, if we have some showers. 
(5) Arrest perambulators! No! 


(2) The sweep preferred to sleep in soot, 
if Why not?) When they arrest us 


And hence his (s)weeping wife cried “ Brute ' 
(3) May meeters now are all around ;| 
Mav Meetiz r } +} mrav 


(G) A promise-breacher got it warm 
She wore the breeches fer that st 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
— BY dramatic 
MARNE ¢ canons (which I 
zolemnly assure 
you is not an 
oath!) Mr. Oscar 
Wilde’s new 
play, A Woman 
of No Impor- 
tance, is not a 
good play. But, 
as the author 
might reason- 
ably be expected 
to observe, “no 
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THE HAYMARKET.~Two fine Tre 
flourishing in a Hay-market. 





play is good that is not O = = 

thoroughly bad.” (For ir > -- - : 

this false form of paradox A somnetinns Glacicia of Oseue Weeder’: 
are many, many of his witti- het =  —— 


cisms couched. ) Even on 
these conditions, however, it is not a good play, as it is very far from 
being “thoroughly bad.” There are good points—sense of character, 
observation, wit, unconventionality—but, on the whole, I doubt if 
audiences would stand its somewhat wearisome cleverness—even if 
they are going to—if it were acted with less finish and subtlety. 
* * ° 
I'M not exactly “in society’ myself (that I am aware of). but if 
people in society - their lives in frantic efforts to be epigram- 
matically profound all the time, all I can say is I am very much 
inclined to express my feelings in the form adopted by the gentleman 
in the late T. W. Robertson’s play, and say “ Society ‘be '* You 
will remember that the sentence was left incomplete, but thought is free, 
” . ” 
It is noticeable, however, that it is only the wicked, the frivolous 
and the inane of Mr. Wilde’s * puppets” (shall I say) who engage in 
this forlorn enterprise, so after all! uy ole 
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indication of their innate criminality or fo . vi a morally 
impressive picture of the hardness of transerrs wavs, though T 
hardly know whose punishment is the hea ‘ore who dare 
nof yeass the most : 4 : rTani 
- - 4 { T} 

t M 

7 7 = 

PERHAPS ! t of 

? 14 “ i r pr I! tte] 
(A really good play, you know, Mr. 
Wilde, is one with a lot of clever- 


ness jeft out.) Because there is 
good entertainment in the piece, 
genuine humour and some pretty 
writing, Which almost escapes the 
appearance of effort. There is 
originality, too, in the superficial, 
good - humoured, take - things -as- 
they -come, smooth - everything - 
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THE HAYMARKET.— Sugyveste! finish . 
for Lady Stutfieldi's Macrame-bracket- OVeT-nicely Lady Hunstanton (so 
like sleeve ornamentations. admirably played by Miss Rose 

Leclercq), and in the pleasure- 
loving Dean with his touching allusions to his wreck of a wife. I say 
nothing about the plot, because there is no plot. It is true that, at 
the end of the second act, a young man is about tostrike an older mar 
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have often seen and heard that before, so we don’t let it interfere with 
our enjoyment. 
J*e . * * 

THE acting is really fine. In spite of the trying nature of Mr. Tree's 
brown clothes in the first act his whole perform- 
ance is one of delicious enjoyment for the contem- 
plation. Mrs. Tree has no very difficult part in 
the superficial woman of the world, but she gives 
an indescribable charm and finish to it; she has 
a queer, little, low laugh of satisfied triumph with 
which she closes a conversational spar—as one 
conscious of having fully held her own—which is 
worth a very considerable portion of the money 
paid at the box-office. Mr. Kemble’s little Dean 
and Mr. Allan’s grating M.P. are both careful 
studies well rounded off; Miss Leclereq, I have 
already hinted, is admirable, Miss Horlock is 
effectively careful with a small part (which isa 
real character, however), and Miss Le Thiére 
exemplifies that she has lost none of her cunning. 

‘ ‘ . Apropos de Bastill: 
‘- . " . a dame of the 

Mr. FRED TERRY’S earnestness is very pleas- period. 

antly and tellingly exhibited; Mrs, Bernard- 

secre has not been seen to such advantage for a long time (albeit she 
may not think so), and Miss Neilson makes a very attractive, if some- 
what solemn, “puritan” heroine. I suppose 


it is quite right, by the way, that an American 





EARLS COURT. — 


young lady, holding forth concerning the 
wickedness of London Society in a London 
lrawing-room, should stand in the centre of 
the room and not look at the people she is 
addressing ? 

* * * 

EARL’S CourRT EXHIBITION.—Something 
quite overtopping anything of the kind 
attempted in England (within my ken, at 
anyrate) is the mode] of the Bastille and a 
street in Old Paris (the Rue St. Antoine) now 
in course of erection in the Earl’s Court 
Exhibition grounds. Their present incomplete 
state is almost more impressive than the 
finished article is likely to be: for the build- 
ings have a solidity which would put many a suburban villa to shame 
—though that, I am aware, is but faint praise. I shall return to the 
subject when I have more 
space for detail : but I may 
as well mention that the 
actual condition of the 
street in 1789 is repre- 
sented, that the model of 
the Bastille, with its six 
towers, is upwards of eighty 
feet high, that the domed 





PoRTMAN RooMsS.,— A 
hall for Hungary persons 
What's for supper ? 













THE HAYMARKET.—*® Alas, me boy, 
L'n mother than I seem!" 


Eglise St. Marié reaches a height 
of ninety feet, and that the build- 
ings around will include an 
Auberge, a Hotel and a Laiterie. 
There will be no excuses for thirst 
(unless these are excuses for thirst). 
. . a 

Nops AND WINKS.—The Hun- 
varian Association of Benevolence 
among its benevolent acts, is going 
to give another Ball, at the Port- 
man Rooms, The list of patrons 
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I and patronesses seems long enough 
to ensure success (if they each take 
ket or so). Mr. Louis Felbermann, l5a Clifford Street, New 
} rar W ¢] , p ‘ ‘ kate f ‘ e ~ ¢ 
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TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. 


A WORRIED LOVER. (Whirr/)... Did I ring 
youup? Ye-es!... Will you kindly put me on 
to No. Al—Cupid and Co. (Limited)? ... Yes. 
..- If you please. .. . Thanks, so much! ... 

EXCHANGE - FIEND. Hi! better cut your 
method of telephoning a bit shorter, or you won't 
get much value for your three minutes. .. . 

W. L. Ah! ves; of course! . . . So MANY 
thanks and (Whirr!) Am I here? Ob. 
yes; ... have just come, and Eh? State 








business? . . . Oh, yes, of course! But, I say, ‘£ 
you know, .. . are you No, Al—Cupid and Co? fn 
_, . Se charmcd to hear it! I—- Eh? What d 
do I want? Oh, yes, of course! ... How { 


remiss of me, you know. What! 

C, AND CO. Come, come, hurry up, please! 
..» Wehave, as usual, a lot of business on hand! 
Are you wanting anything in our line? . 

W. L. Well—er—yes! but—— _ By-the- 
by, is marriage cheap to-day? What! . 

C, AND Co. Well, that depends. What are 
your prospects ? 

W. L. Well—er—to tell you the truth, doncher- 
know, old chappie, they are a little rocky, just 
now. 

C. AND Co. Rocky? ... That means you're 
stony! ... Well?. 

W. L. Well, it’s like this, you know, . . . I’ve 
been courting for some time—— Eh? Can't hear 
me?—Yes; courting—you know, engaged, and 
all that sort of thing? Ye-es. But now, what 
with the Budget and the chances of increased } 
tax on my income—when I get one—I’m rather 
afraid of venturing on matrimony just yet, 
although, mind you, dear boys, I fad promised 
her—let me see, when was it? And did I promise 
her, or did 1 only think that I thought I had 
promised her? 

C. AND Co. H’m! your memory seems about 
as trustworthy as Lord R. Churchill’s—for he 
described the House of Commons as having been 
in a sadly riotous state on Second Reading Night, 
when, as a matter of fact, all was as quiet as 
Ulster ought to be, instead of hounding away 
from work all quiet workers who happen to be of 
different faith, and also breaking the different 
faiths’ windows! Ibsenites are fond of exposing 
Social Ulcers! Oh, that some Sage (with or with- 
out onions !) would arise to expose the Unsocial 
Ulster and—— 

W. L. Eh? Oh, yes, of course! ... Very 


___ 
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NOT AS BLACK AS HE'S PAINTED. 





ALTHOUGH I'ma Nigger. and almost black, 
Miss White is clean mashed on me. 

My colour she says is the one drawback 
She ever can have to me; 


sad, and all that sort of thing. But, you'll 
pardon me, chappies, I rung yew up in order to 
speak of something else. Politics are all very 
well, of course. But politics, even served up hot, 


But then you must know it’s all outside 
My misfortunes happen to be. 

Don’t judge a man by the look of his hide, 
That's fair, you will surely see. 





as they are lately, are of no use whatever to we 

in my present state—besides, I want to talk 

about myself: What J want to know, you kiuwow, is about marriage 
and all that sort of thing! Eh? 

C. AND Co, Our Mr. Hymen is out just now. J//¢ attends to such 
cases as yours — but, unfortunately, we don't always require his 
services in our business. However, we may, perhaps, be able to 
help you in some way. Only, for goodness sake, hurry up and say 
what you do want. You mustn’t monopolize the wire a// day, you 
know. 

W. L. No; of course, of course. That's going beyond the radius, 
isu’tit? ... Well, it’s like this,.. I'm worried in my wooing 
owing to the fining-down of finances of late... And I wanted tu 
inquire, What is the cheapest way of getting married just now?.. . 
Also, whether there is any way (for the saving of expense, you know) 
of being pa rtly marrie|—just to go on with—and of afterwards being 
completely married—when funds are better? . . . I wrote to the Star 
about it, but they chaffed a fellow so, that I blushed the colour ot 
their extra-special edition, and became in quite a (Captain) Coe-ny 
Hatched condition. 

C. AND Co, H’m!... Wedon't quite understand your question. 
Please repeat it in another form. 


W.L. Why, it’s like this, yon know . (Excuse my stopping to 


sneeze, | suppose there’s a draught through this telephone). . ° I 
antel to know whether, if I temporarily get married now, firstly, 
? Se ly, can I get marrie 1 pr f 


ean my then more-marricd and, consequently, then much-better-half 
prosecute me for bigamy with my own wife that was partly? 
(. AND Co, Well, it’s a nice point... it might lead to Holloway: 





wardness 
W. L. I see; like the Duchess of Suth—I mean—well, Jook here, 


if I'm prosecuted for bigamy, and committed to Durance Vile, will 
it be Vile, or simply an elegantly appointed Dungeon, with all the 
modern improvements, such as Baths, Hot aud Cold, two Drawing 
Rooms, Handsome Reception ditto, Piano on each floor, Conservatory, 
an unlimited Menu, Wines of choicest Vintage, Swagger Callers at al] 
hours, and 

(, AND Co. Don't be a blithering dolt! Didn't you say just now! 
YOu were Poor? Why, you 
’ (The Erchange now rings off, owing to the bad language that 

ugqitates the wires, 








Picture Shows, 

THE RoYAL ACADEMY OF ART#.—Amonyst the thirteen huudted 
coloured pictures there is much that is clever—very much that is more 
than clever—but there is no one work that can be called remarkable. 
“The Picture of the Season” is not to be found; the place of honoutf' 
is given to “The Funeral of a Viking,” by Frank Dicksee, R.A., and if 
this picture if worthy of its place the one remark that there is no 
ible picture in the collection 16 correct. In this brief gotice 

‘vefer our readers to Our Pictorial Skits. which will be 


remaf?’r: 
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HOME RULE AT THE R. A.: AWFUL CONSE! 
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THE AUTOMATIC BUDGET. 


NN 


AND 


SLOT 


PENNY IN THE SLC 


A 


PUT 


— 


A Rp ene wane 





TT Ae ~ _ 











eT ae ee 
Fs 


pee Neen TE aN 
henday Aon 

: Casthan 

pare nenratnan 











ee ne 


cw 


ae at 
anol sane 











— 





184 EFUN. 





INGRATITUDE, 
Salt — Saved a ae from drowin’? I should think I had! Dozens! Why, 


it was only last week as 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF *“FuvN.” 


The Two Thousand: 


S1k,—I have left the Bournemouth Sands with kindly wishes from 
“all hands.” I know you'll cheerfully excuse the nautical remarks I use, 
—the sailor men upon the beach (who are co honoured in the breech !) 
with whom I’ve mixed a deal all day as long as I had been away, 
habitually use the terms at which the landsman grins and equirms ; 
and, as for me, well, I admit that I have picked them up a bit. 

Avast! however (as they say), this isn't getting under weigh. As I 
remarked, to start this note I've left the Bournemouth Sands (by boat. 
We had a rather choppy cea), and, leaving Bournemouth on our lee, 
we made the Port of London then, all standing, something after ten. 
Then, after laying in some beer, I hailed a hansom cruising near ; I 
shipped my baggage, fore and aft, and, clambering aboard the craft, I 
soon (by marlinspikes and booms) was anchored safely in my rooms. 
Then, after hailing Mrs. Bloggs, and donning my shore-going togs, I 
took aboard—with hey ! what cheer !—a ration of. cold beef and beer ! 
and, having paid my best respects to cheese and salad, cleared the 
decks, brought out, and posted up, the log and mixed myself a glass of 
grog. Then squared my elbows, fair ont free, and set myself at once, 
d’ye sce? to pipe all hands aboard to ship this Al, copper-bottomed 


TIP. 

Though I never delight in the favourite, 
0’ course it may come to 

(Just now and again) that its worth is as plain 
As your face in a ges A : 

(And the chap who'd deny what's plain to the eye 
Is a very unlimited ass). 

So I are in a crack, if you're anxious to back, 
Why, pile it on Isinglass, 


But he’s queer in his ways, and, for safety, Z says, 
I'll tell you what ought to be done : 

Take Ravensburee and Buckingham (see ’) 
And don’t forget Son of a Gun. 

With one of that lot you may take a long shot 
And not be far out of the fun ; 

And, in any case, one’s sure of a place, 
And Buckinghan, sir, is the one. 


And if that tip ain't plain, I say, avast, ye lubbers! and belay ! and 
hard-a-port, ye sea-cook swabs, before I come athwart yer nobs! So 
douse the glim and clew and luff, and don't ye put me in a huff, o1 
by the capstan! we'll discuss a rope’s end 

AT Home. lad weeil } ITs. TROPHONIT: 


dragged out old Sal Rasper—her as gets drunk every 
Sat'day night and flings flat-irons at her husband all Sunday. An’ a lot I got for 
it!’ Joe Rasper never give me as much as a thank’ee, an’ looks that black at me 
when IT méets him it’s worth while going a mile out of my way to miss ‘him.” 
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i\Wrinkles from the Ranks. 
PHIL FLYWHIP ON THE LADIES, 


WELL, seein’ as they're the fair sex, I- reckin as ’ow 
wot a keb steerer don’t know about ’em cughtn’t to be 
wuth knowin’, not but what some o’ them fly coves as 
thinks they knows most gets left soonest of all; an’, as 
for lovely woman, I reckin as how man ’as been tryin’ to 
undefstand her ever since the days of Adam an’ Eve, an’ 
he ain’t a lotiwiser on that subject than he was at the 
start, Women’s like ’osses for wariety o’ temper. There’s 
somé of-’em as yer can do anythink with by kindness 
an’ givin’ ’em their ’eads, an’:,there’s others as wants to 
be held up with-a short rein. There’s some of ’em as 
must go rapid they can canter as quiet as lambs but they 
won't crawl; an’ there’s others as can go a ‘underd 
miles without turnin’ a hair ata jogtrot, but the moment 
yer tries to ’urry ‘em they jibs, an’ over goes the show 
on to the pavement. 

The sex—bless em !—likes ’ansoms. There’s a spice 0’ 
the forbidden fruit about a shovel that makes it ever so 
much more attractive to em than a growler. “Shall we 
take a hansom?” I hears one of ’em a-arskin’ another 
werry often, wen I’ve touched my ’at an’ inquired, “ Keb, 
lady?” And then the other ’ll look asif butter wouldn't 
melt in ’er mouth, an’ she’ll say, “Oh, but isn’t it a 
leetle—er—rapid?” “Just the fun of it!” says the 
other, an’ in they jumps gigglin’ an’ blushin’ like a couple 
o’ roses, an’ I ’ears ’em sayin’ to one another, “‘ Oh, I say, 
you are!” An’ when I pulls up at the ’ouse, an’ the 
spinster aunt in corkscrews is settin’ at the winder, I sees 
‘er ’ands go up in ’orror, an’ she says, in a quite too par- 
alytic tone o’ voice, “Oh, girls! I never did sech things!” 
An’ I chips in with, “ No, mum—leastwise, miss—they 
wasn’t inwented in your springtime!” 

But the fancy article (wich is French for end of the 
centenary) young woman, she is a flyer. She wears a 
silver keb call on ’er watch-chain an’ wen I answers ‘er 
double whistle she says, quite nat’ral an’ matter o’ course like, “ Cabby, 
Empire, sharp!” an’ as soon as she sits down in the keb I ’ears ’er 
strikin’ a westa, an’ the cigarette smoke comes curlin’ up through 
the butterfly. Oh, I say, ’ere’s a’ old lady playin’ at bein’ a’ amateur 
parcels-post wan; look at ’er packages, Wot’s that, a door mat she’s 
draggin’ along with a string? No, blowed if it ain’t a dog—a Skye 
‘igh terrier! Garn, that ain’t Fullerton! Keb, mum? Where d'yer 
wantergo? Oo’sa bad man? What! never rode in a’ ’ansom in your 
life? Oh! Is’ your mark is to jump up behind an’ take the rib- 
bons! Tck! Coop, coop! Sst! 
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HAVING THE PULL OF HER, 


“ Porter, can I take a train from here to Pulborough ?”’ 
Why. ves, marm, if you be so minded. Ye'll 


fing a sels 
e444 4 - = 


—T T,. 3 1 «me 
Te e} LAS « 














~ re 


foe) re —— » _—— 


een ae SS a oe 





‘mained. What should I do, I 
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OUTSIDH! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART XVII. 


“Way does Mrs. Toms throw her old shoe after us?” inquired 
Gwendollen, innocently. 

« It—it’s a London custom,” I replied, mendaciously. 

“Oh,” commented Gwendollen. Then we walked on together in 
silence. If there can bea state of mind which is at once a state of 
misery and a state of rapture, my mental condition may be said to 
have balanced equally between those extremes that afternoon. My 
heart was heavy, and yet my spirits were elated; I hardly felt the 
pavement underneath my boots. My companion, too, was fitfully 
talkative andi monosyllabic by 
turns as we walked down South- 
ampton Row, turned into Holborn, 
and keeping our faces Westwards 
soon arrived at that ganglion of 
thoroughfares, from which springs 
one of the leading business arteries 
of London—the Tottenham Court 
Road. Here Gwendollen paused, 
and looked at me with inquiring 
eyes. She wanted to know where 
we were going. The conviction 
that I had exhausted the resources 
of most of the inexpensive daylight 
sights of the Metropolis, in the 
effort to keep the mind of my 
companion from dwelling on her 
absent lover, came upon me in a 
cold dash of realisation. Only Kew 
Gardens, the Chelsea Hospital and 
South Kensington Museum re- 


wondered, when no single spot of 
any celebrity remained untrodden ? 
But I ran over the list of places to 
my companion, and begged her to 
decide upon our destination. It 
was all the same to me where I 
went, I asseverated, and I spoke 
the truth, Whitechapel itself 
would have seemed as another 
Arcadia, had I been privileged to 
wander through its.* unsavoury 
labyrinths with Miss Williams- 
Johnson by my side. From which 
it will plainly be inferred that I Hen . 
was very far gone indeed, 

‘‘T should like to go,” answered Gwendollen, a little wistfully, with 
an involuntary shrinking from the coarse noise and bustle of the 
Tottenham Court Road—“I should like to go somewhere where there 
is plenty of space, and a little grass, and something to sit down upon ; 
and nothing in particular,” she went on, “that one is obliged to look 
at—because I have seen so many things since I came to London, that 
I feel quite giddy ; and because ”—she hesitated—“ I have something 
important to say to you.” 

Something to say tome! What could it be? And where—how to 
pitch upon a spot presenting all the distinctive or indistinctive pecu- 
liarities preferred by my companion? Kensington Gardens was dis- 
qualified by the existence of the Albert Memorial. Regent’s Park 
would be, 1 knew, at this time of year, suffering from a vivid eruption 
of potted-out plants. Primrose Hill!—the name came to me like a 
revelation. I hailed the Camden Town ’bus as it lumbered past—I 
assisted Gwendollen to the top and reverently took my place on the 
garden-seat beside her, It was a delightful, agonising, torturing, 
intoxicating experience—that rattling journey over the cobblestones 
and the tram-lines. . . . . And then we got down and walked, 
and I was more miserably blissful than ever. And when we passed 
in at the turnstile in the palings, and felt the soft turf under our feet, 
and began to climb together—smiling, talking, and panting—up the 
grassy ascent, my sensations became altogether indescribable. If I 
could have seen a white stone anywhere, I would have picked it up 
and made a mark on the day. 

_ The summit of Primrose Hill—a circular space, bare of grass—is a 

little dented, like the top of a boiled apple-pudding; a homely 
comestible which the Hill itself resembles in no slight degree. Nota 
living creature occupied the seats which have been placed there for 
the convenience of Cockney mountaineers. We were alone—quite 
alone. Eastwards, the dome of St. Paul’s reared against a soft, 

rplish-dun background of smoke. beyond which the glittering towers 
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of the Crystal Palace lifted themselves out of the green foliage of the 
Sydenham trees. Highgate towered to the north, and the Hampstead 
Heights lifted themselves into a purer atmosphere. A lion’s roar 
boomed out from the Zoological Gardens. If the beast had been free, 
and had sprung upon Gwendollen at that moment, I should have 
engaged him single-handed with my umbrella, and performed prodi- 
gies of valour before he ate me up. 

“Will this do?” I asked, as we sat down upon the central bench, 
and looked about us—at least, Gwendollen looked about her—I looked 
at Gwendollen. 

Gwendollen’s answer was irrelevant. “It does seem strange,” she 
said slowly, drawing patterns on the soft ground with the ferrule of 
her sunshade, as she spoke, “ Llewellyn’s never haying come near me 
all this while. I should have thought——!” . 

“Remember,” I said, throwing a certain degree of gentle re- 
monstrance into my tone, “that 
ay promised not to think at 
a x 

“TI know, and I have tried to 
keep my promise. It has been 
very hard not to do so—you can 
hardly realise how hard.” She 
breathed quickly and drew more 
patterns. “You meet him every 
day at the office. You enjoy the 
pleasure of his society and con- 
versation each day—at the office.” 
Her tone sounded a little hard and 
strange to me. ‘Of course,” she 
continued, “I have heard from you 
regularly.” (Heaven forgive me, 
she had!) “just how he seemed, 
and what he said. This morning, 
for instance, you told me that he 
looked——-” 

* Not quite as complete as—as 
T could have wished,” I stammerad. 
“He is grinding away gradually 
at those researches I toll you of, 
and has lost some of his substan- 
tiality, it is true, but he seems to 
grow more light-hearted” — I 
might have said light-bodied— 
“every day.” 

She turned and looked me 
straight in the face. My menda- 
cious tongue clave to the roof of 
my mouth, the blood rushed into 
my very eyeballs, and my heart 
are. into my boots, as she said, 
slowly 

“T wonder you can dare to look 
me in the face and tell me such a wicked story!” 

“Story!” I stuttered, guiltily. 

“Story!” cried Gwendollen, flushing royal red and starting to her 
fect, “ when you know he has not been to the office for weeks /—that 
he has even left his lodgings, secretly, and his landlady does not even 
know where he has gone! I donot blame you”—her tone softened 
as she contemplated the scarlet misery of my countenance, and the 
crushed humiliation of my attitude—* I do not blame you, You have 
some kindly motive in screening Llewellyn—you have deceived me, 
out of sheer pity—wasted your time in endeavouring to stave off the 
discovery which you knew to be inevitable. Dear Mr. Pegley, kind 
Mr. Pegley, pray do not look so wretched, pray do not glare at me in 
such a dreadful manner! If Llewellyn,” her voice faltered, “does not 
love me any more, it is not your fault, it is ” she broke down and 
began to cry—“it is Fate. He—though you may not know it,” she 
sobbed, hysterically, “has great gifts—capacities of a wonderful and 
extraordinary kind. By dint of study and research he has gone 
beyond himself”—it was easy to see that her mind was reverting to 
his performances upon the astral plane—‘and beyond me. I have 
always known I was not worthy of him, but I never dreamed that he 
would prove unworthy of himself!” 

(To be continued, ) 





Juicy. 

THE good ship Z/ilda recently arrived in the Mersey, from the West 
Indies, with a cargo of 50,000 gallons of Lime Juice, consigned solely 
to Evans, Sons and Co., Liverpool. Good Evans! what a lot of juice 
to come over in one shipment, and by a ship regularly engaged in the 
business! But it is “a done, Hilda! 


THE Sixth and Best Sense: Reti-cence, 
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The Automatic Budget. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


NEEDY tax-payer, whither art thon going ? 

Bad is finance, the times are out of order ; 

High grow the rates; your dividends are dwindling, 
So are your profits, 
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Needy tax-payer, wherefore look you rueful ? 
Has some stern man tyrannically used you ? 
Was it a Parish Officer, or Chancel- 

Lor of Exchequer ? 


Do you object to share the public burdens ? 
Have you not made a true return of income ? 
Can’t you abide to pay a tax upon it? 

Tell me your grievance. 





‘Grievance? God bless you! I have got a dozen : 
Aren’t there at least twelve better, fairer means for 
Raising the wind than coming down upon my 

Poor little income? 





“Squeezed as I am, this Automatic Budget 
Makes matters worse, and bids, or seems to bid, me 
Put in another, just one penny more, and— 

Up goes the donkey!” 


- 
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Give ita penny! I would see it d——d first,— 

That is to say, I would if I were able; 

But, like yourself, I haven’t found the way to 
Dodge the collector. 
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A Successful Smoker. 


Fun’s Man About Town dropped into the concert-room of the 
Guildhall Tavern on the 25th of April and found some three hundred 
guests revelling in the harmony provided for their delectation by the 
Clapton Football Club. And he rejoiced exceedingly that he had done 


Se 
oe 


— 
ee 


Mate a de nn 
Pr* a 
= 

-_ en ae 











NE ee on 


w so, for, having heard Mr. Herbert Grover sing “ Once,” the M.A.T. lives 
Ba] in hopes of hearing him sing again. Carl Brandt’s subterranean notes 
Hi in * Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep” awakened a furore of applause ; 
ie Mr. A. Mayes sang “The Toilers” and “ The Storm Fiend” A Mayes- 
ui! First Tramp (reading placard ).—* Wot’s this ’ere, Bill? Hextry ingly well. Avery young gentleman named Topping played the violin 
i Speshal Bucket o' Scotch W’isky—small, fo’puns ; large, a tanner?” in a style betokening a prospect of his Topping the musical tree. That 
Second Tramp.—“ Well, if it’s all square and no kid, seems ter me, rollicking R.A.M., Mr. W. E. Goodwins, justified the predilection of 
i pard, as ‘ow we've struck th’ Promised Land,” this crack football club for good wins whether in or out of the field. 
i 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


SINCE their defeat on the Second Reading of the Home Rule 
Bill the Conservative Party have been making more determinedly 


et ee 
arenes 


They are encouraged, aided and abetted by 
those who should know better and do better. 
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* . . . ‘ 
desperate efforts to show their dislike for it, and to pet the turbu- + ilhcceainideates nthe fh 
fi Jent party in the persons of the Belfast demonstrationists, whom The result of it all; so far, is the riots in 
‘ they have taken to their bosoms as if they were well beloved sons Belfast, the cowardly and contemptible attacks 
ais or dearly beloved brethren. upon peaceable and tolerant Catholics by 
They h . a . pr mer some intolerant Protestants, as a peeves: 
Ati ey have made the most of what the agains , read. 
4 } ana slat dausek Ais Gear or, ty eee against the —— — profess to 
BE erful weapons, bold assertion, persistent er Such violence in speech or action never does 
th exaggeration, constant misconstryction, ad good to any cause great or small. 
and copious, arbitrary and baseless pro- A LIGHT BUDGET my . Pp - ‘ 
phecy. Bh tide Attacks have been made in both the Houses 


as 


on the subject of appointment of magistrates, 
and in both instances been most vigorously 
repulsed and ignominiously defeated. 

> YS 


Many other matters have been on view. 
Police Rights to Vote, Women’s Rights to Vote, 
Employers’ Liability Bill, Registration Bill, 
and the serious disturbances at Hull which 
have resulted in those vindictive and disas- 


trous fires, ! ; 
« ” om 


Such weapons may be sharp-pointed 
and may be hurtful, but not killing, and 
their points have a blunt knack of turning 
against those who use them. | 


* * * 


The most open-mouthed of the malcon- 
tent party have given voice to much that 
is overstrained, virulent and ridiculous, if 
not worse. 

* * * 

At the great Ulster meetings at the 
Albert Hall, at Hatfield and elsewhere, 
there has becn a great shouting about 
Loyalty to the Queen. Loyalty, forsooth! 
Such Loyalty as can be shown in armed 
resistance to the Law, if it is Law which 
they do not like. 

* ? . 

That is more like party spirit than 
national spirit, and a selfish wish to be 
given what is best for themselves and not 
what is good for all, 


Grave responsibility, if not blame, rests 
upon the originators of those costly and ex- 
hausting contests between employers and 
employed—those sadly fengitveriahiiig strikes. 

* * ” 

Above other things stands the Budget. The 
Chancellor of the Exchequer finding that he 
had to face a deficit of about a million and a 
half, took a short cut by adding a penny to 
the Income Tax, to restore the balance and 
leave a little bit over. 

THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 




















May 3, 1893 HUN. 187 


THE WRECK OF THE “BOUNDER.” 
A STRANGE TALE OF THE SEA. 
(1) “Captau Shoppun- Smith ~"Yeo' Heave Ho! ye 
libbers ! Put your backs to ub and astonish 
the natives‘ ” 
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i A Pathetic Question. 
: Mankind.for Man. 7 
kind is * save Roser, sententiously. /We have heard of many ways of spending & happy day, but is there 
vabereon, refiectively, “d nobody who can tell us how to keep one when we get it? 


Duberson, reflectively, “ for all the study 
i lost in thought has been found in drink. 








“ THE proper study of man 
“T shouldn’t wonder,” says 
n the world will not serve to make a fellow ¢ 
wk-hair of the girl he adores is her own.” 











THE individual who was 





he returned unless 
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For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS ann 
SIZES FOR FAMILY AND Mvsic-HA.Ly 
(‘ONSUMPTION, 

(. V, Bi. {7] Rights in the Bla Songs are 
Reserved.) 


ANTIQUITY UP TO DATE, 
By AN ARCHZOLOGICAL PATERFAMILIAS, 


AS to knowledge’s summit, 
I’ve climbed it (or “clum” it), 
As high as the Peak of Darien! 
And all the Savongs 
Exclaim, * Nous Avongs 
In him a great antiquarian !”’ 
All kinds of treasures 
In weights and measures 
Hath this quintagenarian ; 
Yea, treasures historic, 
Dalstonic or Doric, 
Gladden this antiquarian ! 
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REFRAIN, 


I buy all old curios 
Fit for ‘‘ purios,”’ 
Not for ye mere vulgarian | 
Fond of antiquity, 
Is thi $s quaint, quick, witty 
Accurate an nti juari: an, 


Mugs and mcdals, 
Tip-cats and treadles 
And beetles and birds barbs arian ; 
Old hat-pegs and hatchets, 
Old laces and latchets 
iF | i | Appeal to this antiquarian. 
ii! 


HI | l’ve guns and pistols 
| 
— oe = Wh 
- { iI). in yy 
UY 


And old tin whisfles, 
a \ 1g And the crinoline of Maid Marian, 
\\ ff /, And the latchkey and longbow, 
Vy Once owned by Strongbow, 
Belong to this antiquarian, 


I’ve Washington’s toothpick 
And (what you'd forsooth pick) 
A bust made of marble Parian, 
Of Saxon King Harold, 
When Sunday-apparelled, 
And turning a vegetarian. 
I’ve swords of Simnel’s 
And coster-hymnals 
As used by the Early ’Aryan ; 
And Adam’s best braces 
And Eve's tight stay-laces 





| Are owned by this antiquarian. 
“@ cto I’ve a petrified Tory 
—— a 5 | Who ne’er told a story 
SIC TRANSIT GLORIA '-MONCAY. Nor thought ev'ry Rad. a barbarian ; 
lnowe.. Baal The turned-coat of a Brum chap 
SCENE—Rovyal Academy ; 
; (A bitter-tongued “rum” chap), 
AL Oldboy, R.A., seems to have sent in worse work than ever this year,” Whom Tories now think a good fairy un. 
Nite He must be getting I’ve a curious Ulster 
"7 wen =" that proves the old saying, With him dic has been long, Which makes Humour’s pulse stir, 
ae 1: Shor Its cut is sv militarian ; 
And a “drill”? of much vastness 
G ARRI I OUs } ! ms »t 1] tL correct them- | Hk lhe St he litest ab] « ana unenvied hbray- s| hat acts with (Bel) fastness 
selves by observing the practi f leading very in the world is that of the unassuming Is owned by this antiquarian. 
ma always speak / f ey. . Ete.. ete. ad Lib. 
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A pugilishe lamp-post 
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Ln Phe Red Draving - roon—— 
Mrs Grown -Tfiche (des)rous fo please) / had no idea you had a 
daughter old enough to be presented. | , 
Chieages Show Lady. Harley — Daughter? Why, Lady May sy my si ler [Tableau 

















eae = Non/ on Vieu’ 




















Puhshtel or Catholic. Yo A} the Atay. He did not feel nervous. 


(1) The “ Drawing-Room ” oft causes you'll confess (4) “The World's Fair!” 
(Drawing-) Room-atics thanks to scanty dress, 
(2) This “ Pilgrim” left his mate for « Piety’s”’ sake, (5) This dangerous prisonerling showed doubt indeed, 
A sort of Pie-ty this to take the cake! When Mr. Beak said to him “ Name your creed | 
(3) Ti fivht a lan p-post risky is, alae k | (6) Mav's Hors -Show once again is ] 


says Chicago, but ah me! 
To some the World's U’n-fair, as ye may see ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. Uncle John having left the Vaudeville, it was the intention to have 
presented the public with Forbidden Fruit on the 29th ult. But 
when the time came it was not found ripe enough for consumption (in 
consequence of Miss Lottie Venne being 
somewhat indisposed), and so it will be 
it Seal dished up on another occasion. I am not 
thot sanguine of its proving palatable myself, 


whether it 
j oO KNOWS: 
can be laid but who kno ; : ‘ 


at the door : o : 
y ‘COMING event,” whic s looked 
of the Chi- ; A “COMING event,” which is 


nie. ak forward to with some curiosity and interest, 
RtRittan is the arri val of Signorina Duse, the Italian 
satetited tragedicnne, She is to appear at the Lyric 
abe, pro- in the (more or less) usual string of French 
dant of tha pieces (tiresome things !) affected by foreign 
casly mein artists of serious aim. I suppose it is a 
mar. be case of a choice similar to that of the late | , 
hy Mr. Hobson—the pieces afford opportunities Gallervite—* Sigg-noreener 
attribut- f the displ: f strong 1 various dra- Dooce, eh? Ar, I see, Dam v’ 
cite Se or the display of strong and various dra- 7/00", (ht all that lot: 1 
want of matic qualities, so that a fair idea of a tought so.” 
interest in performer’s capabilities can be arrived at in . 
the plays, a short space of time—but oh! they are deadly dull to those with 
or want of whom ART is not every- 
, thing, and who “lay 
themselves out” for a 
comfortable, satisfactory 
‘ story.” However, w 
shall see all in good time, 
or—I may say—all in 
[buse-ason | 
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é Mana *Here! * __ + 
a'r ne t oing 4 we) _ Nops AND WINKS.— 
sir? Don'teaythat!” Ing Another party is doing 
The British Public—* Ver rry, old ey | Uy. the “high dive” at the 
hap; can't stop now; off tu Chicag ay | . y Aquarium — Professor 


€ you again later ait | : 61 (of diving?) Gerald 
interest in playgoers, or—as I ead 
raid before—whatever may be 
the cause, the theatres are having Au airy anditoriuin, 
a bad time of it for the nonce, 
The sparseness of the audiences makes it nice and cool for those who 
do go, but is not calculated to make managers “warm” men, Not that 
they seem to lose pluck either ; it seems to be “one 
(piece) down, t'other come on,” with them, 

* * * 

AND some of the things promised are of noticeable 
interest. Mr. J. M. Barrie is making himself felt— 
breaking down the Barrie-ers, in fact. Besides the 
Savoy opera in which he has had a finger (or, it 
would be more truthful and elegant to say, a han) 
he has turned a little bit of Thackeray into dramatic 
form—and you will be able to make some sort of a 
yuess at which bit it is when you observe that it 
bears the title of Becky—and Mr. Charrington will 
shortly produce it at the Royalty as one of four 
short pieces, The Royalty, by 
the way, has been opening and 

hutting at intervals for the last 
month or so—it has, in fact, been 
pening and shutting with a regu- 
larity rather suggestive of winking 





The “ Pay-for-a-programme"™ dodge. Awful 
state of little Shorteash who, having had an 
“order” given to him, and borrowed a lovely 
dress suit (so as to get a “front place”), 
tinds he must pay a shilling fora programme 
or go away. 


O'Rourke ; high dive mentioned it 
before but I hadn’t the space. They 
have a Sportsman’s Exhibition, and, by 
way af * variety,” a Spanish Troubadour 
Troupe called the Tortojada Troupe. 
Setiorita Tortojada is said (officially) to 
be the handsomest lady on the theat- 
rical stage, Just consider how awfully The other side of the picture 
handsome that No fees ! 

must be! Why, 








} '/ } 7 ’ — ‘ ia . Ry t, . ; he W . 7 . . . P 
the other eye—it doesn't see m to ripple! H'm! t turns one giddy to think of it !—Mr. Templar 
quite know its own mind, [t isn't Rather han 1 on Saxe is now playing (and singing) the part 
¢ 1, € Yr) , se "i ” cTrippies, tliat rae - > 
nm (| rmane ntlv) ope n mind, den’ : Ry sions originally performed by Mr. Barraclough at the 


wy Way. Shaftesbury.—The ballad, “ So long ago,” intro- 
duced by Miss Emmott Herbert into the second 
act of Captain Therese, and (thanks nota little 
to that lady’s execution) being re-demanded by 
“delighted audiences” in every part of the 
slobe visited by the company, is from the 
operetta Did You Ring? (by Messrs. Houghton, 
Mabson and Landon Ronald) and not from The 
Ieing and the Keeper, as asserted by our clever 
young Glasgow friend, Yuiz. The song 1s 


‘ > * ion tyouthink‘ 


TERRY'S was opened for a wild burst of one night. 
The Independent Theatre people were the openers, 
but I know nothing about it except what I have 
real—and you can read, too, you know—so there is 
no need for me to do more than note my belief that 
the plot of the main piece concerned the cheerful and 
elevating circumstance of a mother smothering her 
child because it is born a cripple ! 








7, F * ., }, Z, published, by the way, and may be obtained at 
ANOTHER impending departure is Liberty Hall— Hf om any respectable stores, I believe, for something 
} f ° . 

ras ' Tr one of the picasantest and most satisfactory plays of { ow like twenty shillings per dozen copies.—The 
Changing t —eyietinih da) ae d ne Second Mrs. Tanqueray (by Mr. \y other day someone got hold of a free admission 

Poy y ‘ if ‘ va) ) 7 ) ; rsh - 2 —_ nw, *? 
l’inero) takes its place (on the 27th, I think). Will THE , ' . ., tothe finest entertainment in London. A 
there be confusion, I wonder, in the minds of any Eh ue large order, you will say. But more followed. 
e and the locale of Captain Boyton’s Aquati ; | The ticket went on to remark, “this ticket 

Earl's Court vulgar and unwal : reserved seat purchasing programme 
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SO KIND OF HER. 
Irate Pater.— Goodness, Mary! what, on all the earth, do you want with 


more money? I gave you a couple of guineas yesterday.” 
Daughter.—“ Oh, papa, don’t scold me so! Your birthday’s to-morrow, you 


,9 


know, and I spent it on a little present for you, dear! 


TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. 


Mr. Goopotp BrRuURR JONATHAN! Whirrrr! Ping-a-ping-ping- 
ping-ping! . . . (Reply ditto.) Say! Are you there, FuN-ny Sonny? 

FUNNY Sonny! ... Yes! You guess! I am right here! 

Mr. G. B. J. 1am real glad of that, you bet! Jor you hev been a 
boon and a blessing to me for many years in the elorious climate of 
Amurrica! ... 

F, 8. Good! And now, what would you, my Starred-and-Striped 
Hail-Columbian?... 

Mk. G, B. J. Why it’s jest this! I want 
are you going a-long! 

F, S. Just recovering from Sir Freddys blank verse speech at the 
Academy Banquet... . Also from the revelations of the so-called 
Bogus Baby, which has (pro tem.) supplied the place of the Bogus 
Manager, , .. Also I have had, like many others, a bad attack of 
Norainitis. .. . and a still worse attack of deuced unpleasant and s0- 
called Independent Theatricals, “But in other respects, | am doing 
quite well,” as your song says. 

Mr. G. B. J. Independents, eh! . . . Somethingilike our beautiful 
and all but bust-up Theatre of Arts and Letters, I hear... . But, 
say! What you are really indebted to for the honour of my Visit 1s, 
that I want to know, you know, a bit about this long-cackled-of 
Imperial Institute, that is to open this morning. . . . You'll be there, 
of course! Fun-ny Sonny?... 

F. S. Most decidedly ! Whata question toask!... What do you 
think our (I don’t mean, of course, your) Gracious Majesty would say, 
if J were not present to shed additional—much additional lustre on 
the proceedings ? 

Mr. G. B. J. Wal; I allow Victorey 


But first of all. how 





rould be kind of upset. ‘ee 6 
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But what I want to know és, what may I expect to find 
there in due course? What will be the style of the shows 
and its exhibits? They ought to be all right, for yours is 
scarcely a one-horse town! .., 

F. 8. No; not much!—No; we are rather a four-in-hand 
sorter metropolis, eh ! 

Mr. G. B. J. Bully for you! But now, say! As to this 
Imperial Institute—which I want to sample before I run 
over to the World's fair in Chicawgo—will the syllabus be 
real good? ... ; 

F.S. The best—I'm told. It will include, for example, 
Perfect Instructions in the True Inwardness of the proposed 
‘ Ethical Conversion ” of the West End... , 

Mr. G. B, J. Gee—hossaphat ! 

IK, 8. Special Instructions in the Fine Art of Winking 
your Other Eye, so as to become a Cockney Queen at one 
hundred pounds per week! .. . ; 

Mr. G, B. J. Five hundred dollars ! Gee—Willikins ! 

F.S. Also, how to writea “ Blood ”-yard Rippling patriotic 
ballad in six easy lessons ; how to churn doggerel for lion- 
comiques (with or without voice) to hurl at Mr. Gladstone ; 
how to work up lies for evening paper circulation as to that 
ancient gentleman’s having been peppered with bullets! .. . 

Mr. G, B. J. Great Scotness! Go on! go on! hurry up, 
FUN-ny Sonny ! 

I’, S. Likewise a large tray or two of pennies which were 
willingly given Sir W. Jumbo Plantagenet Harcourt for his 
new Budget ; and, side by side with it, a life-sized model of 
the new Self- Assessed income tax, just madein Germany!... 

Mr. G. B. J. Goodness ! 

KF. S. Also, sundry biographies of heroes, such as those, 
who by strict attention to cruelty, bravely keep poor and 
infirm women located in our workhouses in their proper 
places ; of such heroes as arrest and cause to be severely 
punished those rural villains who dare to venture near a 
river bank, or to row a boat on the said stream, or to fish 
therein, or to lean over a fence belonging toa field ; or still 
worse, to think that the fresh air and the beauties of 
nature, even on the commons, are meant for such scum as 
them! ... 

Mr. G. B. J. (Uneasily.) Well, but I've often heard 
that-—— 

F. 5. That England was free.’ O yes, it is—to the land- 
grabber... . You see we want to impress our new Indian 
visitor, Takht Sinhji, the millionare Maharajah of Bhow- 
nugger, or Bhanagar, or Bhavanagar, or whatever his varied 
cognomena may be! ... 

Mr. G. C. J. Giood biz! Anything else ? 

F.S. Yes. Weare trying to get Mr. Reevu of the Stcad 
of Steads to weigh in with a collection of his automatic 
correspondence. 

Mr. G. B. J. (Puzzled.) Of his what—er? 

F. 8. Of his short-written letters. But he is at present on 
the horns of a dilemma—r rather, of a Fourth Dimension— 
for it is feared he has not yet received the kind permission 
of his own exclusive and specially engaged “ Julia!”. . . 

Mr. G. B. J. Julia! Who's Julia? 

F, 8S. Why the Spirit Essence who from a distance automatically and 
theosophisticatedly moves his hand to write what it wills— 

Mr. G. B, J. Hil ring off! Why you’ve become as mad as the poor 
chap is said to be who didn’t shoot af Glaistone in Up—and Downing 
Street. 

F. 8. (Sorrowfully.) Perhaps so! and perhaps for the same reason 
as his friends gave. 

Mr. G. B. J. What's that? 

F.S. lama “Student of Politics! 

Mr. G. B. J. Great 8e—Here! Good-bye ! 

F, 8, Good-bye! Take care of your Fourth Dimension ! 


ding aff. 


Elusive. 

A FOOL can see with case, 

Without excuse to doubt it, 
That Ethel is a tease, 

An no two ways about it, 
At sentiment she'll laugh, 

To love youjcannot pin her— 

tut I don’t mind the chaff, 
If I can only win (h)er. 


Knows how to Part. 


WE always like saying “good-bye” to a young lady with her hair 
plainly and neatly done up. She is almost certain to do her share 
affectionately. because she knows how to make a nice parting, you see. 
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THE AGE OF ADVERTISEMENT; 


OR, THE RIVAL SHOWS. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 198. 
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“WHATS IN A NAME?” 
Liderly Party.— But what in the world, ma’am, made you call 
the poor child Beelzebub?” 

Fond Mother,—“ Which it was contrairy to my wishes, mum ; but 
his father said that what with the price of coal, and the strikes, and 
one thing and another, it would be a comfort to have something that 
at least sounded warm about the place.” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR OF FuN. 
The Jubilee Stakes. 


Stk,— Look upon it as you will, the weather's gone a little chill, and 
coughs and influenza colds (so apt to get us in their folds and well nigh 
plague us out of life) are, as they put it, “ very rife.” At such a time (the 
more if it comes on a sultry sort of fit) one feels that Bournemouth tends 
to bliss much more than the metropolis, that Hastings and the Isle of 
Wight would yield more palpable delight (and make one, possibly, 
more brown) than anything in London Town, and that beneath the 
sun to rest, with balmy zephyrs from the west, were preferable, I should 
say, to wind that’s in the east allday. And that is why I now begin 
to ask myself with deep chagrin, why ever when I was away I hadn't 
yot the sense to stay! I feel that I have been (alas!) a most unmiti- 
yated ass to leave that warm and sunny clime and come to Town at 
such a time. In fact, I'm half inclined to pack my bag once more 
and hurry back. But, ere I take another trip, I'd better write you out 
atip. Last week I gave you the Two Thou.*—the Jubilee’s the matter 
now, and here you'll see what you will see about 


THE KEMPTON JUBILEE. 


If you're eager for fun, why the Son of a Gun 
Is a probable fellow to show it ; 
And I'd choose, if I durst, the same chappie for first, 
But I daren't—and won't if I know it. 
And, though Gangway may lead to “ our ship” (which indeed, 
To “come home” shows no inkling at present), 
I believe that Best Man would unsettle the plan 
Which would make things a trifle unpleasant. 


*] ‘spect you made a heap of tin through Isinglass’s romping in; with Ravensbury 


| think the prophet | i you through ! 
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And a fondness I'll own for our friend Cuttlestone, 
(Who is bound to come very near scoring) ; 

Then, by way of a fluke, there’s a chance for May Duke 
Which your Wisdom should not be ignoring ; 

While the Fine Lady, too, something useful may do 
In the nature of turning a penny ; 

And e’en Euclid may boast that he’s better than most 
Although Gantlet is better than any. 


Which tip, 1 scarcely need explain, will duly prove us “right again,” 
and they who follow it with tact will—thank their stars, in point of fact, 


while others, who neglect the chance, with concentrated rage wil! 
dance. Meantime, I’ve nothing more to say until we come to Derby 
Day—on which occasion I propose to show you what the prophet 
knows, at which I rather think you'll stare, he’ll be so very much “all 
there.” So (whether life be wrbs or rus) I’m always yours, 
TROPHONIUS, 


Star Lines. 

“DEAR Mr. Fun,”—so runs a letter we have received from a per- 
plexed correspondent—“ I have just begun to subscribe to your contem- 
porary that emanates eveningly (or, rather, all-day-longly) from 
Stonecutter Street, and I find much mention of ‘ Star lines’ made in 
its columns. I don’t quite understand the purport of the phrase, and, as 
I don’t like to expose my ignorance by inquiring at headquarters, 
perhaps you will be so kind as to enlighten me.” 

Now, Mr. Fun’s mission is chiefly to provide his patrons with 
amusement; but he never objects to throwing in a little free-gratis 
instruction, when it’s urgently needed and politely applied for. The 
perplexed one will find hereunder the necessary elucidation. 


” ce — +. * o * * 7 
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Knick-knacks, 
THE World's Fair, “Oh, is it?” says our “disappointed man ”— 
‘‘haven’t found it so myself, but no matter.” 
ad * » 
IT is well to provide against a rainy day, but it is hardly moral to 
do so by taking someone else’s umbrella. 
* x * 
REMARKABLE preferment: Preferring Lord Salisbury to Mr. 
Gladstone ! 
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SUCH 


A CAPITAL JOKE TO PLAY UPON A FELLOW WHO WILL BORE YOU 
TO COME AND SEE HI8 “ACADEMY” PICTUBE, 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSEY, 


PART XVIII, 


Her eyes flashed through the tears that hung on her dark curling 
lashes. She had never looked prettier. 

‘« For days—weeks—I tried, as he desired, to dismiss him from my 
mind. I scrupulously kept from forming even the wish to see him 
lest She stopped, but I, with my unguessed knowledge, filled 
in the blank. “Only, as he had not exacted any promise from me 
that I would not attempt, indirectly, to gain any newsof him,” (fool ! 








fool! I had never thought of blocking up that avenue of discovery) 
” Her lip curled, 





—‘“ other than the intelligence I received from you, 
“T employed Mrs. Toms” (Oh, 
Toms! Toms!) “to make, very 
quietly and carefully, inquiries at 
his lodgings and at the office, with 
the result that I discovered the 
trick that had been played me— 
the cruel trick—three days ago!” 
She stamped her little foot upon 
the ground, and went on: ‘ Where 
he is—what he is doing—I cannot 
tell. You, who are in his confi- 
dence” (she drew herself up 
proudly) “know, of course, and | 
do not ask you to betray him, | 
only command you—rely on you, to 
vive him a message from me. Find 
him out—tell him that this miser- 
able state of things must end—that 
my love for him, deeply wounded 
by deception and coldness, is fast 
bleeding to death. Say that I have 
decided to put Ais love for me toa 
final test—that I have taken the 
one irrevocable step, which can 
never be retraced—AND BOUGHT 
THE LICENCE!” 

“ Bought the licence?” I echoed, 








blankly. 

“I see by your face,” cried 
Gwendollen, ‘that you think I have 
been a rash, rash girl” (why rash, 
I wondered) ; “but the torturing 
suspense —the doubts— were too 
much to bear, and I resolved to a 
stake all—all—upon one cast !” | 

She was quite pale, and looked 
even wild. I could not see for the 
life of me why the mere purchase of the licence should be regarded by 
her from such an inveterately tragic point of view. But I tried to look 
as if I understood everything, and partially succeeded. She continued : 

“You remember. a few days ago, that I sent to you to borrowa 
book—something suitable for Sunday reading. You sent me 

‘ Pittaker’s Almanac. I know.” 

“It was not quite the kind of thing I expected,” went on Gwen- 
dollen, “but I looked in the index, to see if there was anything inter- 
esting, and under the letter M I found-——” 

“ Marriage,” I put in, gloomily. 

“ Marriage,” repeated Gwendollen, suppressing her tendency to cry, 
as laboriously as I was suppressing the almost irresistible inclination 
to take her in my arms and kiss the tears away—“ and all the differ- 
ent ways of getting married are set down so clearly that the most 
ignorant person could hardly fail to understand.” She dried her 
brimming eyes with three inches of pocket-handerchief and went on, 
with the calmness of despair. “So I found out that the easiest and 
quickest way of doing it was to buy a licence, and that to be qualified 
to get one from Doctor’s Commons you had only to have lived in a 
parish for fifteen days—and my fifteen days were up on Monday,.. . 
and I made up my mind.” ; 

“ Did you take Mrs. Toms with you?” 

“ Yes,” said Gwendollen, “but I left her in a cab outside while I 
went in to—to buy it. There were some young clerks, and two nice 
old gentlemen with grey heads—and I told them about Llewellyn 
being unable to come himself, and I paid thirty shillings, besides 
thirteen and sixpence for the stamp. Doesn't it seem a dreadful lot 
of money? And I went into several little dark offices, one after 
another, and swore all sorts of things that they told me I had got to 
Swear; and kissed a Testament—such a dusty one, and never knew 
What an awf ul, awful thing I was doing, till——’”’ She broke down. 

‘eT 
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“Till just as I was coming away!” almost shrieked Gwendollen. 
“I met the fattest and most fatherly of the two old gentlemen. . . . 
Of course I shook hands with him, in saying good-bye, and he kept my 
hand in his and patted it as if he was sorry for me, and said: ‘I hope 
you may never, never regret the step, y-young lady, that you have 
taken to-day.’ I said, ‘Oh, why?’ And he said -——” 

She stopped to have her sob out, and a great coil of her chestnut 
hair freed itself from the mass crowned by her little hat, and fell in 
silken heaviness upon her slight, heaving shoulders. 

“ He said he hoped I realised the gravity of my position. Of course 
I knew that if the young gentleman to whose willingness to marry me 
I had just solemnly testitied did not ‘come up to time’ (those were the 
very words) within twenty-one days from date, I should be obliged, 
under penalty of fine and imprisonment, to marry Somebody Else. 
Her Majesty the Queen and the Archbishop of Canterbury did not 
c-care who it was, but it must be 
Somebody ; they were not going to 
give their permission for nothing— 
nothing! When I had paid t-two 
pounds, three and s-six,!... | 
don’t know how I got away, I was 
frightened and dazed—it was only 
when I reached home that the full 
meaning of what I had done came 
upon me likea thunderbolt, It has 
been growing clearer and more 
plain every hour, ... See! there 
is the awful, awful thing!" She 
pulled the stamped and folded offi- 
cial paper out of her little pocket 
and threw it on the ground, “I 
cannot bear to look at it; it re- 
minds me of the dreadful risk | 
run, The risk of being married to 
some strange, dreadful Somebody, 
if Llewellyn—after all the years we 
have been engaged—doesn't love 
me w-well enough to come and do 
it himself!” 

She buried her face in her hands. 
I rose and picked up the marriage 
licence, and stood looking down at 
herand thinking. There are people 
who consider me an honest, kindly 
sort of fellow, to-day. These laugh 
if I tel] them that I once came very 
near being a villain and a scoundrel}, 
Yet it is true. I felt not a spark of 
pity as I watched the girlish crea- 
ture sorrowing there, I triumphed 
in my friend’s misfortune—the mis- 
fortune which was now my opportu- 
nity. Love comes upon us all in different guises ; sometimes as a jester, 
sometimes as a beggar, sometimes as an angel of light, sometimes as a 
Devil. Love had come to me, with the crape and jemmy of a burglar 
—had cracked the crib of my integrity and stolen away the jewels of 
honesty, true faith and friendship. Because, adoring Gwendollen as I 
did, it had occurred to me that the harmless little joke of the lively 
old gentleman at Doctor’s Commons, which the innocent girl had taken 
seriously—might be turned to account—to my account! We don't 
generally believe stories about Possession. . . . But, upon my honour, 
so nearly forfeited !—Upon my soul, so nearly stained with a wicked 
deed !—some strange Power forced me to act, to speak, to look, as I 
would not of my own conscious volition have acted or spoken or 
looked, I touched Gwendollen on the shoulder, and she lifted her 
head—that dear head! I met her eyes with mine, and a feeling I had 
never before experienced awoke in meas [ plunged my glance into 
those clear blue depths. 

“You will take him my message?” Gwendollen begged. “ You 
will tell him that if I acted foolishly it was out of my—my love for 
him. And that he must—but he will, he willl—come and save 
me!” 

“T will tell him.’ That cold, metallic voice! How unlike mine! 

“ Thank you !—oh, thank you! And he will come, You believe so?” 

“T do not believe it, Miss Williams-Johnson.” 

( To be continued, ) 


Old Saws Reset.—No. 5. 
THERE was an old woman, as I’ve heard tell, 
Who made believe she was not old, 
3y dyeing her hair, and her eyebrows as well, 
“And her wrinkled hands decking with gold ; 
And toadies pretended all never to see 


The tricks she was playing,— wealthy was she, 
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TWO TO ONE. 
First Girl.—“ Do you see that handsome fellow by the piano? I 
rejected him once.” 
Second Girl.—“That’s nothing: I rejected him twice!” 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND MusIc-HALL CONSUMPTION. 


(V.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 


THE LAND TO LIVE IN, 
FROM A GOOD-OLD-SOUND-GO-AS-YOU-PLEASE-AS-LONG- AS- 
YOU-DON’T-GO-FORWARD (OR TORY) POINT OF VIEW. 
[The Morning Leader recently stated that according to the existing 
electoral law in and around Vienna, one large landed proprietor pos- 
seases as much voting power as 46 citizens or 168 peasants !} 
KNOW ye the place that is called Vienna? 
Happy, indeed, that spot must be— 
So happy, forsooth, that we herewith pena 
Stanza to startle the poor B. P.! 
Go, blush! all ye who'd increase the Suffrage, 
Giving your land up to Radica: rough rage ! 
In Austria ev’ry big landowner’s power 
Is a forty-six citizen voting power ! 
CHORUS. 
And this forty-six citizen-vote 
Is equal (we'd have you to note) 
To one hundred and sixty-eight votes of the peasantry ! 
So, for good Tories, that land’s full of pleasantry, 
There each Conservative gleefully notes 
Not one man one vote, 
But (learn it by rote !) 
One (rich) man—one hundred and sixty-eight votes ! 


Of course, there as here, there are some who grumble ! 
“ Toilers "—who grow] at the Grabber-class ; 
But there, of course, they must keep more humble, 
For how can they get their measures to pass? 
What good’s their voting, to be outnumbered 
By people with lucre and land encumbered ? 
How can they fight ’gainst a Swell with that dower— 
A hundred and sixty-eight voting power 


f hor rnd Cons r feng 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THERE has been a temporary termination to the bitterness and gall 
so lavishly bestowed upon the Home Rule Bill; but almost on the 
instant the fresh supplies will be upon the market, as the Committee 
stage was put down for the 8th. 

» * * 

Peace and order were readily restored at Belfast, as Mr. Morley 
made manifest. ru ea 

As the consideration due to other matters could be given, oppor. 
tunities were taken. Bee ee i 

The simply satisfactory Budget has not escaped objections. Mr. 
Goschen gave it the benefit of his criticisms and sarcasms ; lesser men 
have tried the effect of unreasonable if not ridiculous amendments to 
stop provision for the financial requirements of the year, until the tea 
duty is abolished. Abolish about three and a half millions of revenue 
when a deficit of one and a half millions had to be met!!! All toro 
purpose, They must put the penny in the slot and then may go home 
to their tea. 

* * * 

On Saturday, the 29th ult., both the Lords and Commons met to 
hear the Royal Assent given to several bills. Besides the Lords Com- 
missioners, there was only one other lord present. And to represent 
the Commons, besides the Speaker, only two other members: one 
English, one Irish. . 2 

This seems an ample attention to business, and an example to the 
otherwise engaged or better employed elsewhere. 

* a a“ 

Discussion on the establishment of penny letters to all parts of the 
British Empire brought out the fact that Britannia cannot have all 
things her own way, or the way that some of her sons would have her 
have, as her outlying offshoots in distant parts of the empire have a 
say in the matter, and must be consenting parties before so desirable a 
consummation could be effected. 

* * . 

In answer to Sir C, Dilke’s argument that the time had come for 
England to scuttle out of Egypt, Mr. Gladstone showed clearly that it 
had not, and that though indefinitely remaining was objectionable, 
for England not to keep her pledged word and bide her time would be 
rather more so, 

* * + 

The Equalization of Rates in the Metropolis Bill has been read a 

first time. It is a first-rate equalization, 
+ * * 

On the need for a Miners’ Eight Hours Bill neither the miners 
themselves nor the mine owners are agreed, and the Members have 
agreed to disagree also, but passed the second reading by majority of 78. 

a * * 
The Employers’ Liability Bill was sent to the Standing Committee 





AMENDMENTS IN COMMITTEE ON THE H. R. BILL. 


Amendments short, 
Amendments long ; 
Amendments weak, 
Amendments strong ; My eyes! 


Amendments foolish, 
Amendments wise ; 
Don't Mellor have a time ? 


on Law. Several other subjects have been under notice. The solicited 
to be impossible, 
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yall Paper ! THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS. 
the Our serving maid 
lee (A grimy jade!) 





Has not displayed 
Much intellect 
ley That she should aim 

To gild her name 
With deathless fame 
Of You'd not expect. 


She has no store 
Mr Of science lore 
Nor talent for 


















len 
to Impassioned rhymes ; 
tea But—here’s a lark !— 
ue (With digit dark) 
RO She’s left her mark 
me Upon the Zimes. 
to Bacon ’Em Up. ” . . 
ha Arrer all, whatever you Why not come off with me to Holland, Next morning, landing “ Say, ‘George, this place ain't so 
—- wae te ge Socata et George? Boundless freedom, ancient cus- from the Rotterdam boat, jolly ancient as I presumpt. There’s 
me mee peng ng ten ee a — mer antiques to be picked both having strained a bit, a lift here and I’ve just had a squeeze 
’ ; ~ up dirt cheap. Strain a point ‘a ‘ the way in it,” 
trine, at any rate, is one p I p and come by the way. in it, 
which admits of no gammon, ——ae 
he [DAM eee 
eoeeiiil - - BADHUIS }} 
Fitness, . \ STIENKHOLEN | 
” WITH taste misplaced, ae _ a. | 
1] . When young, I strung 
op Grim tales, to make folks 
a shiver, 
a Of groan and moan 
And rattling bone, 
Dank cell and gloomy river, 
: With hosts of ghosts 
(The rude crude brood 
“9 Of my disordered liver), 
e Then straight (a fate 
Appropriate) 
: I sent them to the Quirer. 
Homeopathic. The street directions are And the canal odours discon- The only antique to be found. Proba- 
, A CURE for “hot coppers”: just a trifle confuzzling, certing. ble price in England, 5s. Present ditto 
e Mineral waters, in Holland, £50, They tled, 
, Went Away Empty-handed. Our W. T. P. 
A MAN who can deliberately 








I WAS standing at C. H. Jackson's counter the other evening,—C. H. 
Jackson, you must know, has the honour to be my newsagent—when 
a well-dressed gentleman came in, and asked politely, “‘Have you 
St. James's Gazette?” 

“Yes, sir!” said the newsvendor. 

“Thank you!” replied the inquirer: and without waiting to have 
the paper offered to him, he skedaddled out of the shop with consider- 
able alacrity. 

“Taking one consideration with another,” I remarked to Mr. Jack- 
son, who seemed quite unmoved, “the newsagent’s life is evidently 
not a happy one! I wouldn’t have wondered at a nasty trick like that 
being done by amischievous street-arab ; but for such a respectable- 
looking fellow to ask for St. James's and bolt without taking it— 
doesn't it set your blood boiling? doesn’t it make you feel murderous?” 

* My dear sir,” quoth the urbane bibliophilist, “ you are on the wrong 
tack. You see, 1 have a customer named Mr. James, to whom I 
deliver the new Westminster every evening: and that young fellow, 
Who shares Mr. James's apartments, has called in on his way home to 
see Whether it’s gone or not. What h2 said to me was, ‘ //ave—you 
—sent—James—his— Gazette ?’” 

P.S.—Never again will I venture to pass a comment on anything 
that happens in the shop of a gazette-monger. 


Picture Shows. 
_ THE New Gallery has one of the finest collections of good work that 
as ever been seen in these beautiful rooms. In every branch there 
oe pictures of a very high order. In subject pictures, we may call 
H ention to the works of Burne Jones, J. W. Waterhouse, A.R.A., H. 
“erkomer, R.A., J.T. Nettleship, F. Brangwyn, H. 8. Tuke, Walter Crine 





“Say, Jack, what tip do you 
think that waiter expected?” 
“Dunno; ten bob, perhaps.” 


’ 


“T only gave him 50 cents,’ 

“Oh, well, that makes a gulled 
’un and a half.” 

[ What on carth did he mean? 


conceive, make, produce, and utter 
a joke while he is in the very act 
of lending money ought to have 
been a Becket, or a St. Alban, or a 
Latimer, or any other of that 
‘noble army of martyrs’? who 
were called upon to wear their 
Sundayest faces and celestialest 
smiles while undergoing excrucia- 
ting agonies. 

Sucha man is our Word-Twisting 
Punster. 

The Manager of our Impecuni- 
osity Department touched him 
gently for a fiver the other day, 
and he at once, though not with- 
out some ill-concealed reluctance, 
handed out the amount. * 

“I'll give you an I O U,” said 
the borrower. 

“ No need for it, dear boy !” said 
the lender. 

“You'd better have one,” sai: 
the borrower, writing out the 
document. “ Neectless, as you say : 


’ 


but still—avowal of indebtedness, you know, merely avowal of in- 


debted ness.” 
“ Look here, old man! 


’ egoed our W. T. P., “I don’t mind humour- 
ygravate me by referring to your J O U as ‘a-vowel 


ind N. Hemy. Of the portraits, those by ye S. Sargent and re ay ing you, but don tag | , , 
SRhannor hee the most prominent those by the f rmer are among the of indebtedness, len t it. on the very fare of it. three me Au 9 of 
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THE DEGREE SorDID.—Inviting Jones to 
partake of a bottle of champagne, and then 
requesting him to pay for it, as you have 
unhappily forgotten your purse. 


THE DEGREE DESPICABLE.—Kesolving to 
stop your dog’s allowance of meat merely 
because he has partaken of a decent sized 
mouthful from a stranger's leg. 


The Age of Advertisement. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Boom! boom! Boom! boom! 
It is not at all surprising 
In this age of advertising 
To find mighty folk uprising, 

With excitement well aglow, 
To boom schemes they're patronising 
And to set about advising 

Where the public ought to go. 
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THE DEGREE WRETCHED.—Getting beaten 
by Brown in a parochial election, and then 
seizing the earliest and most convenient op- 


portunity for kicking his favourite puppy. 








THE DEGREE ABOMINABLE.—Watching a 
man fall from a fifty foot scaffolding, and then 
(his progress being miraculously arrested in 
mid-air by a friendly hook or something) 
giving him into custody for being without 
any visible means of support. 


Among Albert Edward’s duties 
(self-imposed), to laud the beauties 
Of th’ Imperial Institute is 
One, its trumpet for to blow; 
While Brer Jonathan seems eager 
On Chicago to bestow 
Puffings neither weak nor meagre 
For its huge World’s Fair,—although 
Why ‘tis call’d an Exposition, 
Rather than an Exhibition, 
I am at a loss to know. 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF MEANNESS. 
/ 









DEGREE PITIFUL.—Never introdu- 
cing your newest baby to an admiring visitor 
without calling attention to the little darling’s 
money-box. 


THE 





THE DEGREE INCREDIBLE.—Owing your 
confiding landlady two years’ board and lodg- 
ing and then—she having a perfect horror of 
sensationalism and pulicity — committing 
suicide with elaborate detail in her first-floore 
front. 


Walk up! Walkup! 
There'll be wonderful transactions, 
With a wealth of grand attractic ns 
For the crowds that overflow ; 
And they say you'll be delighted 
And abundantly requited, 
If you'll do as you're invited 
And inspect each rival Show. 


THE Weigh of the World: To ascertain 
whether your purse he heavy or light ! 
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Circular-Pointed Pens. — 
C.BRANDAVERLC9s | 


_- Crores PENS 


: ’ : 
ese series of pens write as smoothly as a lead pencil, Absolutely Pure. ? (As in the 
neither scratch nor spurt, the points being rounded p ig 
anew process) Assorted Sample Box for 7 Stamps t a wre Sores 
e Work Bismnit gham ; —The A na lyst, Cocoas } 
..W ri t ) 
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Welucsday, May i isys. 


“The Typical Cocoa of 
serene English Manufacture, 
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(though not always to be obtained) of the experienced artist, and a 
sense of humour no doubt born in him. It is one of those gratifying 
performances mainly compact of not missing a chance. 
Mr. Playfair “ created a distinct impression,” with a 
very amusing imitative caricature of a well-known 
London Manager, which delighted everybody—none 
more so than those who had never seen the said 
manager in the (shall I say ?) flesh. 
* * x 
Miss ELSIE CHESTER played the Mother Superior 
of the convent with a sincerity commendable in 
itself, and of great value as a foil to the surrounding 
humours. Miss Delia Carlyle has a merry eye, and, 
seemingly, a sense of comedy—if one may judge 
more by sight than hearing. The piece is sufficiently, 
but not strikingly, well mounted. 
* + * 
DipLuNACY was something of an anti- climax. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE TRA- 
FALGAR.— 
Special and 
supplement- 
ary informa- 
tion having 
been thought- 
fully accorded 
us by the new 

management 
) here, that pro- 
(ceedings 
would com- 
| mence at 8.15, 
| (instead of 
4.30, a8 pre- 
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viously an- 
nounced), we 
managed to 
get comfort- 
ably into our 
} seats in time 









The imitations were not exactly striking, and the 
whole thing was scarcely up to form, Perhaps it 
will be better later on—let’s hope so. 
+ * a 
THE CoMEDY.—This theatre re-opened (“under 
entire new management,” as the public-houses say) 









on the 9th with Mr, F, Horner’s adaptation, which in 

wen Meas English is call- 
: TRAFAL- "a. fn. 

GAR.—En voyage. ed The Great 











Unpaid, 
* * * 

Nops AND WINKS. — They 
exhibited what was described as 
« ‘special feat” at the Aquarium 
the other afternoon—com- 
mitted by “ Professor” Burn- RN, we 


THE ‘TRAFALGAR. 
Hy le and Jek il, Jun. 


to see the curtain rise 
punctually ten min- 
utes late, (This re- 
mark, by the way, is 


ad } > tit Puzzled Visitor.—“Hm! Why—what the dooce! Can't 
ma eratherina Spiri make out who the author of this thing is—or the 
of uncontrollable hu- composer cither! What a rammy idea! 


mour than of captious 
criticism born of fidgety discontent). With the rise of the curtain the 
fun commenced, and searcely ceased (nore than was necessary for 
comfort) till the fall thereof—in fact, the right nail seems to have 
been hit well on the head (with every prospect of its being driven 
home), in the engagement of that attractive performer Miss Yohe, and 
the revival of .Vitouche to tit her (or whatever the process of evolution 
may have been). 





+ * * 
Nivovucue is an excellent piece of its kind. Its effective contrasts ga te het log: eh hae 

-the convent-bred school-girl, who is a romp in demure disguise, the 7 = 
decorous organist, who is, sub rosa, a composer of frivolous opera, the 
juxtaposition of the military, the theatrical and the conventual—keep 
the game alive with unflagging expertness, The songs are mostly 
pointed, and the music bright, without being oppressively brilliant. | 
believe they were composed by the late M. Hervé. I forget who the 
piece was written by—two I’rench gentlemen, I think—and the pro- 


the p t | 


ham (of Manchester). The gen- 
tleman dropped from the clouds, 
as it were, through the roof and 
into the tank which has been the 
scene of a good deal of this foolish- 
ness lately. When we saw his 
special feet—feat I mean,—com- 
ing through the roof, our heart 
was in our mouth. The feat was 
accomplished cleanly and cleverly 
enough, and without apparent 
damage tothe performer. I don't 
think the kind of thing should be 
permitted however. I wonder how many people were encouraged to 
death or damage by the Baldwin feat ! 
—Mr. H. T. Brickwell, lately Mr. 
Terry’s business manager, tells me 
that he has a “theatrical code” in 
hand, which he hopes to issue during 
the present year. He didn't tell me 
what sort of a code it is; perhaps it’s 
a code of manners or morals; or tele- 
graphic, perhaps. Time will show.— 
Mr. Edgar B. Skeet (who, as a reciter, 
is said to very nearly take the B-Skeet ) 
gives a dramatic and musical recital 
at Steinway Hall on the 16th.—7Zhe 
Bauble Shop at the Criterion con- 
tinues to run as brightly as ever, and 
draws big and appreciative audiences. 

Stanford’s Chicago Exhibition ode, Tar TRAFALGAR-The leading lady 


rramme, Oddly, affords no assistance 
; * . * 
Miss YOHE’s performance is crude all over, but it is a crudeness 
with nothing inartistic about it—she appears to have fully grasped the 
truth that to play a romp with a sense of genuine comedy at the back 
of it is ten times as amusing (and I may say say fifty times as 
sensible!) as to rely mainly upon the gambols peculiar to the knock- 
about “ nigger.” In addition to which, the charm 
of her wonderful voice is over it all, and the per- 
formance is an artistic treat, as well as a feast of 
dainty fun. Mr. Wallace Brownlow requires a 
strong singing part to show his qualities to best 
alivantage, and Fernand is xvt a part of that 
description. His singing—except for a “ vibrato” 
which will obtrude itself occasionally—is a source 
of real enjoyment, and more than equal to the 
demands of the part. His acting may be passed 
over in merciful silence, 
* * > 
Mr. WYATT extracts a good deal of fun out of 
the dual part (as it were—Hyde and Jeky!l] in a 
mild form) of Celestin-Florador (the second name 
is very suggestive of a preparation of corn-flour !) 
by making that character a fatuous, * stoopid-ass"’ 
sort of creature—it’s very funny, (‘‘makes you laugh, you know,”) but 
hardly conveys the sort of chap who would have the go for his par- Last and West, received a spirited 
ticular kind of deception. The gain of Mr. Wyatt's view is greate1 interpretation by the Royal Choral Society at the Albert Hall last 
t I { Mi Pateman | ys t! Wednesday. and was f awed by } j Sse | eph Barnbv’'s for 
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THE TRAFALGAR.—Nun-nicer ! 
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THE TRAFALGAR. 
“Oh, never despise 
the soldier lad.” 
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TELL-TALES PER 
TELEPHONES. 


AN EMBARRASSMENT OF RICHES 
(AND OTHER THINGS.) 


EMBARRASSED CITIZEN. Whirrrr! 
. . « Here, I say! quick! Put me on to 
No. 153 Fleet Street (Common Sense, 
& Co.) Unlimited.... 

EXCHANGE DAMSEL. With pleasure, 
sir, don’t mention it! ... (Whirrrr! 
etc.) 

No. 153. Yes! ... are you there! 
Right... . But who are you? what 
do you want, and why? 

Em. CiT. I am just now wearing 
(among other things) a Worried Look ! 
In short, 1 am an Embarrassed Citizen, 
needing explanation and elucidation 
concerning many strange affairs now 
on—and 

No. 153. Yes. ... Well? 

Em. Cit. Well—er—knowing that 
you are—er—in point of fact, Common 
Sense & Co., I thought:that I couldn't 
do better than come to you—you know, 
and—er—by the way what is your fee 
for consultation ? 

No. 153. Oh! merely nominal! A 
penny a week !—if paid in advance. 
Kh! No! nodiscount on ready money— 
except to the Trade.... Eh! No! 
Those are our absolutely lowest terms! 
» oa S008 D Oh, didn’t mean any 
offence. All right; don’t apologise. 
Business is business, and no one has 
any business to interfere with anyone 
else’s business ! 

Em. Cit. True! and that reminds 
me, For one thing, what about this 
latest form of County Council inter- 
ference? First they get upon their 
hind jlegs and go out of their way to 
get in someone else’s, and to pass votes 
for the purpose of enforcing Local Veto- 
ness; and now they have just this 
moment gone up to Victoria Park and 
arrested the whole of their late pal 
Charrington’s Sacred Music Band!... 
How do you account for that ? 

No. 153. Dottiness ! dear boy ? sheer 
dottiness. What they permit in one 
place they prohibit in another ; whether it be in theatres, music halls, 
parks or pubs. It is very L. C.C.-dy behaviour. Too much jabber all 
round. They need a Vocal Veto! But what’s your other trouble? 

Em. Cit. Why, I wish you’d just send round somebody to stop 
these Ladies from quarrelling so vigorously. They're disturbing me 
dreadfully. 

No, 153. What ladies ? 

Em. Cit. Why, Lady Hummerset, Miss Wontard, and the rest of 
these Blue (or rather Blue-Stocking) Ribbon-ites. They are rowing 
among themselves as to who shall have most opportunities of jabbering 
at public meetings. 

No, 153. Ah, | see! And, meanwhile, each is managing to get a 
pretty large share of cackle. It is very annoying, and a pity to boot, 
seeing that each of the ladies now at loggerheads has in her time 
shown much self-sacrifice in the cause. I'll send Mrs, No. 153 roun! 
to them. I dare say she’ll quiet them. 

Em. Cit. Thanks, I shall be deeply obliged ; for, what with their 
noise and.my worry about the way in which the poor are still being 
swindled by the Fish Trades—and what with a good deal of “ Lucky 
Dog ’’-gedness, 1 declare that my nerves are as upset as poor old 
Paderewski’s are at last said to be. 

No. 153. Ah, you want change—that’s what you want. Well, au 
Riviera !—I mean au rev——” 

Em. C1T. Oh, goodness graciousness, Chappie & Co., don’t ring off 
yet! I have several other things to ask advice about. 

No. 153. Well, you don’t want much for your penny. But there— 
never mind—it’s all at! | 

Em. Cit. Can you tell me, for example, why it is that the Em- 
Ployers’ Liability Bill sfi77 exempts servants, and other so calle | 
menials, from its benefits in cases of accident ? 

No. 153. This is not an office for answering conundrums 
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A LOYALIST, 


Tourist.—* What the mischief are you covering up that foot-print for, Sandy?” 
Sandy.— Weel, ye see, mister, the Queen passed along here yesterday, and visited our little village, 
she did, and it was ta only thing she left to remind us of her visit. So she'll just be keepin’ it carefully.” 


Em. Cit. This rumour about Ruskin, now? Do you really believe 
the rumour that he has been selected for the next Laureate ’ 

No. 153. Not much! I doubt if he has been asked. And if he has, 
I should say good old John (our greatest prose-poet) has too much 
good old sense to go in for a line of business at which he has already 
proved himself no 

EM. Cit. Thanks. Well, to drop grievances: I hare an item or 
two of brighter news to speak about. One is that our scientists 
predict the almost immediate arrival of a Wave of Great Inventive 








ness 
No. 153. Better have it sent on to Oscar of No Importance : he 
sadly needs something of that sort in his plays anyhow. 

Em. C1T. Moreover, the news of George and May's betrothal has so 
gladdened me that I have prepared for your inspection an appropriate 
tele = 

No, 153. O(de)don't! We are receiving them‘at the rate of fiftean 
hundred per day—some of them by parcel-post. 

Eo. Cit. Ah, but this i* all right! Just list to the first nineteen 
verses—each one in sonnet form, you know : 

“OQ George! O May! or rather let us say, 

O May! O George! for ‘ Ladies First’ must be 
Our motto in this Island of the Sea. 

O Teck! O York! the world is gay to-day, 
Because——”’ 

No. 153. Thanks. We're full up. Besides, yours is even worse than 
that of Alfred-the-Anxious-to-be-Laureate! Still, we'll call the Gallant 
Tar to you. Here! York, you're wanted! [ Hing off. 


A One-sided Arrangement, 
ON board sl ip the Spokesman before all others is the man at the 
wheel: vet no one lowed to a t him, 
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See Cartoon Verses, p. 208. 
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T EXHIBITS AT OUR IMPERIAL INSTITUTE 
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THE SHIP OF THE DESERT. 


May 17, 1893, 


THE CLANG OF THE 
CLOCK TOWER. 








A 
: om ; os THE flow of Obstructionists’ gabble 
eS” C a —<—a has been turned on again full-tap. Let 
? | of / & it run—nothing will serve but that 
vies Bey ie | pit - Coca ZF they must empty their barrel. 
r { é : * * * 
Ae ‘ | > vn Le “Pity tis, and pity ’tis tis true,” and 
% , * , KX ae . greater pity that they could not, or wil! 
|} Ma } A . a not, emulate their own praiseworthy 
¥ » ay So procedure on another Bill, by limiting 
A 3 A | their speeches to twenty minutes in- 
4 4 wy s . ; stead of going beyond all limit. 
. i a \ S-.. * * . 
: The beginning is said to be a sample 





only of what will go on for two, three, 
or four months, and the beginning 
have been somewhat stormy, so ther 
may be breakers ahead, but there may 
also be smooth waters and a haven. 











Patience preserve us ! 


« * _ 





_ - : z The viciously declared intention of 
voting for all in the Home Rule Bil! 
v / that would improve it or destroy it 
Ze and all the more viciously vaporing 
tall talk, may, in effect, only dest: 
the intention. 


% 





pe i lls a 
| ol - ca L a) * * 
‘ r (a 2G P : - 
~~ ‘ al All the preliminary instructions t 
- ’ ° . 
a A ff i were to be such serviceable stumbling 
; -_ Led A : blocks were soon swept away by the 
ON = B\ A . eae * 5 \ , Speaker ruling them out of order, 01 
Qe € m7 4 } AYN yh ' / by being rejected. 
/ ¥ . ~~,” i « F \ « Ww , 4 ! j =. *x _ x 
a / 9 tc$ ~ 1 > ” = - She re = 
oo <j , And all the first divisions have give! 
alias, “6 cood majorities for the Government. 
A ay = | . not without some squabbles, it is true, 
r _ 2 - +. . } . ° 
owe ES ao f and some smart sparring, but not with- 
™ : - out big blows in return. 
——_—__— —_— uietinitunhininiiaiatinanienannindl 7 - * 
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New Leaves. 
The Young Gentivwoman is full of charming things to entertain, to 
delight, and to instruct the young folk. — They are also amply 
provided for with the good and the beautiful in S¢. Vicholas, in which 
“The World’s Fair Palaces” are splendidly displayed.cUnder the 
heading of “ My First Books,” in The Idler, Robert Buchanan is the man 
who discourses this time, without revealing any elevated opinion of the 
influence of the craft of authorship upon its followers.—The article by 
Laby Mildred Boynton on “ Character from Handwriting” in 
Longman’s is very interesting, and characteristic if not convincing.— 
Both fiction and fact are served “full measure” in J/ousehold Words. 
ind it is running over with amusement.—In the April number of the 
BReriew of LIeriews, Mr, Stead writing “On 
the eve of the Fourth Dimer n”’ doubtless! y 
hat he says, but even on evidence 


truth? y told {it is diMfieult to believe as he 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 8. 
WITH ROD AND LINE, 
(A RONDEAU,.) 

WITH rod and line | haunt the stream. 
And lie and laze, and ever dream, 

As in the sun's soft warmth I bask. 

That life has no severer task eas 
Than thus to angle trout and bream. 


Forgetting vulgar “days of steam."’ 
' hear the wild swan’s sudden scream, 
And drop for once convention's mask, 
With rod and line. 


Of pleasures all t 


For here things are the things they scem, 





The discussion on the first clause. as 
to whether it shall be “ Legislature’ 
or “ Parliament” in Ireland, raised 
distinction almost as great as that between an apple and a pippin. 
and a tremendous majority iegislated for ** Legislature.’ 


Launched, 


7) 
* * . 

In other matters: The Eight Hours Day has again been mooted. 
Eight hours of either mental or manual labour may be enough for any- 
one, and an eight hours day desirable, but a universal eight hours 
day by Act of Parliament is impracticable. 

* * * 
Sir Charles Dilke’s amendment on the appointment of magistrates 


met with signal success. 


* * * 


"+ 


So did the introduction of the Church of Scotland Disestablishm: 
Bi a step of serious significance. 
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The Lords have } it up thei Dukes, The eloquence if Caml I dg 
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Connaught gave a right Royal flavour to tl 


an 

Army Bill. Dukes goon dutv when duty calls. “It’s a way the 4 

in the army. T} Lords have al: prog nat r meas 
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OH! 

Vicar.—* I missed your face from our last Dorcas meeting, Miss 
Boyce. I hope nothing has happened that will prevent . 

She.—** Er—well—you see—er——” 

I icar.—** Oh. but you must come! We're going to improve them 
wonderfully. My curate is quite enthusiastic; in fact, he told me 
last night that he proposed to——” 

She.—*“ Well, I declare! And he told me I hadn't to mention it to 


TAM at « 
You at all, 
- 





Ode To The Telegram. 
OH, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
I know not, indeed, whether pleasure or ire 
In my innermost heart should predominant be 
While I “lisp” a few rhythmical numbers to thee. 
Thou hast gladdened my § pirit avain and again, 
Thou hast frequently filled me with measureless pain, 
So I well may detest thee, yet well may admire, 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
How oft hast thou crushed the most fervent desire 
Of my heart into nothing: how many hot tears 
Have I shed, upon finding my bitterest fears 
Realized by thy presence: how oft, when in ¢g! 
I have frolicked and laughed, hast thou wafted t 
[ntimations most dismal, and tidings most dire, 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 


ne 
} mic 


Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! | 
How I loathed thee and cursed thee, what time by my sire 
Thou wast charged to convey me his hearty regrets _ 

For my conduct, but—* hanged if he’d pay off my debts: 
How I loved thee and blest thee, soon afterwards, when 
With the tidings thou cam'st that my rich uncle Ben 
Had pegged out, and bequeathed me his fortune entire, 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 


Ok, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
How I called thee hard names when from Somersetshire 
hou wast sent to announce that my ma-in-law dea! 
Had set forth—to remain at my diggings a year. 

But ere long I to kiss thee felt wildly inclined, 

told’st me the beldame had altered her mind 


} 
A UJ S 


' . > y 4 I a Cr rg 
i nad 1e to her sister in Buckinghamshire 


- 
When tno 


HUN. 205 


Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
[ have thrown thee full often with rage in the fire: 
Yet on other occasions thou'st pleased me so we 
That I’ve had thee gilt-framed. So I seareely can t 
Whether I my apostrophe really should frame 
In a verse of high praise or a verse of deep blame — 
Whether hatred or love should my numbers inspire, 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire ! 

e a e 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 
All my doubt is resolvei—I'll address thee in ire ! 
While I write, in a vale which in Yorkshire lies low 
‘Twixt two mountains, seven miles from the nearest P. 0, 
Lo! by messenger mounted to me thou hast come 
With seven shillings to pay !! So T look precious glum, 
And I censure thee, scold thee, upbraid thee with ire, 
Oh, Sixpenny Wire! oh, Sixpenny Wire! 


Hobson's Choice, 
Timon O' Fathens.—* Pardon my rudeness, Mrs, Vivian, but was 
your maiden name Hobson - 
Qld Man's Darling.— No, indeed! May I ask why you ask?” 
Timon O' Fathens.—"1 th ught it surely must have been, seeing 
that you made choice of that miserable, bald-headed, toothless, half 


deaf, half blind. half doting old driveller of a Vivian fora husband 


Lager al-Factotum. 


RIENZI. we know, was a Tribune—a troubled one— 


One whose sad fate awok : 
But the Lager tl med is a beer ¢ t i one) 
Phat in each hemisphere cheers. 
This American Lager (per Rochester Brewing Co.) 
Silences all of the grumbling, pooh-poohing Co. ! 


Degrees of Comparison. 
WE know that a moth’s existence is always regarded as typical of 
a short life. Hence we have the three degrees, Moth. Mother. Grand- 


mother. 





OVERGROWN, 


‘ ‘ : 
Do You think y uu could PTOW tO juve me 
,7 ’ = | ‘ ‘ ' , 

ae 

. 








> 


———er 


- 


me: 


ee ie 


rere 


' 

’ 

: 

+ 

4 

; . 
> t : 





206 


Po 


FUN. 


“ He is in India.” 

“In INDIA!” 

*T should | 
diabolical put Thibe 


OUTSIDE! 
ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY., 
XIX 


» 


AN 


nave 


' 


PART his spiri 


is 


was M4 


steamer,” 


not going to faint, 
What treacherous 
and she was not 


o her 


wm ar , "| ) 
ind swayed DAChK Wal i}t 


her in support. 
in novels fainted, 


4 


SHE gaspel, 
she said, as I threw my arm 
Only rich girls 


about 


JOY it Pave me ! 


abashed. I 


? 


the least 


one of them. But she was quite well now, and I must explain t 
7 1 7 . . . . ; ea > > ani 7 oO 
‘andidly and plainly the meaning of my cruel words, distilling mendacity a 


The exigencies of the past ten weeks had developed in me a talent fatigue, for hours and 
for fiction which, until recently, had 
lain dormant in my sys The con- 
of Onve!r 


' ? 


ai Citi. 


ho ] 


unveracity Was 


LOUSNCSS 


ye y P| 
painful tome: I had begun, almost, to 
take a pride il ne { nee 
But my newly-va | C7 | 
not account for the hendish fa 

l | } } 
Which IT unrolled m eb of falsehood 


under the eyes of the 





t this way and that like a 1 shop 

man, and persuaded her 

r¢ ‘ that tl Tt i rey 

N fie t | was temy 
, ' 

Peg? ' ~ by 1a 
rema 
\ i Kk | i | ri I 

Erie ce Wi) i T) 
riine ‘You r Ly 
the candour b n both ) 
spoke just now of Liew 
pursuit or aw I i f ! | 
ordinary Tacuity Which, by { 
efforts, he has attained. What tl 
pursuits are, the nature I that ta I 
are KNOWN tO Me @8 WEil aS Lo \y ! ! 
On the same evening ot ! mo! 

visited you at Merthyr-Tydvil, to report t 
his wonderful discovery” (she rte) 

he paid me a visif iterally a flying 
visit, on the way hom That I have 
been in his confidence to a certain 
extent during thes past wee] : l are é 
aware. You now know how entirely c 
he has placed his trust in me. I could : ‘ / 
wish,”’—I faltered, dramati ally, that a. gil _ ~ ‘ 
he had not made me the recipient of his - y., X94 


Now- 
nm?” said Gwend 


secrets, 
llen, 


“Go « breath- 


lessly, 
And [, or rather /¢, went on: 
[tis true that my friend has 


not been ne: the palm of the 


> ee 


) Did he endeavour to persuade priestess, if I understo 
instance, and hint that the wedding “And how—where 


pon eT ‘ W li is-J ohnson com 


} . “ 


sald 


+ 


traversing the Suez Canal, in the hold of a Calc 


The unhappy girl stared at me blankly. 


(What was I going to say next ?) 
in Thibet.” What in the name of all that is 
into my mouth? 


4 


tual His 


boly. 3 


earthly boly is at present 
itta-bound merchant- 


gut I, or Jt, was not in 
could have gone on slowly, clearly, smoothly, 
fter mendacity, without the slightest sense of 
hours. 

“But how? I do not understand ? 
He could not possibly atford to pay the 
passage, even il 

[ smiled. coldly. 

* He has no passage to pay. He has 
projected his animating essence 
before, by means of his geographical 
knowledge — which, as you know, 
very considerable. From England to 
Calcutta, from Calcutta to Benares, 
from Benares tothe Sikkim Himalaya” 
(what had I heard about the 
Sikkim Himalaya ?), “from thence to 
(‘entral Thibet. While Inferior 
earthly envelope” was quoting hi 

wn words) * travels, p icked in a 
or box (I believe a box) simpl 
cheaply, as cargo,” | anticipé L 
question here, so went on to explain. 
With a clib smoothness that astonished 





is 
ever 
his 


im 


ited 


me. * You know he has been connected 
with a firm of underwriters for years ; 
you are aware that he must have 
acquaintances in the shipping line; 


these, 


yale 


that one of in return for some 
s}j rht { have oblived him 


hy torwarding, free of expense, a crate 


Service, Ct 





. or packing-case, containing sup- 

‘4, * posedly, gardening tools and flower 
or bulbs (at once accounting for the length 

‘ of it, and the inscription ‘With Care. 


Perishable!’ nailed on the lid)—to a 
tirm of luggage agents in Calcutta—to 
he left till called for—is hardly incon- 
ceivable.” 
[It was inconceivable. but she did not 
cruess that. My astonishing fecundity 

of invention, my cool se] f-possession, 

were irresistible. I had the marriage 

licence in one hand, having enforced 

points in my « x planation, by tapping 

» other. She put out her poor little trembling 

a ad 


‘ time. It true that he has secre ibancon nvers, and drew it from mine as she said. with forced calmness : 
| L te i why wl ' have answered me a qu n Ol And, when Llewellyn arrive t the Calcutta agents, how is he 
lo begin } hen , rvie nla oma? Ia roing t m himself ?”’ 
Pedy I ura before |] ld »myself. T madea new link in U 
Gwend nsidered a moment Some twenty-four hours | ! cl f torged ! Which [ was wit round my vict it a 
| left. I had been seeing a great d f } p till then 
hat I feared, in his enj t of the exe! t } rt | She will arrange all that! 
nveying hi { ! he lil he v lis HE! Ah! 1 Gwend n, Springing her feet with blazit 
eon i eyes that darted blue lightnir ‘At last I begin 
‘Did [ ¢ f ef rave make I ement t l nderstand ! 
f any decision you had for { LLY pp you were ce rn { That was a good thing, because J did not! Iwasa passive instru- 
tukhe—at that last interview ment in the hands of the cunning, inventive demon that had got hold 
lL told him about my havit lite made up my mind to « of me, 
London” (she blushed) “and get married immediat ‘Who is she? She stamped her pretty little foot upon the ground. 
Did he—forgive m« Did he seem delighted or disturbed by t She is the daughter of a Rajah—a Thibetan Rajah, A Buddhist 


did they meet , y 
manded imperiously, 


"a | my friend aricl t 
] 


ou shall tell me!’ Miss 


v 


* He certainly did! Oh, Mr, Pegley !” ‘You see,” I said, “it has always been the dream of Llewellyn’s 
* Keep calin, [ beg you. Another question, Did anything strike life to travel. In the first blush of his great discovery—when he 
You as strange in his appearance found that he had really attained the Pitch— he spent all the time 
“Yes: he seeemed—I cannot explain ! She s!} k her head and that he did not dev te to vou in visiting foreien c untries.”’ 
knitted her lovely brows. “He seemed—not alt ther there, for ‘He never told me so!” 
nstance [ questioned him about—about tl ss, but | * He would not. He might have feared your being jealous 
explained everything e easily.” Shes } Was Te is! Joi 4 nucd.) - 
ne decelving me ’ she cried ‘Was } 
Sit down agra I fixed my eyes on h 1 she ob He Much (C)harm is Done in that Way. 
Wa cee’ mnt THE promising young man who has taken to drowning hi rruw 





at 
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THE POWER OF POETRY. 


(7) Shakeson Tennyspes re, 
rT dashing oF} his Jamous 
"Ode ty the Niahhn- 

one . : 

“Oh Philomel! 
Hows beautiful 
iS Night! 
I wall wander 
forth and 


Seek in Sper 
troy trom the 
a7 ~ ai 5 moon ght ‘ 
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nt) “ THAT AIN'T BAD WOT ’E’S A-DOIN’, JIM. 
“THATS ONLY COS YER AIN'T BEEN BROUGHT UP 


ee eae 
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Our “May” Queen. 
’ (SEE CARTOON.) 
THERE is not the slightest need to call me early, grandma dear ; 
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OVERHEARD BY OUR ARTIST (the Conceited One), 


BLOWED IF I COULD bo IT!” 


TO 1T. Wot I ses, BILL, Is, EVERY MAN TO ‘Is TRADE!” 


At last you’ve safely launch’d, grandma, th’ Imperial Institute, 
And its various exhibits will, ‘tis hoped, bear precious fruit ; 

But none are more favour’d than she and I at present, anyway, 

For I'm to be King 0 my May, grandma, I’m to be King 0 my May. 
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**Betained when all other foods are 
rejected.” — London Medical Record. 


io Tins at la 64, @. 64, Se. and 104. of Chemista ote 
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WARNING. 
Refuse all 





Reckitts 





I'm wide awake to the happiest time of all the glad New Year ; 
Tv a | ’ weer ory j ‘ he ‘ : ; rout slaw r : ant he 
This seems, of all the year, grandma, the maddest, merriest day, Years hence, perhaps—who knows, grandma ?—I shall in fact be 
For I'm to be King o' my May, grandma, I'm to be King o’ my May. seen 
r ‘ ‘ 1? j vO 46) q f + ae q { wi ] - rei ,- 12 as i Z*. 1een ; 
rhere’s many a maiden who, no doubt, my hand would not decline, Uy n your thr —— King, with her besi le n 5 ee ce. ha lay 
And many's the vood mat ho ade one he ars, tho rh none 80 voc But, whether [ eer reign there or not, I m cockahoop LOW ay; 

as mine , - * For I'm to be King o’ my May, grandma, I’m to be King o my May. 
And none 80 lucky as George of Wales in all the land, they say ; 

) : For I'm to be King o’ my May, grandma, I'm to be King o’ my May. But then they’re so Hard-headed. 

: . a . . ‘ . ” + »s er M » sa . y . < "a+ } > > vat l 
rhough I| sleep sound at night, grandma, it isn't hard for me THE sobriety of judges is proverbial, and yet the number of gao 
lo rise betimes—a practice that we sailors learn at sea ; deliveries show them to be adepts at emptying a “jug. 

And I have cull’d todeck my bride sweet flowers and hawthorn gay. 
For I'm to be King o’ my May, grandma, I'm to be King o’ my May. Foon for Mind and Body: Bacon. 
Goid Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. | 
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Yet he has brought us round again the Happy “ Horticulturies ! 


, (2) A reception at the Institute for mirth affords material - 
2 Who'd sneer at it would really be a fiend—though not Imp-erial. 
- (3) Two ladies claimed this bow-wow, on a point of name-analogy, , fess 
) + <x} ++ “tt ** Mary’. latry tha dag bewi * Vi nit -Ta ZY ; iTT’Y 
VOL, LYVII NO 
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is iitciel flowers at | | 
The Royal Morhicultiuva i Socrelys Summer Expibilioy 


As hardy annual—— The Militar Tournamen/ 


A rT ‘hi chu-els, had 

j .v » i 4) This Jehu,who found Jehu-els, 
ALS (1) Although at pleasure-snapping-up, old Time a g eedy vulture is, | ( This sea Wine fifty of the very “ best au 
retty nigh again! 


. Military Tournament is coming } | 
(>) The Military T pe 


'Tis sure to have no ends of feats to glad an 


« trove 
as ase 
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: Ya The Hoyal Botanical Show 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

TRANSATLANTIC tour of Mr. Irving and 
“Gre his merry men (and maids) is one of 
those events which is already casting 
l ‘ its shadow before. During June there 
ies will be morning performances of the principal 
; : pieces it is intended to represent. On Satur- 
days the 3rd, 10th, 17th, and 24th of the month 
named, Zhe Merchant of Venice will hold the 
fort. On Wednesday 
afternoons, the 7th and 
lith, Oliria will run 
away from home (and 
carry you away with 
her) and in the lonely 
majesty of once, on the 
afternoon of Wednes- 
day, the 28th, Charles J, 
will reign. Meantime, 
Becket will continue its 
triumphant progress 
through every 
evening in 
June, except 
Wednesdays 
and Saturdays. 
This play, by 
the way, it is 
not too much 
to say, bids fair 
to be more un- 
iversally popu- 
lar than almost 
any piece in 
Mr. Irving's 
long, success- 

ful list. 

Our friend, 7he Stage, which does not cultivate the habit of 
going about with its eyes shut (even when it is kicking up a dust !) 
has been holding forth on the discomforts of 
audiences, and their effects on the managerial 
exchequer, Pertinent references to the fixed 
tenure (for the evening) of the galleryite or the 
pitite, the cramped and unintelligent seating of 
| the stallite, the difficulties of getting refresh- 
| ments, their average inferiority in everything 
} but price when obtained, the defects of ventila- 

tion, and other unpleasant accompaniments of 

‘an evening at the play” are touched upon with 

tender pathos, and not without practical sugges- 

tions for remedy. Zhe Stage says truly that 
managers little know how much of ill success 
THE AUDIENCR may be traced to these causes. How can people, 




















THE LYCKUM.—Walk up! walk ny! 


a * ” 








Qt BSTION— Pitite packed 
(loqg.).—“We were 
crowded so, we could and 


acarcely move, and I was cramped, 
Charley: bnt, there, 7 @Pplaud 
didnt mind, and it Was with any 
a locely play,” ete., ete, comfort ’ 

Ifa fellow 
can't get a drink, he gets cross 
and critical instead, and his 
mouth is so dry he—well he can’t 
hiss, poor fellow, and where's 
his enjoyment then, I should 
like to know? Ventilation is even a more 
serious matter; why, I once caught such 
a cold through (right through) defective 
ventilation, that I couldn't write a favour- 
able notice of anything for a fortnight or 
three weeks ! 

* . 

THE comic opera composed by “ Auscal 
Tate,” which will be played for the bene- 
tit of the Poplar Hospital for Accidents at anaee a: 

1, ‘ HE TRAPAIGAR.—A Morn- 
the Trafalgar on the afternoon of the 30th = j.0  Herali,—//i« Hidhness is 
inst. (and so clash with Miss Charlotte coming. 

Moreland and Miss Olga Brandon's mati- 
née for the Charing Cross Hospital) bears the title of //i* Highness, or 
the Bandits of Beccafico. The libretto is from the pen of Mr. J. W. 
Houghton. I say from his pen advisedly, there’s no knowing whose 
brain is responsible for things nowadays, 


s * s 


EFUN. 


garden Caterers.”—* Well, we're having a chance 
at last, Orlando, I ‘hink ; this dry weather looks 
like making the longest run on record.” 
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rieumatism and catarrh, variously known as “Open Air Players,” 
‘Woodland Players,” “ Pastoral Players” and such like, have, in the 
recent persistently fine weather, found a friend whom they have long 


“Whew ! I won- 
der if they'll let 
me take off my 
collar.” 













SS = ) ¥ waited for. Patience and per- 
TY ¢ My Vii May = severance should now be 
Wy) : = reaping its reward, and the 
/ 2 said companies, I hope, all be 


‘y Lh y) Y 
if) “0 > ° ° 
Yy,/ My , making hay while the sun 

shines. Pleasant for the au- 


diences, too, to sit amid the 


C?, 
oo 





» breezes coming from the 
> friendly east (?) rather than 
> among the gaseous vapours of 


the ordinary play-house. 
THE WEATHER.--Losalind, of “the Kitchen- * * * 

Two things in the theatri- 
cal world were to have been 
successfully done this week, 
but too late for proper notice here now. Only one has happened, 
however. Anon they shall be treated with due respect. lor the present 

~ I can but record that the Bad Girl is good, and that 
Signorina Duse, though she may be an “angel of an 
actress” (and not a fallen one, either), has postponed 
our chance of judging. 
* * * 

Nops AND WINKS.—On the 12th proximo, the Com- 
edie Francaise will commence a season at Drury Lane. 
Two dozen evening and half a dozen morning perfor- 
mances will be given from a repertoire “too numerous 
to mention.”—Cheralcria Costcrana is the suggestive 

sua 4%: title of a burlesque on (a ralleria Rusticana, which Mr. 
preNce Oves. Durnand, assisted by Mr. Edward 
r1on.—Srallite Solomon and a corps of talented 
(/oq.). “ Why artists, will perpetrate shortly. It 
ratte as pe will be placed in front of Nitouche 
co's I can get &t the Trafalgar, and is expected to 
my refresh- be a dainty dish to set before that 
ments without queen of song. A bur- 
trampling “a ; aie 
other peoples esque on the Intermezzo 
corns § le ed » be a fea ZY 

; acquaintance 7 
therewith is intermet—so the point will % 
lot escape us.—At the Lyric,intheau- < 
tumn, comes Messrs. Raleigh and Sims’s “7 
musical piece, for which they haven't ¢ 
written the music.—TZie Bauble Shop 
has now scored 100 up.—On behalf of 
— > ‘ r 

the funds of the Acton Perch Church, nay acprexce, Qonstios — 

_— A —ee he . - ip-pitite (logj—*1 can manage 
Terry) is getting up some Acton.—On__ pretty well about refreshments, but 
Thursday, Mr. W. H. Griffiths takes my basket do get heavy paki ig. Sa 
his annual benefit matinée at Terry’s, lt it all the time, amt team eee 
My Awful Dad will be the principal for fear J should drop it !” 
attraction, with Mr. Charles Collette 
as Adonis Evergreen. Mrs. Henry Leigh and Mr. Royce will also 
appear therein. Miss Florence St. John, Miss Marie Leyton, etc., 
will contribute to the festivities after their kind. Everyone 18 
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KEEPING HIS THUMB ON IT. 


Smith.—“ Can you—hic—tell me where Mr. Smith stay’sh ?” 


Girl.—* Why, you're Mr, Smith!” 


Smith.— Aye-aye—hic—I know that! But—hic—where clo I stay’sh?” 


TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. 
VESTRY VAMPIRES; oR *RATEPAYERS BEWARE, 

HARASSED HOUSEHOLDER. Whirr! Here! ... J say, doncher- 
know! ... Whirrr! Please put me on to the office of Sir W EEKLEIGH 
Fun, Q.C. . . . Quick, if yow please. 

EXCHANGIST. Yes, sir. Whirr!... ( Pause.) . .. The eminent 
().C, is engaged for a few minutes in consultation —— . 

H. H. (funny). Well, I suppose I must wait! ... But—Blank! 
Blank! Dash! Crash! Blanky! etc., ete. . 

K. Beg pardon, sir! You'll be cut off the Telephone, if you use 
such language as that! . 

H. H. O! all right ; but why the dash! dashity ! dashness .——_ 

SiR Fun, Q.C. (coming to wire). Here! I say, I say, my volcanic 
friend, this won’t do! Your language is quite disturbing the 
electric current! By your shocking exclamations anyone would think 
you were an M.P. .. . Or one of the quarrellers who have lately been 
bringing such discredit on Religion by their “ views” at the School- 
board Meetings. Which are you? 

H. H. Neither, I’m glad to say... . But you'd use language of 
the (present) Parliamentary type I have been using, if you were as 
worried as Jam. Why, the anxieties of the last few days have reduced 
me even more to a pulp than Gladstone reduced Chamberlain the 
other evening. ile 

Sir F., Q.C. Great Celt! then you must be bad! Can it be 
possible that you have been foolishly reading those cheap and 
ridiculous letters in favour of suicide, in the halfpenny A fternoon ? 

H.H. No, thank Heaven! I cried off those after the first two or 
three. I’ve got quite worry enough without muddling my brains with 
new humour of that sort. 

SIR F., Q.C. Well, well! tell me all about your troubles—as brietiy 
a8 possible, of course. 

H. H. Well, it’s like this: I’m a householder, and like a good many 
Others just now, I have trouble enough to make ends meet 

Str F., Q.C. Some, alas! have to make one end Tinned Meat—but 
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H. H. Well, beinga householder, I am 
also, of necessity a ratepayer, and my 
Vestry-——. 

Srk F., Q.C. Oh, Z know! You're 
from the Surrey-side, where the Vestries 
have been playing such pranks as to 
rate-raising just now. 

H. H. Rate-raising! Rather! Nearly 
double the usual assessment here in the 
==> South of London. A nice sort of raising 

_ that, when one can hardly raise the 
= wind—eh ? 
SIR. F., Q.C, [believe you! And, of 
course, the Vestry waited until after 
the Elections for Guardians, and so 
forth ? | 
H. H. Yes, mostly; what do you 
think’? At the lowest rate, there is a 
o| per cent. increase. What would you 
advise us to do in a case of this sort? 
Sirk F., Q.C, Well, of course, these 
haughty, no-reason-giving, self-sufticient, 
self-regarding rate-raisers deserve 
some really terrible punishment, 
such, for instance, as being condemned 
to listen to a complete Lewis-Morrisian 
Imperially Instituted Ode—or to try to 
make sense of the latest Buchananised 
letters on the Decline and Fall of 
Literature ; or to ask him to prove if 
Peevish Letter-writing, for the sake of 
advertisements, is an Ennobling Pur- 
suit; or to guess what is to be done to 
the Dunderheaded, Hog-brained Police 
Officials who suppressed the letter of the 
unjustly accused Oxford Tutor ; or—— 
H. H. Ah! old chappie, either of these 
punishments would be too awful, even 
for such a crime as that from which we 
South Londoners are suffering—— 
Sir F,, QC. Tut, tut! buz, buz! 1 
was just about to suggest some more 
practical method for dealing with these 
Vestry Vampires. Now, if I were you 
and your fellow-victims, I would hold a 
mass-meeting in every ward of the 
lock—I mean Vestry. I would sign 
monster petitions, and pelt these Rate- 
Raisers with them. I would assemble 
myself at every local hall—ay, and in the open. 1 would especially 
support a big manifesto, which I have just learned is to be run at the 
Effra Club, and other places in the Village of Brixton etc. Also keep your 
eye on the Evening News and Post—for that, I see, is fighting your battle 
right bravely. And, by the way, I would suggest the publication of this 
Telephonic Interview, which is, of course, being taken down in short- 
hand by several of my secretaries, and have it posted on every available 
wall and hoarding in your neighbourhood, with this aiditon : 

“That the Ratepayer who allows himself to be so treated asa 
Juggins without making it warm for all such htate-Laising Ltodents, 
is unworthy to be a Native of Great Britain, and had better order 
himself Fetters forthwith !” 

H. H. Bless you for those words, O good, kind Sir Fun, Q.C, 
Now what is your fee for this consultation ’ 

sir F., Q.C. None whatever, sir. Think you that I make any 
charge for a service rendered to my Fellow-Britons? Let such 
thoughts be banished—like the Parochial Peddlers you complain of ! 
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Old Saws Reset.—No. 6, 


LITTLE Jack Horner 

Sat in the corner, 
Racking his poor little brain, 

To hit on a plan 

By which a poor man . 
As much as a rich one may gain. 


‘* Kureka!” cried he, 
“I'll become an M. ?.— 
As soon as our M., P’.’s are paid '— 
Then Companies float, 
And big specs, promote, a 
And—hooray !—my fortune is mmle! 


Why. in leaving a house, should you leave everything behind but 
the wash-hand jugs’ Because the other things are not ewers. 
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PICTORIAL. 


‘Come on ; let’s go and clab holes in it. 
and umbrellas are allowed there now.” 











_ Anil, look, there's Bosher. disguised a3 & ve Here, we ll vive him blue fits ! Take 
, standing in front of his own that, you jolly old humbug!” 


at Mose what's this?) Here's a jolly big 
aie Whiy, one knows thev re pari to 
it at $7. an hour to 


policemar . 


picture ti) keep the crow] off.” 


wil stand in front of 
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THE BIRMINGHAM BOW 
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‘‘T never care a button for his bow-wow, 
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Me’ je" sca 4. 
WANTED TO KNOW. 
The Doctor. — You can give him a teaspoonful ‘of dry champagne 
every half hour.” 
Mise Parker.—‘ I will do so, doctor; but what is the difference 


»79 


b:tween dry and wet champagne . 


The Birmingham Bow-Wow. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

THERE'S 4 certain Mr. Roberts who is widely known in town 
As a Gaiety performer of hilarious renown ; 
And his rél¢ of Captain Coddington is just now going strong, 
In which he makes complaint unto his hearers, by a song, 
That his Daddy wouldn't buy him a bow-wow, 
His Daddy wouldn’t buy him a bow-wow ; 

While the hearers laugh and cheer, 

Though it mayn’t be very clear 
Why his Daddy should, or when or where or how-wow. 


There's a certain Mr, Gladstone even still more widely known, 
Who remarkable ability for tickling ears has shown ; 
And if he was never favour'd by his parent with a pup, 
No complaint upon the subject is he anxious to bring up, 
For the House of Commons found him a bow-wow, 
The House of Commons found him a bow-wow, 
Which with many snarls and squeals 
‘uns snapping at his heels, 
And is great at kicking up a row-wow. 


his irritating animal (they curtly 
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Would like to bite as well as bark,— As MS ABELL, 
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at least one fancies so : 
Yet our grand old Captain generally 
scorns such yelping things, 
Though he gives him a sound 
thrashing when he thinks he 
will, and sings— 
“T never care a button for his bow- 
wow, 
I never care a button for his bow- 
wow ; 
What he does he didn’t ought, ; ZZ 
But the cur is quickly caught, “hy, ° 
And he knows the consequences e 
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Trois Choses. 


FuN's Man About Town dropped 
in to the Garden and Forestry bx. 
hibition just as it was being made 
glorious by the Sun of York. Being a comic (’) journalist, he was natu- 
rally interested in the blooming chestnuts, the first roses of summer 
and the flowers that bloom in the spring, tra-la. But he wants to know 

Whether the Duke of York, the Lord Mayor, Mr. Milner or Cardinal 
Vaughan took the first prize for flowers of oratory? 

Whether Mr, Range Johnson, the courteous manager of the Press 
Department, is henceforth to be styled a Forest Ranger ? 
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Whether the Exhibition will comprise specimens of the new leaves 
everybody is always turning over ? 
here on the opening day was ‘the Beerbohm Tree (one of some 
? 


a l 
oe the gentleman who rowed O’ Dendron? 

Why the green carnation is not included amongst the Wild(e) 
flowers ? 

And the M. A. T. looked in vain for any variety of a City plant ; 
in fact, the whole show was a genuine success, 

One of the charms of the Garden Exhibition is, that while listening 
to the Exhibition band, you can enjoy not only the flowers but your 
weed, 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


WHEN this number of FUN appears we shall all be shaking the 
dust of debate from off our feet. 

” * * 

Members will not only be having their run in the country, but 
washing and brushing up their worn out arguments in the endeavour 
to make them again presentable. 

— * * 

Members of Parliament in general—Unionist Members and Members 
of the Opposition in particular. 

7 - a 

It is to be hoped that the latier meutioned will not fail to rinse 
their mouths with some sufficiently strong disinfectant, to free them 
from the flavour of foul abuse, miasmic misstatement, and false accu- 
sation. ‘ ‘ F 

All the cant phrases and cries in political use, and they are a caustic 
collection, have been churned up again and again until they became 
rank and rancid. 

* * * 

It is only bad cases or mean causes that have to be bolstered up by 

such scurvy means. 
- * * * 

The chief contests of the week have been those sprightly skirmishes 
between the Prime Minister and Mr. Chamberlain, in which Mr. 
Gladstone administered to Mr. Chamberlain more than one well 
deserved and dearly bought drubbing. 

* * * 

By having accepted Sir Henry James's amendments, the Government 
have shown that they are not averse, as they have been accused of 
being, or indisposed to have the supremacy of the Imperial Parliament 
made clear, definite, and supreme. Second clause carried by a majority 

‘sy 
of 62, ‘ , ‘ 

Masses of the so-called * suppressed discussion” belong to the waste 
paper basket part of the business, being wholly ineffectual. And the 
‘conspiracy of silence” does not affect all parties alike. If it only 
would ! how sweet then might be the silence, 

* = a 
The Lords, amongst other things, have done the bad deed of debarring 
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OFF FOR THE HOLIDAY8S,—KEJOICINGS BY THE “ROWDY-DOWDY” OBSTRUCTIONIST CONTINGENT. 


the denizens of a thickly populated neighbourhood—poor or not poor 
people—from the enjoyment of Lincoln's Inn Fields as a place of rest 
and recreation. It is in such wise they weigh out their wisdom and 
help to those in need. 
* . * 
Ard now! To tke holidays, 
" ‘THe Man Ix THE CLocK TOWEB. 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 


PART XX. 


« JeaLous!” Gwendollen repeated, scornfully. 

“Or over anxious for his safety. Well, of all the countries he 
visited, Thibet, as the home of Theosophie Buddhism, attracted him 
the most. Then, as he became drawn into the vortex of attraction 
created by Sankaracharya—Princess Sankaracharya is her name—— ” 

“ How hideous!” 

“T fear his fidelity to you wavered, if it did not altogether go by 
the board. Even when, impelled by self-reproach, remorseful regard. 
he sought your society, you must 
remember that you could never 
develop him completely.” 

“Tt is true.” 

“ Because his spirit—a good deal 
of it, at least—still remained with 
Sankaracharya. They are in abso- 
lute sympathy, I believe, and she is 
an extremely gifted woman, though 
she has only been a votary of 
Buddha for two hundred years. 
During a hundred and fifty of them, 
he tells me, she has sat upon a 
yalm-leaf mat, revolving herthumbs 


slowly one over the other, and re- -222¢ 
flecting on the Imponderability of 
Negative Reality.” 

* He has fallen in love?” Gwen- 
dollen uttered, slowly, ** Llewellyn 
has fallen in love with a woman 
who has lived for two hundred =, 
years! Why, she must be a mum- 
yf” 

* Buddhists lead a very calm 
existence,” I responded, * and con- 
sequently live to incredible ages. 
When you have sat upon a palm- 
leaf mat for ninety years, you may 
just as well go on doing it for two 
hundred, And it is not the beauty 
of her body, but of her soul, her 
fifth principle, which fascinates 
Llewellyn. He tells me that she possesses a finer fifth principle than 
any woman he has ever met.” 

“He has not met very many,” said Gwendollen, with bitter eon- 
tempt. “Let him stop with Sankaracharya if he chooses—let him sit 
ona palm-leaf mat and turn into a mummy, too, if he likes—I shall 
not trouble my head, or my heart, about him any more! 1 will 
never think of him or wish to see him any more! I will forget him 
as completely as he has asked me to forget him ’ I know why he clic 
that now! It was to prevent himself from being drawn out of the 
‘vortex’ of Princess Whatever-you-like-to-call-her’s attractions—ha, 
ha, ha!” She laughed hysterically. ‘“* When I go home, Mr. Pegley, 
I will burn all his letters. every one, with all the presents I ever 
received from him.” (I guessed that there were not many, as the poor 
fellow whom I had so cruelly misrepresented had never had any money 
to spend.) * And as for this——’” 

| snatche|] the marriage licence from the hands that were about to 
rend it into fragments. 

“Stop!” I said, sepulchrally. “ Recall yourself! Remember the 
tanger to which you are exposed—remem ber the warning given you 
by the old gentleman at Doctor's Commons! Do you wish to be 
fined )—imprisoned for life in Holloway Gaol? I wish to be a friend 
fo you, Miss Williams-Johnson "—again [ threw an hypocritical quiver 
of emotion into my accents—* and a friend must speak plainly. If | 
had done so before—consented to betray the confidence of the unhappy 
man who once,” I drove in the nail with a repetition—" once loved 
you, I might have saved you from what is now inevitable. You have 
bought a marriage licence. and you must marry —marry within 
'wenty-one—no; nineteen days, for three are gone, never to return, 
The question is, WHO?” ; 

She regarded me with eves full of inexpressible dread. Her pale 
‘ips moved, repeating : 

“ Who?” 

I, or the diabolical creature that had got hold of me. pretende| to 
consider, 

“Who! Is there any person in Wales who has at any time pr ifesser| 
regari—more-than regard—you understand ?” 


She shook her head, 
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had been more than one then) * whom I could ever look upon as—as 
nh hushand '” 

“ Unfortunately,” I sighed, “you cannot, in your present position, 
afforl to pick and choose. There is so little time” (she shuddered), 
: that the Most indispensable qualification, in the person you ultimately 
decide upon, is that he should be a bachelor, Are they all bachelors?” 

“ All except one,” replied Gwendollen, unwillingly. “an elderly 
widower, with a family. He is an oil-merchant in a very extensive 
way of business,” ‘ 

“An oil-merchant!” I shook my head. “It is an inflammable 
calling. I have known of a good many oil-merchants who systemati- 
cally ill-treated their wives. As to the others?” 

* There are only two others,” answered Gwendollen. “One of them 
is the chief engineer of a Mining Company. He is paid quite a large 

salary, aml is a very clever young 

man, having invented a pneumatic 

haft-borer out of his own heat. 

bit 

“Oh, come!” I said, in a tone of 

fastidious disgust, “it will never do 

tin for you to throw yourself away on 
it Borer.” 

“I felt that myself,” replied Miss 

Williams-Johnson, modestly. * The 





iist—— 

* Number Three ?”’ 

“ Number Three is a young Dis- 
senting minister; a Baptist —I 
believe he is very eloquent as a 
preacher, and very good; but, oh! 
she winced, “ he has such damp, red 
hands, and he combs his hair into 
his neck, and uses a great deal of 
pomatum or something to make it 
shiny.” 

“ And were you to marry him, he 
would probably dip you in his 
chapel-tank !” I suggested. 

“TI would never submit to that,” 
eriel Gwendollen, emphatically. 
Then her tone changed : “ Dear Mr. 
Pegley,” she said, sadly, “why «do 
you take so much trouble about a 
poor deserted girl? Let the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury take away all 
my money—let him shut me up 
in the Tower of London, if he likes, for all the remaining years I have 
got to live—what does it matter, after all?” 

I moved closer to her. She did not draw away—she was too near 
the end of the seat for that: I took her hand gently; she let the 
pretty little fingers remain in mine. 

It matters a great deal to me,” I said, and here I spoke nothing 
but the truth. “ Dear Miss Williams-Johnson—learest (iwendollen, 
if you would give me the precious right to protect and care for you 
always—if you would bestow on me the invaluable treasure of your 
love, priceless boons both, which Another has rejected, you would 
make me the happiest man in London—in the whole world!” 

She turned red and pale, and pale and red, and at last, softly drew 
away her dear hand and raised her candid, innocent eyes to mine, 

‘You are very noble, very generous,” she said, and I winced, 
knowing as I did what a mean hound I was; “ Dear Mr, Pegley, I 
trust you with all my heart ; I believe you to be a sincere, disinterested, 
honourable man.” (Stab after stab, making the moribund carcass of 
my conscience quiver!) “ And so it is my duty to be perfectly sincere, 
perfectly candid with you, I have—considerable regard for you, but 
I—I can never love you—at least, I think not—as I loved—him !” 
She choked a little, over the allusion. “Would it—oh, pray, pray 
reflect '—would it not be a dreadful thing to marry a girl—to have a 


7? 





wife who 

I finished the sentence. 

‘Who is the sweetest, the dearest, the prettiest girl under the sin? 
No! <A thousand times, NO!” 

[ kissed her, Usurper that I was! I put my arm around her slight, 
submissive waist, and, after the first recoil, she let it rest there peace- 
fully. We sat a little while longer on the top of Primrose Hill, ani 
then went home—on the top of the omnibus—an engage| couple. We 
had tea together that evening in Mrs. Toms’s sitting-room, and under 
the auspices of that maternal person. And [ felt no remorse; | 
gloried in my treachery. And that night, when I retired to bed, I 
summoned the Shade of Johnson-Williams, and broke the news to him. 

(To by continued.) 


WHEN is a leader-writer like a king? When he has plenty of anbs 


. , . ’ ’ 9 
et } on weft isf going to say sO, werent £ you! 
' ’ ¢ 


= ’ - 


ap Oetacainees 


eraser 


sietieiidiesenin ee 


SR iti 


fesdhedineoeeie a 











oo + 


ery ny 


ER gt ee oe 











~ 


oe 

















. * 


—— Te 
co 
a ae 


~ 2» 
dum 4 ” 


— 





- 


at 


Tey oo ae 


~ 








seh 1G as ai) 
oo 


LASS 


Se a ee ns 


Re I aie ee La a 


eee 


2 es 
eee ‘ 


- 


Sh ena eam 
2 ene 


dial 





= 
i Began 


paagennel 


ST 





216 





6 | Ali by 3 4 14(,\\ By 
=> ui pa 





<2 Seed? Tt a> 
i | ~~» PoP in Fc ™ fe 
: PRE yNoee 


/ 
“'OW DYER FANCY ‘AWKINS?° 
“Mr, and Mrs. ’Enery ’Awkins’s Whitsuntide ‘gcet-up’ is the 
admiration of Golden Lion Court.” 
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For Home and Hall. 


SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND Music-HALL CONSUMPTION. 


(N.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
ROSES AND RICE. 


[Roses are now a la mod for pelting newly-married couples witha. } 


A SERIES OF 


Up to now, when a couple courageously married 
(And marriage some bravery asks) 

To pelt them with Rice, which was secretly carried, 
Was reckoned a glorious task. . 

Yea, outside the church and right into the carriage 
They emptied their bags in a trice ; 

But now ‘tis the fashion, at each swagger marriage. 
To substitute Roses for Rice! 


CHORUS. 
‘Twas considered quite nice 
To pelt you with Rice, 
Put Fashion a new dodge discloses— 
A la mode it declares 
‘Tis to pelt wedded pairs 
No longer with Rice but with Roses! 


The Roses, mayne. are a type of the Summer, 
The which they would wish you for aye ; 
But Winter we know, is a pretty sure comer— 
(No matter if Love, though, holds sway). 
But, probably Rice was a thing more enduring 
Than Roses, although they look nice, 
Twas some poet, no doubt, deemed it far more alluring 
More “sweet” to use Roses than Rice. 
CHORUS, 
Yes, "twas once comme il faut 
Nice Rice grains to throw 
fry 1} hrivie armel her onv wed 
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But with large floral doses 
They now mark their Noces 
And shower forth posies of Roses! 


Thus the grocer’s “ knocked out” on behalf of the florist 
(No doubt ’gainst the said grocer’s grain) ; 

But let him take heart—though his fate now seems sorest, 
He'll find his trade Rice-ing again, 

For, whatever else changes, you bet that young Hymen 
Will yearly his myriads “ splice,” 

So let not our grocers be temper-awry men, 
The Rose may yet give way to Rice. 

CHORUS. 


And your Bard begs to state 
That when he doth mate 
(For daily some swell girl proposes), 
He'd like you to chuck, 
At him for “ good luck !”’ 
A batch (mixed with cheques !) of sweet Roses ! 


Buoyant Boyton. 


On the 15th, Fon’s Man About Town accompanied Captain 
B(u)oyton, (surely that is how one should spell his name) in his 
triumphant progress down the Thames. Guess Captain Paul can give 
our smartest city men a hint or two how to floatacompany. Boyton’s 
Water Boots, though their wearers cannot sink, ought in one sense to 
go down with the public. In future whene’er the M. A. T. takes his 
walks abroad, they will be along the Thames or across the Serpentine. 
Captain Boyton means to give the British Public a fair notion of otter 
hunting, seal hunting, and whale hunting, and has very wisely secured 
the able co-operation of Mr. Gordon Hunter as his press representative. 
With the feminine portion of the B. P. his exhibition will be certain 
to be popular, inasmuch as it will embrace several novelties in 
canoedelling., 
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SPOONEY., 


Mab.—* Oh, Ethel, I've got such a lovely kiss in my tea and I can’t 
get it: 

Ethel.—** Why, take your spoon.” 

Mab.—* But you mustn’t—it’s not the same.” 

Ethel.— Oh, indeed! I thought one always got kisses from spoons.’ 
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INNOCENTS ABROAD. 


Whitechapel Acry on tour in the Previnces, 
; Dyer Bu | Wotcher call thissere brute ?” 
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Shoreditch Baul, ‘Woy, yer fool | Thets a cah * Wot yer Sts 
mill€ hor§ of ~ The bloke wot works us Zone fer Ss pet 
o four arf ~ but ’es legt the bucket be'ina!” 


(3) 


Crash!’ Ban g IY and’ blow me 14 L batyt wrong, 
nah’ Ths amt the sort of cak as Tm used te '" 








‘ Now then, you tke an’ shove thet Sorde, Sr’ 'l 
Shove this, an’ well Soon Squeege hout a bloomin’ 
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bucket Cull,' Har' lve yergotten more abart these. 
‘eve hmsecks than you ever learned I used to 


Wal at Q dairy un the hold dies * 
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Now I thinks onu we used to work the ones 


we Kep like this sere : Same 23 2 pump yer See. 
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er ha on me, SOS 1 can learn yer Summat ’ 






. Ho’ thets the wy 
the bloke does tb is ub? 
Well ow should [ 
Know thet y # 


5 never Seen one 


o' them beasts afore. 


Tt was 92 London dairy AS I worked at. See al 


Gay" TO CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF TACT. 
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« : THE DEGREE INSTINCTIVE.—Hurriedly THE DEGREE COMMERCIAL.—Always THE DEGREE MATRIMONIAL.—Observing, in 
: informing D'Oofless (who you are morally putting a shilling extra upon the price of your wife’s presence, that the beautiful Miss 
e certain is about to tap you for a sovereign) an article before you knock sixpence off Dashaway would be quite passable-looking if her 
4 that your bankers have just suspended pay- to gratify the bargaining instincts of Mrr. eyes were a little farther apart, her nose a little 
* e - ny © . ° . 
Et ment and you are off to your “ uncle’s” to try Baterr. straighter, her lips a little redder, and her com- 
13 and raise the wind. plexion a trifle cle 1rer. 
B: 
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if 
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ih é 
Ne 4: THE DEGREE VROMPT.—Snatching a THE DEGREE REFINED.—Informing your THE DEGREE MATCHLESS.—AlIways treat- 
ne copy of the current issue of Sloper’s Half- Hostess who is pressing you to remain and hear ing the undertaker as an utter stranger when, 
it i Holiday from the grasp of an affrighted her son recite “The Boy Stool on the Burn- in your professional (medical) capacity, you 
We fellow-passenger (and thrusting it into ing Deck” that it is the one desire of your life to encounter him on a defunct patient’s door- 
BL your pocket) when a sudden jerk of the hear that delightful poem declaimed as it ought step. 
# bt carriage suggests the possibility of a rail- to be, but that as you are certain you smell fire, 
EE way accident, would it not be wiser to have the premises overbauled at once. 
4 
4 : 
; New Leaves. 
tf By the artful aid of authors and artists, the month of May, and “The Highway of Letters, and its Echoes of Famous Footsteps, ’ 
i perhaps the fine weather, the editors and publishers have hatched out by Thomas Archer. (Cassell and Company, Limited.) This is a book 
ie The Butterfly. Its form is quaint, its verse is vivid, and its prose is of great research, and intensely interesting. All its parts are skilfully 
Wo not of the prosy, and its illustrations are clever though spatchy and strung together, and the traits of great men and geniuses truthfully 
i scratchy. ‘The Inartistic Tomb” and “The Lame Man,” by L. Godfrey touched off. Few, if any, are forgotten, and the author has, we 
bith Turner, are two of the best bits in the number. With such art and notice with some satisfaction, well remembered the originators and 
a0) such writing The Jiutterfly may make a long flight and wing its way conductors of this journal, FUN, in its early days, and in “The 
jee to a bright and secure success. Highway of Letters.” It is an Arch-production by an apt Archer. 
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(4) The Soapy “ Fit”-ter is again a chuckee ! 


A? artis fivale in’ Weir's path, bid sone ge He got three weeks—which was for him most luckee. 


Were rivals in Fun’s path, he’d soon o’erstep some ! 
(2) The Cart-Horse Cavalcade was comme ud faut— (5) Hech ! Scotti 
In Louis Cart-Horse’s time they’d no such show ! To “ members 
(6) In the “ Lady's Mile,” this lady was sun-shady, 
And not a Para-solitary lady ! 


sh Elders issue measures drastic, — 
” who may try “the light fantastic.” 


(3) This Amazon’s behaviour's not too nobby, 
For look now, how she ’Ammers-on this Bobby ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—HAVING made some- 
ayoy what belated acquain- 
tance with Jane Annie ; 
or, the Good Conduct 
Prize (which has always 
been my way with good 
conduct prizes), and all 
the other critics (except 
one or two whose ex- 
ception proves their un- 
importance) having éx- 
pressed my views 
thereon pretty closely 
in their various notices 
(before I could get a 
word in edgeways), I 
will not bore you by 
repeating them in their 
integrity (though their 
integrity is unimpeach- 
able), but confine myself 
to the mention of those 
little things which the 
critics have left out. 
* * * 
PASSING over as 
established facts, then, 
that the plot is thin to 
} attenuation, and the 
play tame to pet lambi- 
ness, I beg to point out 
that it is plagiaristic. 
And I may incidentally 
remark that I consider “ plagiaristic” a good word. The plagiarism is 
the plagiarism of clever men—a plagiarism teeming with originality— 
but it is plagiarism all the same. There is not very much in Jane 
Annie that would ever have been thought of had the Gilbert and 
Sullivan operas never come into being. Somebody once asked as an 
indignant poser, ‘Can nobody write an opera for the Savoy but Mr. 


Gilbert?” To which the simple and 
‘2: ZL ; 
Zit 
Yo, 


inexpensive answer appears to be 





THE SAVOY.—Something of the “ Bab” about it. 


“It seems so!” 
* * * 

ONE critic has remarked (as he 
has a perfect right to, bless him !) 
that there is none of Mr. Gilbert’s 
somewhat “academic” humour in 


this play. Of course there isn't, ga; GY 
Camel | 
oe vy 
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A 7 } say: 
A Golf, boating and foot it. 


’ because he didn’t write 
any of it. In a spirit 
‘f unworthy frivolity, 
I beg to point out that 
the first act takes place 
in aseminary for young 
ladies (young ladies of 
backward or neglected 
education seemingly, 
from the maturity of 
their appearance !), 
that the locale is 
‘round the corner from 
a university town,” and 
that a proctor, two 

“ bull-dogs,” and a number of college students figure among the 

dramatis persona, so that there is plenty of Messrs. Barrie and Doyle’s 

“ academic” humour you see, at any rate. With more judicial sobriety 

I observe, if “academic” humour makes people laugh, and “un- 

academic” does not, that is one to the “ academic.” 





THe SAVOY.—A page from Leech. 
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THE introduction of golf is quite uninteresting to a London 
audience—the bulk of us know little and care less for the game, and 
the dresses are rather ugly than other- 
wise. In Scotland, where the piece will 
ap in due season, I presume, they 
will “take” the points better, no doubt. 
Caddie is an effective bit of character, 
capitally played by Master Rignold, as 
you've all heard. The songs, though 
full of inversions, “non-scannage,” and 
knots, are occasionally neat enough, and 
generally have something to say for 
themselves. The tenor’s songs and one 
for Miss Brandram are specially good. 

* * * 

ONE innovation th: authors have 
made which nobody seems to exactly 
approve. Here is an instance of the 
master mind soaring above the ordinary 
level. I do approve. I allude to the 
marginal remarks by Caddie in the book 
of the play. It has been said that not 
including these “ good —— 7 = 
stage dialogue is unfair to such of the oe = 
audience as have not a book. I don’t seit uaa ea —_ ‘Up page 
think so. Fora long time—I may say, time of day. 
hitherto—purchasers of books have been 
at an unfair disadvantage. They have heard no more words, and 
had no more play, than people who have 
not bought the books, and it is refreshing to 
observe that it is at last recognised that 
they have aright to “something for their 
money.” 





* * * 


I THINK that’s all I want to say about 
the piece. I hope I haven’t conveyed 
the idea that it is actually dull, It is 
rather amusing, in a sedate sort of way, 
though it lacks “go” and “sparkle.” Miss 
Dorothy Vane and Miss Decima Moore leave 
nothing to complain of as the two school- 
girls, and Mr. Barrington is as demurely 
droll, and Miss Brandram as vocally sound 
as wé look for them to be. Mr. Kenningham 
seemed hardly up toform. Mr. Scott Fishe 
is a new recruit of striking value. He can 
act as well as sing, and his scarcely exag- 
gerated military swagger is a thing to see. 
Messrs. Gridley and Passmore contribute some 
capital comic dancing. 

* * . ‘s 

THE PALACE THEATRE.—At this house, which 
still waits on fortune, the ballets have dis- 
appeared. A special newcomer is the modern 
version of the “calculating boy.” M: Jacques 
Inaudi, who puts two and two together, tells you 
how many beans make five, and performs even 
more abstruse calculations with the swiftness of 
a shot and (very nearly) the accuracy of a 
machine. There is also a four-legged dancer 
here—a lady. Two of the legs are her own. 

. * * 

THE TIVOLI.—I was in here the week before 
Whitsuntide, and enjoyed mysclf—or, at least, 
the show—very much. We had a lot of good 
people. Miss Florence Levy to foot it featly ; 
Miss Harriett Vernon ting-a-ling-ting-tay-ing 
still; Dan Leno with his funny Japanese song 
and dance; Herbert Campbell with 
his “little lot’; Miss Billie Barlow 
“mashing the band” and everybody 
else; Mrs. Shaw, whistling so seduc- 
tively that crowds instinctively “come 
to her, my lad”; Miss Leyton with her 
cleverly executed old “ new”’ Serpentine 
Dance; Miss Nellie Navette with her 
inevitable plantation dance, which, 
however, we haven’t had too much of 
yet; Chevalier with his ‘“ Costers 
Courtship” and his strikingly pathetic 
“Qld Dutch,” and a lot of other good 
people. For Whitsuntide there was 
“added to this collection” Dutch Daly, Miss Vesta Tilley, The Brothers 
Griffiths, Sam Redfern, Chas. Godfrey and—back once more !—Miss 
Lottie Collins. NESTOR. 





And now for the Variety 
Shows. 





THE TIVOLI.—Miss 
Leyton in the Serpen- 
tine—getting on swim- 
mingly. 





Tuk TIVOLI, ETC.—Back again ! 
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Vendor.—* NOT MUCH VARIETY, MIss? 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 
The Derby Day Race. 

S1R,—Once again we have to face the celebrated hippic race that 
bears this name with nob and serf—“ the classic contest of the Turf.” 
At least, although I can’t affirm a common usage of the term, with 
emphasis I represent that that idea is prevalent. The swell who 
ambles on his nag, or fills a place upon a drag; the medico, or limb 
of law, who goes in brougham or landau ; the merchant, or commercial 
chap, who “tools” there in his private “trap” ; the high and low who 
rattle by in hansom cab and open fly ; the bounder, who goes down by 
train, with Sue and George and Mary Jane; Jack Tar, T. Atkins, 
Mrs. Gamp, and all the nondescripts who tramp, are all alike extremely 
gay at the approach of “ Derby Day.” 

It is a day, if skies are bright, of rather unalloyed delight (except 
to him or her who gets the worst of lunch—or love—or bets). You 
rise betimes (a thing which you do not invariably do) and don the 
bags, the coat, the vest and necktie which become you best, and 
Whatsoever means you take—or be it cab or train or brake — 
you're soon on Epsom’s breezy downs and feel they dream who talk of 
towns! The sky is blue, the grass is green (police and “ mugs” are to 
be seen, and so it may be added, too, that “ mugs” are green, police 
are blue), and all around is nothing less than undiluted happiness. 
The sparkling sun, the sparkling eyes, the hams and salads, tongues 
and pies, the sighing males, the popping corks, the clink of laughter 
and of forks, the shouting “talent” full of fig, the triple cards, the 
thimble rig, the fortune-telling gipsy hack (with grubby baby on her 
back), the “ nigger” with his jokes and “toons,” the chap who 
sneaks the forks and spoons—you will admit, because you've been, it 
i8 an animated scene, and incidental to the fun a certain set of horses 
run the race “whose” name’s on every lip, for which, in fact, I give this 


TIP. 
THE prophet can’t be said alone 
To have a fancy of his own, 
3ut he is an appalling ass 
Who doubts the claims of Isinglass. 





FISH AT THE SEASIDE. 
WELL, IF YOU COULD WAIT A MATTER OF A HOUR OR 80, TILL MY NEXT ROUND, THE 
LONDON TRAIN ’LL BE IN THEN WITH A FRESH SUPPLY, AN’ P’R’'APS I COULD DO A BIT BETTER,” 


For Raeburn (when about to deal) 
A predilection one may feel, 

But can one think it should surpass 
One’s confidence in Isinglass ? 


Some interest a man may take 

(if Irish) in that Lrish Wake, 

But, “tare an’ ouns!”’ it’s not the class 
To “take the flure” with Isinglass. 


Though favourable points there are 
Attributed to Fealar, 

It’s only consequential gas 

To name its name with Isinglass, 


Though William hardly earns our scorn, 
Maltravers, too, and Peppercorn 
We don't despise—fas ct nefas, 
Where are they, though, with Isinglass? 


And so, you see, the only race 

Will be the one for second place, 
Which Raeburn takes—unless he pass 
The not too certain Isinglass, 


We take this tip and, with a smile, eventually land our pile, and, 
homeward turning after that with wooden dolls around our hat, we 
make for our select abode, amid “the humours of the road,” which 
(you remember, I suppose) consist of the abnormal nose, the rude 
remark and answer sour, the flying bag of soot or flour, the songs of 
loud, discordant glee, the sting of the aggressive pea, the shattered 
trap, the dust and noise, and such like evanescent joys. We English 
take our pleasures thus, Yours thoughtfully, TROPHONIUS. 


WHEN is a Derby crack reduced to the level of a wooden toy-horse ? 


When you spot the winner, isn’t it? 


('<POPULAR Song just now: “ We don't want Turfite,” etc. 
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to mention; when there were consumed thousands of joints, and s 
fort 0 Ices, and let me see, how many 


orth: 190.000 Sandwiches, 28,0U 
. > . re? 

thousand bottles of Champ 

G.S. Pardon us, s 





sir! We have not time to spare for these abstruse 
calculations. You had better apply to Jacques Inaudi at the Pala 
Theatre. But what is your grievance? 

K. N. Why, this, While all this Gorging and Guzzling were going 


on by these Gorgers, thousands of poor workers were hardly a 


- 4s Ou 


to earn bread. and some poor needlewomen and others were absolut 
starving. Also at the same. certain grasping, granite-hearted Sewinz 
Machine sellers, and other such fiends, were seizing the goods of | 
helpless women. While all this was on—which alone made me th: 


, 


t couldn't really be England, lo, something e/se occurred, that mad: 








F feel sure it wasn't. 
‘ G.S. Good York! What was that? 
K. N. Why, these Gorgers and Guzzlers in their resplendent raiment 
filled up their time between their munching and swallowing to M 
and Hiss an Octogenarian Gentleman! and apparently for no oth 
reas than that was of somewhat different politics to t/ 
G. 5. Go ack | — ( 4 7 lack of manners!) who was 
Hissec , 
K,N. An A nt Gentleman by the name of Gladstone, v 
voted some s ‘-two years of his life in endeavouring to legislativ 
s f v-Britons. and whose private life is of an unblemis 
kind—in short, a True Christian Gentlemar 
G.S. H'm! ’Tis ! must ha een for the very qua 
: ur these Persons of ] ssed him! But surely 
K.N. § et as s, I will confess that even s 
: : t Hissee’s Old Parliamentary | 
( Sse sg vised for Manners of t] W : 
R Sor ~ Lor rvans, s has 7 fy 4 d 
Smat ! I n,and published leaders ers 
I maitreat t Old Gentleman ir es I 4 d 
S s] in al entitled *God before Glads 
G.S. Pardon us, sir; we don’t wish to hear any of that self-sufl 
mped-uy nal’s profanity , 
K.N. Well, all this and certain other recent events, too nume! 
to mention in detail, but including several gutter-like screams aga 
the same gentleman from Churchill and Co.. and a statement in 7 
{fternoon, pointing out that almost all the legislation light t 
hurd Ys Wor) had been Passe ad hy the Tories!” made 
wonder if I were going dotty, and as I say, whether I was really s*).! 
in England. 
HIS IMPRESSION G,S. Yes, you are in England! but we cannot help you! You 
a Bithet Put e [ { eonvi Z n the rivht of course, apply to the nearest asylum for admission, and if yo 
path now, The Impre themsels e ul y rejected prove that you really have no claim whatever upon such asylum you 
me this vear! will doubtless be admittel and made much of. Failing that, if 3} 
still don’t like this country, you have your remedy—you can clear out 
TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. Ce i he ee Rings off 
<. N. Thank vou for nothing! Rings off. 
MYSTIC SIBIL-LATION, . - 
SNOCKED NATIVE ‘hirrrr ! ‘ut me on the ographical 
> ciel y; ~ lana en - kh as ee ~ Eh ? Yes! ace up! Lays of a Loafer.—No. 9. 
I'm dreadfully worried. ... Whirrrr! ; “WHEN DUTY CALLS.” 
gan nel ste a ° ae oo a ee (A RONDEAU.) 
/there? .. . Well that's some comfort. for J] want to ask vou a ve why WHEN Duty calls you should not pout, 
ery important estion , Nor wait until it has to shout, 
G.S. Proceed I \\ ' inv 1o for vo Latest Information as But haste at once, you'll find it best, 
te Continents. [slat I’) a Ar pela tc.. etc.. BSUDT To meet half-way its least behest, 
vhils i wait! , al You should not hesitate or doubt. 
K.N. Tut,tut! Notso1 h of Remember that respea ' a 
1 Crushed Homunculus! .. . rt is not like a vulgar tout, 
GS. Great ¢ nes Wikia's tha uation But ilways knows what it s about, 
K.N. | want you ex f peoyrap! nsumers to ki! vy tell me, hia ot pea erry wr? een at 
not 4 vy whether I'n my head or my heels, but whether I am When Duty calls. 
fually at this moment on 7 i//y right-down-none-genuine-without- A preacher I, both bold and stout, 
| Prade-Mark-English-ground! ... I lash at vices with a knout; 
G. 8. English ground? W hy, certainly ! But do not put me to the test, 
K.N. You are absolutely sure | have net wandered by mistake Or you may find, that, like the rest, 
to some far off foreign Jan] I alwavs happen to be out 
G.S. QYuite sure! Can't you see for yourself ? When Duty calls, 
K.N. Well, it’s like this. For the last few days past. I have bee: . 
under the impression IT hal suddenly been wafted to some Savag * 
Colony, some Uncivilized, Selfish, Greedy kind of a nation. New Leaves. 
G.S. Great Captain Cook ! Whatever put such ideas in vour head ?— “At the Mercy of Tiberius,” by Augusta Evans Wilson (George 
if itisa head! — Routledge and Sons. Limited Althouch built upon the time-worn 


ry? 


K. N. Why, the other day, H, N. the Heir Apparent —— foundation of the sensational murder, to begin with, the innocen 


G,8. H.N! Why H. N.: person accused, and the remainder of the work detailing the innocent 

K.N. Why, His Nibs of irse, for that is doubtless what he would ne’s sufferings and eventual emancipation and vindication, It 1s 
be called by the Swells who were at the Imp. Inst. when His Nibness powerfully written, the intensity of the interest is maintained 
held the G ( M t thr ! S factory ending 
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HIS IMPRESSION. 
Our Bxthet ‘But, une’e, | feel convin 
path now. Tl 


me this year! 


, ‘ . } . = 
[inpre , themselve itv? nahin isiy rerected 


TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONES. 
MYSTIC SIBIL-LATION, 
NATIVE, Whirrrr!... Put me on the Geographical 
as quickly as possible. ... Eh? Yes! Hurry up! 
I'm drewlfally worried, Whirrrr ! 
(GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY. Are \ 


KNOCKED 


Society, please 


i there 


K.N. Yes! rather, what's left of me. Are you there? Oh! wh if, 

TT thers ... Well that’s some comfort, for I want toask youa very, 
very important question 

G. S. Proceed, sir. What can we do for you Latest Information as 
too Continents, Islands, Promontor Ar i te Sup] 

h ul t | 

KK. N. J Not sol ! Remember t ! r 

a (rus! Hf lus ! 

GG. S. Great ¢ ! ' Dear us! What's e matt 

K.N. Ll want you expert geography consumers to tell me, 
not @exa tly whether I'm on my head r my heels, but ther Iam 

fually at tl moment on realli rivht-down-nom Cr Vill if 


certainly ! 


re | 


G.S. Envlish ground? Why, 
I. N. You are ahs ily fy yy g 
ito some far off foreign lan] 
G@.S. Yuite sure! Can't you see for yourself ? 

K. N. Well, it’s like this. For the last few days past, I have been 


have not wandered by 


ldenly been wafted = t me Savage 


inder the impression I hal su nly | ‘ 1 to son 
Colony, some Uncivilized, Selfish, Greedy kind of a nation. 

7.8, Great Captain ¢ k! Whatever put such ideas in your head ?— 
ifitisa head! . , 


Kk. N. Why, the other day, H, N. the Heir Apparent —— 

G.8. H.N! Why H.N.: = 

K. N. Why, His Nibs of irse, for that is doubtless what he would 
, 1 by the Swi be -eul ee t the Imp. Inst. when H Nibness 
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to mention; when there were consumed thousands of joints, and so 
forth ; 190,000 Sandwiches, 28,000 Ices, and let me see, how many 
thousand bottles of Champ ; 

G.S. Pardon us, sir! We have not time to spare for these abstruse 
calculations. You had better apply to Jacques Inaudi at the Palace 
Theatre. But what is your grievance? 

K. N. Why, this. While all this Gorging and Guzzling were going 
on by these Gorgers, thousands of poor workers were hardly ab): 
to earn bread, and some poor needlewomen and others were absolutely 
starving. Also at the same, certain grasping, granite-hearted Sewing 
Machine sellers, and other such fiends, were seizing the goods of poor 
helpless women. While all this was on—which alone made me thin! 
it couldn't really be England, lo, something else occurred, that made m 
feel sure it wasn’t. 

G.S. Good York! What was that ? 

K. N. Why, these Gorgers and Guzzlers in their resplendent raiment 
filled up their time between their munching and swallowing to Mol, 
and Hiss an Octogenarian Gentleman! and apparently for no othe: 
reason than that 7° was of somewhat different politics to theirs, 

G. 8S. Good lack! — (meaning lack of manners!) who was t] 
Hissee ? 

K, N. An Ancient Gentleman by the name of Gladstone, who had 
devoted some sixty-two years of his life in endeavouring to legislative! 
benefit his fellow-Britons, and whose private life is of an unblemish« 
kind—in short, a True Christian Gentleman, 

G.S. H’m! ’Tis evident that it must have been for the very qualit 
you name that these Persons of Rank hissed him! But surely the Pr 
condemned such low-lived behaviour. 

K. N. Press did; yes, I will confess that even son 
the Papers opposed to the Hissees Old Parliamentary Handine 
sressed disgust and apologised for the Manners of the “ Well- Dri 
Tory organs, such as The Globule and Th: 


] 
i 


lead TS, letter (ate 





Some of the 


ep 
R 
Smatterday revelled over the notion, and published 
approving the maltreatment of the Old Gentleman in question, and 7 
Ss ratterday published an article entitled “God before Gladston 


| 
ywadlies, but some sweet 


and—— 

G.S. Pardon us, sir; we don’t wish to hear any of that self-sufficien: 
jumped-up journal’s profanity. 

K.N. Well, all this and certain other recent events, too nume! 
to mention in detail, but including several gutter-like screams agai! 
the same gentleman from Churchill and Co., and a statement in 7 
Afternoon, pointing out that ‘almost all the legislation lightening th 
hurd: Ws of the Works  - had heen passed hy the Tories a made Thi 
wonder if I were going dotty, and as I say, whether I was really sti!1 
in England. 

G.S. Yes, you are in England! but we cannot help you! You 
of course, apply to the nearest asylum for admission, and if you 
prove that you really have no claim whatever upon such asylum you 
will doubtless be admitted and made much of, Failing that, if y 
still don’t like this country, you have your remedy—you can clear out 
of it and 

K. N. Thank you for nothing! 





f Rings off, 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 9. 
“WHEN DUTY CALLS.” 
(A RONDEAU.) 


WHEN Duty calls you should not pout, 
Nor wait until it has to shout, 
But haste at once, you'll find it best, 
To meet half-way its least behest, 
You should not hesitate or doubt. 


It is not like a vulgar tout, 

But always knows what it’s about, 

‘Tis not the time for flippant jest 
When Duty calls. 


A preacher I, both bold and stout, 
I lash at vices with a knout ; 
But do not put me to the test, 
Or you may find, that, like the rest, 
I always happen to be out 
When Duty calls, 


Ty 
New Leaves. 
Mercy of Tiberi 13.’ by Augusta Evans Wilson (Ge rge 
R utledge and Sons, Limited R Although built upon the time-worn 
} 


foundation of t gin with, the innocent 


sensational murder, to be 


} ’ ‘ . . “a ee a nnn 
person accused, and the remainder of the work detailing the Innocen 
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A FINISHER. 


Ife,—* Hallo! where have you been, Loo?” 

She—** Only to mother’s.” : 2 

He (daggers drawn with his Ma-in- Law ).—* What, again? I say, 
do, for goodness sake, stop those visits, Loo, They're bound to en: in 
ructions,” 

She —* Well, Jim, dear, 1 am going to stop them fora long time 
now. Poe) 


He,—*“ Thank heaven !” - aa 
She,—* Yes ; mother’s arranged to come_here instead.” 


[Jim's whereabouts is now causing much anzicty. 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FoR FAMILY AND 
Mvusic-HALL CONSUMPTION. 


(N.B—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
A BLOT ON BRITAIN. 

(We regret to note that many titled and wealthy offenders against the Law are 
being of late treated by the said Law just as though they were the Merest Nobodies! 
It tis even stated that there is, alas! no longer any abiding truth in the statement 
that “ with a title and a tip you can do anything !"’} 

OH, the times are out of joint! 
And to give this saying point, 

There are instances of late to make you weep a lot ! 
Even persons of High Birth 
(Those Sweeteners of the Earth) 

Suffer martyrdom to make your flesh quite creep a lot ! 
Even Duchesses and Dukes 
Have to feel the Law’s rebukes 

(As though a Peer were merely some poor penny thing !) 
Yea, vanished like a wraith 
Is Rank’s article of faith— 

“ With a title and a tip you can do anything!” 


CHORUS. 


How will England keep alive? 

Can its glory e’er survive? 

Won't self-swallowing soon arrive, 
Like some Kilkenny thing? 

If, thanks to Fate's fierce whip 

That saying we let slip— 
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“ With a title and a tip 
You can do anything!” 


’Tis only right that Scum 
(Such as toilers all become !) 

Should unerringly be taught what Retribution means! 
But that any swagger folk 
Should feel the Law’s tight yoke 

Undoubtedly approaching Dissolution means ! 

Tis DEMocRACY (that fiend 
From whom we're now unscreened— 

That lizard-like and loathsome, marshy, fenny thing ') 
Who has made Rank in these times 
Responsible for crimes— 

Ah, titles! ay, and tips could once do anything! 


The Lyric. 


ELEONORA Duss, who has come among us heralded with the fame of 
her triumph in the chief cities of Europe as well as in America, appeare: 
at the Lyric Theatre on Wednesday last in (Camille, when she fully 
sustained her great reputation for pure and unaffected naturalness in 
all she does. As there was no paint upon her cheeks, so there appeared 
to be no straining after artificial effect, and she proved herself to be, 
not only a great actress, but a most consummate artist. In the last 
scene, where the poor wasted life slowly ebbs away, her acting was a 
touching piece of tenderness and emotional power which it would be 
difficult to surpass. There could be no doubt about the genuine burst 
of applause which greeted Signora Duse at intervals during the 
performance, nor the enthusiasm with which she was greeted at it 
close. The necessity for going early to press prevents our noticing he 
performance of Fedora, on the 26th. 


- 


, 


Dersy Birds: The Swift and the Swallow. (You don’t see it, eh! 
Why, we mean the race and the luncheon, of course. You are stupid!) 


A Goop Thing for the Derby: A well-stocked hamper. 


; ee OLY /) 
-- uth’ | Ma 
a ERY) / 


A SPORTSMAN’S PROPOSAL. 
Lady Loo.—* How d’ye do, Colonel? Hope you're not shocked to 


see me on the race-course ?” 
The Colonel.—* Not at all, Lady Loo. The dearest wish of my life 
is to see you—in the Ring.” 
| And they married and lired happy ever after 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE. 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY. 
PART XXI. 


“You will excuse me, my dear Pegley, but I cannot—I can not 
believe it!” 

Sitting on my bolster, with my elbows on my knees, and my chin 
propped between my fists, I looked in his face—as much as was left of 
it—and laughed defiantly. 

“Wait!” 

His ragged outlines wavered ; he turned on me the faint lamps of 
his astral eyes and shook his shadowy head. 

“T have studied your character closely during the years that we 
have been associated,” he said, “and I have no hesitation in saying 
that you are incapable of meanness or treachery. You have toki 
Gwendollen—for what reason I cannot imagine—a most extraordinary 
story! You have asked her to consider yourself in the light of her 
future husband, and obtained 
her partial consent. Now you 
deliberately summon me and 
assure me that you are going to 
make her your wife, and defy 
me, as a mere wandering. bodi- 
less Third Principle, to interfere. 
Had I less faith in you, Pegley. 
such an announcement woukl 


AS 
1 1 “4 8 


drive me to the last pitch of 
I 
desperation. But I won't des- 
pair. I will g n believing in 
vou, in spite of vourself. Look 
s * 
} 1: . . : “ee 
the thing in the face. SS ppose 


you were travelling in the desert 
and met a wandering Arab 
whose only sustenance was a 
single date and a drop of water, 
you wouldn’t — you couldn't 
deprive the man of what meant 
a few more hours of life to 
him? I am like that Arab, my 
dear fellow. and Gwendollen is 
my date—my drop of water! 
If you will look at the situation 
from my point of view you will 
agree with me that to take ad- 
vantage of my helpless condition 
to rob me of her would be a 
mean thing, a base thing. a des- 
picable thing, and that nothing 
could possibly induce you to do 


=. 939 / ‘ 
1C ! \) 
\ 


“Yet I am going to do it!” 

“Take time, my dear fellow,” 
pleaded my unhappy friend. 

“ You know my favourite recipe for composing the mind, Run over 
tke Merchant Shipping List, or the clauses of the Tonnage Act before 
you make a positive reply, for my sake!” 

I emphasized my words, spoken very calmly and distinctly, with 
beats of my right forefinger upon my left palm. 

“T tell you again, my mind is made up. I have behaved like a 
villain—I mean to behave like a blackguard before I have done. I 
have slandered you—purposely. I have deceivei Miss Williams- 
Johnson—deliberately. To-morrow I mean to have your name erase] 
from the marriage licence and my own put in its place. And before 
another fortnight is over Gwendollen will be my wife.” 

He flickered with passionate agitation. 

“She shall not! I will go to her—this instant. I will warn her— 
tell her all!” 

I sneered superior. 

“Go if you like, but your efforts to interview her will be in vain. 
She has dismissed you from her mind; burned your letters. She will 
decline to enter into any conversation with—receive any visits from 
the astral personality of a sweetheart,” I laughed triumphantly, * who 
has jilted her, heartlessly jilted her for a Thibetan lady of two hundred 
years of age.” 

Johnson-Williams paled and faded, but he recovered himself 
sufficiently to speak. 

“It—it is incredible! that you—That you should have turnel 
Gwendollen against me—that she should have stooped to believe such 
a cock-and-bull story—for it is a cock-and-bull story, Pegley '—is 
bewilderingly incomprehensible. But I—I will be patient. I will 
try to believe that you have some excellent motive,” I laughed again, 
malignantly, “at the bottom of all this. You have purposely mis- 
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represented yourself, but it is no use, no use at all. You couldn't be 
a villain, Pegley, my dear fellow, you couldn't, indeed !” 


“SCAT!” 

The fellow’s persistent belief in me had irritated me past bearing. 
With a violent effort of will-power, I extinguished him, and sinking 
back upon my pillow, slept the sleep of the just. Next morning | 
awoke bright as the proverbial button—a breathing, sentient proof to 
the contrary of the assertion that the wicked man cannot possibly be 
a happyone. Bent as I was upon making Gwendollen my own at the 
earliest possible date, it may be easily believed that I set at once about 
the necessary preparations. I began by applying for three weeks’ 
leave of absence from the office. And,as a new book-keeper had been 
temporarily obtained in the place of Johnson-Williams, poor wretch ! 
and, in consideration of my having, previously to his advent, performed 
much of the extra duty that the A wt of my betrayed friend en- 
tailel upon the rest of the working staff—my request was granted. 
Then I bought a new licence, carefully putting the old one away in a 
pigeon-hole of my bureau, with 
a kind of feeling that it wouk! 
be unlucky to use it—and gave 
the necessary notice to the in- 
cumbent of the parish. In a few 
days more Gwendollen —oh! 
dizzying thought!—would be 
my own. My own; whom 
neither man nor ghost should 
ever take from me. And as 
soon as the hymeneal knot was 
fairly tied, we were to start for 
Margate—Margate in the end 
of June is both healthful and 
delightful—while Mrs. Toms— 
who had been in a permanent 
condition of pleasing agitation 
designated by herself as “the 
twitters”—ever since the an- 
nouncement of our engagement, 
performed the sleight of hand 
feat designated by herself as 
“throwing two combination- 
bed -and-sittings into one 
sweet |” 

And I got myself measured 
for the first superfine frock-coat 
I had ever contemplated wear- 
ing, with other essentials on a 
corresponding scale of magnifi- 
cence, It may be imagined that 
I was kept pretty well employed 
by the cares inseparable to my 
iy" approaching change of condition 








—and the necessity of keeping 
Gwendollen’s mind employed. 

To keep Gwendollen’s mind employed, her thoughts diverted ! 
It was a poignant necessity. The regular sights of the metropolis 
being by this time completely exhausted, I had invested in an 
Historical Guide to London—a publication which no one needs more 
than the born cockney, who has never spent three weeks out of 
sound of Bow Bells in his life; and I was in hopes, as I whirled 
Gwendollen from one memorable spot to another, that the resources 
of the volume to which I so desperately clung, might not be exhausted 
before our wedding-~lay. 

But Fate was against me. The long-dreaded moment came! Upon 
the very morning of the eve of the day that was to make Gwendollen 
my own for ever, I realized that there was nothing more left to see. 
It was 10 o'clock on a Friday morning: twenty-four hours yet 
remained to be filled up. And what—what was I to fill them up with? 

We sat at breakfast together in Mrs. Toms’s sitting-room. That 
estimable female had poured out our coffee, and quitted the apartment 
with an elaborate delicacy of manner. Gwendollen made no effort 
to detain her. It was I—I who could have found it in my heart to ask 
her to stop, for the silence maintained with regard to Johnson- 
Williams by his pseudo fiancée, from the moment of the revelation 
upon Primrose Hill until now, was, I felt, about to be broken, and 
my invention, I felt, would not be up to supplying any demands that 
might be made upon it in the way of biographical details regarding 
her Highness the Princess Sankarachayra or the geographical forma- 
tion of Thibet. My inventive genius had deserted me—lI knew, I felt. 
Indeed the frenzy of mendacity which overpowered me on the occasion 
previously recorded, was my single experience of the kind. I have 
been truthful, to the verge of dulness, ever since. 

The words came at last.—( 7b be continued. ) 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCE TOWER. 


* Reckhazed 


Pleat» 


Pad 


Hats off in the front! The curtain 
is up! And the great third act of the 
long-drawn-out drama has begun. 

© * - 

The performers are the same a3 
before. Their actions and their speeches 
will be similar. 

> 7 . 

Those who have not seen or heard 
them before will do so now for the 
first time. Those who have before 
beheld and listened to them may not 
care much to do so again. 

» 7 

The play is a good and a great one, with a magnificent moral and a 
plentifulness of good purpose in it, though some may spitefully say 
there is not. 

” * * 

If you only “lay low and keep dark.” you will see one of the most 

fearsome and furious fights ever witnessed upon St. Stephen’s or any 


other stage. 





SHE KNOWS (NOSE) A THING OR TWO. 
Mr, Lacisiz.—“ Mademoiselle, believe me, my lips never uttered 
one word of love to any other woman.” 
Miss Smith.—*“ Yes; but you know, Mr. Lacisix, Frenchmen can 


r 
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“T. Ps TU QUOQUE.” 
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You will see the stalwart warriors, 
professedly upholders of the State 
and the unity of the Empire, going 
about to fan the fires of red rebel- 
lion, and waving the Union Jack. 

* * * 

You will see the purer patriots 
and masses of men who do not 
demonstrate for nothing or without 
knowing their reason why, marching 
in their thousands to express their 
belief in the efforts made for their 
express welfare, being effectual for 
the blending of the people’s per- 
manent interests, 

* * * 

You will see signs of the great upheaval of the intellectual and 

intelligent Labour classes and miscalled lower classes. 
* . a 

You will see the reprobation brought upon their own heads, and hear 
the swishes of the lash, as it falls upon the backs of a few self-degrading 
creatures, who could hiss an aged statesman, the latchet of whos 
shoe they are unworthy to unloose. 

- a = 

You will see the spitfire Press, who set them the example, and s 
thousand other things, both curicus and clever, but too numeroms 7 
mention in the small bills of 

THE MAN Is THE CLOCK TOWER. 


The Intelligent Foreigner Shoots the Chutes. 


FUN, old boy, indeed, I am sportsmans, I have shot many sings in 
my time, sometime in close time, I have paid fine because I have shot 
ze tame duck of my neighbour; I have shot ze keepare of game in his 
leg, vich became a game leg of ze game keepare; ven I vas hard up I 
have shot ze moon, but, most glorious of all, at last I have shot ze chute. 
And it vas a Hunter, not of ze otter, alexo he is at ze Vater Show, but 
ze Hunter of ze clan of Gordon, who persuale me, He invite me to 
meet Capitaine Boyton, at ze Vild Vateries, I go. I say “ How do 
you do, old Buoy?” to my old friend Boyton—I call him, en passant, 
“old buoy” because, voila / he is always afloat, and he get on, as you 
say, svimmingly. I go to ze shore of ze Lake of Vest Kensington 
to behold ze Vild Vateries, Aa foi, zare are lots of press mans zare, 
but Boyton tell me zey are not his log rollares. Next I see Capitaine 
Boyton valk in his boots upon ze vatare, and I compliment him upon 
his vater boots, also his aquatic feat in zem, I say, “ Paul, vy is ze 
ditfer—no, vat is ze reason—sapristi/—vat is ze difference between 
you and ze milkmans of London?” He give it up, and I tell him, 
* Because —no—I mean — ze reason between —ah! I have it: ze 
difference is zat you valk on your vatare and ze milkman he vatare on 
his valk.” And in case zey chuck me in I go to vare ze ladies, ze 
ducks of ze Lake of Kensington, are paddling zare canoes, Ma fui! 
I must learn to canoedle. 

Aprés cela, I join M. Jerome, zat busy fellow who write ze ideas of 
z idle fellow, and whom I have met in stage-land; and ve are six 
men in a boat, vitout any dog, and ve vonder who vill survive to tell 
of ze tail. Our boat it is at ze top of ze chute, ven zey call out to 
“Let go!” Zey let and ve go. Ve go down, like lightning zat has 
been greased, along ze chute, and I vondare if, vit so many littérateurs 
in our boat, literature is on ze decline. But I am not afraid—ve are 
all right, for, maintenant ve are all writares. 

Down ve go like one of ze clock. Ve plunge, peuf! into ze vatare 
—for once I make a splash in ze vorid—the bow of our boat shoot 
up in ze air, and she jump one, two, tree, across ze lake. Some of 

se inside her have ze jumpsalso. Zare is a great three cheer, and 
I myself am cheerful, for 1, 1 have had a new sensation, and I 
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GLORIOUS INDEPENDENCE. 

















“What say? Guv’nor got yer todo sumething out o’ the way as you wasn't used to? Look ’ere, you young lin.b, next time ‘e arsks yer to do 
so, you do it as badly as yercan. Says you, ‘I ain’t used for to doingit.’ That’s your game, Strike me blue! he'll want us all to turn our 


‘ands to everythink next.” 


































































































Later on. “Really you know, Mr. Spicer, I have noticed that some of the work is done uncommonly badly. 1 think we shall have to 


make some changes soon.” 
oO) 


Ye : 4 , ’ . » ” 
Later still. “Dahn with the Germans! Dahn with everythink! But let’s ’ave fairness, wotever we does. 


Ba” TO CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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HOW TO MAKE ENEMIES FOR LIFE. 








TELL Syplasher, the artist, that you suppose Ask Barnstormer, the tragedian, whether Tell Miss Frumpington (who has requested 
there really must be a demand for the tea-tray a really do pay to see him murder you to guess her age) that you wouldn’t for a 
style of landscape, or he wouldn’t keep on acbeth, or whether—between ourselves, you moment take her to be more than forty- 


flooding the market with it. know—the house isn’t ‘‘ merely paper.” three ! 








Tell Brown, the funny man, that he relates his latest Ask Lord Mortarbung, the new peer, Ask Shopley, the volunteer, whether his 
comic story tolerably well, but hardly with the same why he should be so desirous of concealing upright, soldierly appearance is attri- 
humour that Noah displayed when amusing his off- the fact that his paternal grandfather butable to Nature, Art or accident ? 
spring with it during their incarceration in the Ark. carried a hod ? 

“Outsiders.” In their books of odds they have agreed to Playing many a strange antic, 
Sr lay, Shouting in a fashion frantic, 
(SEE CARTOON.) And you've heard them shout and And offering long odds against Home Rule. 
ir you ever go to places holloa Judging from the last advices, 
Where men congregate for races— What they'll bet—though it don’t follow They will quote big starting prices 
Not of an athletic or aquatic sort, Of necessity that when they lose they’ll pay. For their Irish Derby—let them take who 
But I mean the turfy courses choose ; 
Over which run high-bred horses, Now, among the “ Epsom glories”’ 3ut beware! for such outsiders 
In the interests of gambling or of sport,— You can picture certain Tories Are not always sure providers 
You have seen the betting gentry (Like these betting gentry, loud and far from Of the needful when it happens that they 
(Outside Tattersall’s) make entry cool) lose. 
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CUSTARD % ‘The Typical Cocoa of CHEMICALS 
POWDER aN B via English Manufacture, se, 














Supplies s Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless | SA/-NaI OMe Absolutely Pure.” pny 
Wariety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest Refuse all Substitutes. —The Analyst. fo ve 


Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. a 
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A> Country (255 nm London 


(4) A stealer of chequelets received soon a check— 


Fairly caught: 
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Wher Ho Iusty 


(1) The Weather which caused many persons to pout 


Has now changed, and the Drought giveth place to the Trout. He, indeed, was check-mated, and that by a ‘tec, 
(2) Although your Much-Worshipped declineth to wed, (5) A Bardling got boozy, and in that state sung, 4 
’Tis not quite the thing to throw things at her head. Whereby he brought woe to an innocent “ bung. 


(6) The drought above-mentioned made farmer-folk reize 


(3) Though Cycling is favoured in ev’ry sane spot, 
T! rcher hould all On the dams of some rivere—not dark by big dees ! 


hose cads known as “scorchers”’ shouid ali catc! 
() All “ finders tf cheques should take cars Kast or West— 
That they're nvt for five thou’ of the brightest and best. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


JaMES’s.—In The 

The RINT second Mrs. Tan- 
aa C.\ queray Mr. Pinero 
; has achieved some- 
thing very like a 
masterpiece. The 
masterly building up 
of the piece, the re- 
lentless logic of the 
sequence of its cir- 
cumstances, the 
subtle insight of 
individual character 


















THE ST. JAMES'S.—The fox that went 
for the yrapes-—-and got them. 


ee 


ws 


played, and the truth and grip of ¢ 

the dialogue, in which scarce a word 
seems thrown away, rivet the 
attention, command admiration, 
and make one quite serious for a 
moment in a column devoted to frivolity. I have no personal enjoy- 
ment in the kind of play (beyond the 
literary relish of incisive cleverness) but 
that is merely predilection (or the reverse). 
The play is a work of commanding ability. 

Ld ” * 

THE moral is, of course, the time- 
honoured one—‘ Be sure your sin (big or 
little) will find you out.” The lesson is 
taught with very absolute completeness. 
Nearly everybody in the play suffers—I 
may say everybody —and justly. It 
might seem at the first blush, that poor 
little Ellean is a good little girl and has 
not deserved the punishment she gets. 
But, asa matter of fact, she is the cause 
of all the trouble. Had she not shrunk 
from her father in the first instance, he 
never would have married the lady with 
the over developed inclination for brevet- 
conjugality who becomes the second Mrs. 

THE ST. JAMES'’S.—Mixe Edith 2 @anqueray — whence these tears — and, 

(very nice arms and) Chest-er. being young, she may reasonably be 

expected to recover and live “happy ever 
after” at no very distant date. 
> > * 

YES, they are all rightly punished. Mrs. 
Tanqueray for what she is. (How cleverly the 
shallowness of character which predisposes this 
woman to her life of fate, is shown at every turn!— 
Excuse the parenthetic burst of admiration. On we 
go again.) Mr. Tanqueray is rightly punished for 
trying an experiment which is the experiment of a— 
shall I say—“ mug"? or a“ Mr. Clever” who was 
going to show everybody how to do the impossible? ... 
Of course the little fox jumped at the matrimonial ~” 
grapes, when they were placed so temptingly within 
her reach, Captain Ardale is punished, likewise 
quite fairly, for his misdeeds—even Mrs. Cortelyon, 
for some neglect in the matter of etiquette, has rather yg ree © 
a bad quarter of an hour of it during a belated , ae = vehi 
morning call, Jayne ; 


“In converse sweet.”’, 
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fully rises to her opportunity—the vixenishness is sometimes a trifle 
crude in its expression it seems to me, and the impersonation is 
generally wanting in depth and fulness; although 
there is much in it not easily surpassable. Mr. 
Alexander’s picture of patient endurance is powerful 
and pathetic—a study in the strength of restraint: 
Mr. Cyril Maude revels in a character of popular 
cast which he invests with reality by many a clever 
touch, Mr. Ben Webster plays with some firmness the 
ill-starred Ardale and Miss Maude Millett invests the 
character Ellean with prettiness, gentleness and the 
necessary sombre tinge, all very quietly but very 
surely. The other characters, mere sketches, but 
patently “real,” are played in a manner which would 
justify a universal label of “ best finish.” Miss Amy 
a Roselle takes the lead in theseand Miss Edith Chester, 
ST. JAMESS— ond Messrs. Vane Tempest, Nutcombe Gould and 


Sir “ Whisky 
Potass,” Bart. ’ Murray Hathorn make honourable record. 
. * * 














THE CRITERION. — A rather spirited 
morning performance of Captain Thérese 
was given on the 30th ult. by Miss Emmott 
Herbert and the strong company with which 
she has been touring for some little time. 
The lady, who has a fine and handsome 
presence and a beautiful voice, must have 
been gratified with the evident pleasure of 
the audience in her own performance and that 
of several members of her company. In 
addition to her beautiful voice (with odd 








The Scape- 
goat. 


sugyges- 
tions of 
Miss Flor- 
ence St. 
John in it 
at times) 
Miss Em- 
mott Her- 
bert has a 
cultivated 
and attrac- 
tive style 


THE ST. JAMES's.—A nice morning call. 


which gained her an obviously “real” encore for each of 
her solos, There isa sufficient command of the “ pathetic 
stop” in her acting for opera-bouffe purposes, and 
altogether I don’t see why we shouldn’t be rather happy 
if we could have her, here in London, with us always. 

* * * 

Mr. FRED EMNEY, who—bless his dear little heart !— 
gets more like his uncle every day, scored rather heavily 
in the comedy part. He is genuinely humorous and glib 
in his ‘*wheezes.” Miss Kate Drew made a kittenish 
Marceline, and danced almost as if she knew how! She 
ought to learn to dance this minute. She is clearly full 
of dance, it only wants bringing out. Her singing will 
do as it is, however. I don’t ever want to enjoy anything 
much more than I did her part of “ The Lawyer and the 
Lady’s Maid”; it was quite good enough for me, and I 
don’t see what more anybody need want. THE ST. 

* * * JaAMES'S.— 

Mr. Scott RUSSELL is a taking tenor and Mr. /mpressed 
Walker Marnock a first-rate baritone. Miss Nellie acu ices 
Christie played loyally and well in a part not always itallis! What 
pleasant to contemplate. Mr. John Lisbourne obtained a lesson! | 
a well-deserved encore for a clever eccentric dance. wn bot lh 
Mr. James Leverett was a very fair Tancrede, and the seder en} 
“tail” wagged well enough. Four lady dancers ex- circu! 
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TELL-TALES PER 
TELEPHONE. 
BILLIONAIRES BEWARE! 


BOTHERED BILLIONAIRE. Whirrrr! .. . 
Yes, Iam No. 1,000,000,000,000B. .. . Just 
have the goodness to put me on to No. 153, 
the FUNOPHONE Co. Limited—at once please, 
and don’t you forget it... . 

TELEPHONIST. Certainly sir, (then in semi- 
aside ) and meanwhile, be sure to retain your 
tresses (if any) in status guo! Whirrrr! .. . 
Ontiv.. 

B. B. Say! are you the Boss at that end ? 

CHIEF OF THE FUNOPHONE, LIMITED. 
(Aside). Boss, indeed! (aloud). You bet ! 
what’s the trouble ? 

B. B. Wal, I’m sorter flabbergasted ! I want 
a little advice, you know. JZ don’t mind what 
it costs, Z’m—— 

(, OF THE F. Yes, yes; we have only one 
charge, sir, and that is printed on our Special 
Syllabus every Wednesday. Kindly proceed! 

Bb. B. Well, it’s like this! There’s some Kins- 
Johnnies of mine, have, I see, been advertising 
in some of your confounded journals, being, 
as they are careful to a-nounce, related to ME 
—that they will be happy to let lodgings! 

C. OF THE F, Well? 

B. B. Wal! Do you think that savours of 
World’s Fair-ness ? 

C, OF THE F. Letting lodgings is not (up 
to the moment of telephoning) accounted a 
crime you know, though goodness (and 
Society) only know what it may be accounted 
ere long ! 

B. B. But what about advertising my name 
in this lodging-letting ? 

C. OF THE F. We (of this Co.) do not 
endorse that proceeding! It has a suspicion 
ot—well, say caddishness, to say the least of 
it. But why worry? If these advertisers are 
worthy folk, (and who shall say they are not— 
without evidence to the contrary?) you might 
do them a turn! If they are nut worthy, (and 
how can we be sure anyone is)—even yourself, 
without evidence, etc.,) why e’en let them 
slide, and go on lodging-letting until further 
notice, whether the said “ notice” be given by 
or tv them, 

B. B. By gum! Sonny! I guess you’ve hit 
the bull! But I’d give considerable to—but 
there, there. You seem a decent sort, what 
time are you free for a nice little dinner, and 
a Magnum or two with me at the Metoria? 

C. OF THE F, Thanks: Too busy for mere frivolities of that sort. 
But you, too, are not a bad sort—for a Billionaire! But speaking of 
alvice, let me add a little more. 

BK. B. Yes! Sail on! 

C. OF THE F., First of all, let me suggest the exercise of a little more 
common sense 

B. B. Gee-Willikins! That’s a scarce thing in your clime I should 
say—where your Lord Salisbury has just been absolutely squelching 
his own cause out in Ulsterical regions, by admitting that he knows 
nothing about the Home Rule idea, or of those who were most con- 
cerned init. . . . That he didn’t even know Parnell, and never saw 
him, and never took the trouble to cross from the Peershop to the 
(ommons to hear him—or to properly find out what was the mutter. 
yy Co-lumbus! Much as we Americans love a lord, this business of 
Hatfield’s Haughty Marquis 

C. OF THE F, Yes, yes; quite so, quite so; but you forget that he 
belongs to a Party that is for ever Looking Back ward—although not 
in the manner suggested by your visionary Mr. Bellamy. But I was 
going to suggest a plan whereby you might haply lay out some few 
trifling millions or so to alvantage 

B. B. What, at good interest? 

C. OF THE F. Yes, sir; THE BEst—the Interest of the Good of 
Poor Humanity 

B. B. Here, hold on! Poor Humanity! Eh! That’s a nice thing for 
you to talk about, here, in a nation where a set of your Knowall 
Journals have been lately trying to prove that the down-trodden 
agricultural labourer is not a sufferer from bad times and worse land- 
laws, but is really, if anything, far better off than His Nibs of Wales. 
Where many of your London Bakeries are, I read, totally unfit for 
Human Food to be baked in, and where hard-up working-men have 




















SUBURBAN AMENITIES. 


Mrs. Leicester-Jhones.—* Perhaps you are not aware, Mr. Smythe, that your retriever 
has been sleeping on my geraniums?”’ 
Mr. Pelham-Smythe.—* And possibly, madam, you are unacquainted with the fuct that 


your cat has been over here and eaten my guinea-pigs!” _ 


to agitate for trains at decent fares ; and where—well, there, it's enough 
to make a man go and join Garner and learn the Monkey language —— 

C. oF THE F, Ah! yes; your rebuke is just, 

B. B. Just! I should just think it was just. A pretty land yours is; 
why, here’s even a poor Bishop obliged to shut up his palace, because 
he has had to weigh out nearly half his present screw to the previous 
Bishop who retired after absorbing his salary for several dee-ca tes! 
And moreover, don’t I read this very day of your City Guilds 
swallowing up the most expensive wines and turtles, and holding 
vast wealth with no reason whatever, while thousands of your fellow 
natives are pinched with poverty ? You're a pretty sort of chap to go 
on at me, I don’t think. 

C. OF THE F. I have admitted that, alas, your recriminations are 
but too well founded, But, sirree! what about your own little nation 
of United Statesmen? Have you no terrible poverty there’? No awful 
inequalities? No oppression? No suffering caused utterly by selfish- 
ness and greed? And don’t you think that some of you Billionaires, 
like some of ours, might do just a little more towards alleviating 
sorrow and distress instead of scattering gold like water upon mere 
gorgeousness and ostentation / 

B. B. Hi! Dry up! You've done it! I'll go back and see what 
can be done. What, ho, my myrmidons! order my new Thames boat, 
my Jangade, and scurry away and book me seats on my Nation's new 
Perpetual Motions Railroad. Now for Charity | 

C, oF THE L. That's right, sonny! So long! [ Ltings off. 

B. B. (meditatively ). But, first, I reckon the benevolent thing to 
do will be to contribute to the “ Friendly Lead” in aid of the Jately- 
released Downtrodden Duchess who—— 
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THE SPECTRE AT THE FEAST. 


NEVER SHAKE THY RISING RATES AT ME.” 


Chorus of Vestrymen, Guardians, etc—*THOU CANST NOT SAY, I DID IT: 


— Macbeth Up to Date. 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 240. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK 
TOWER. 


To speak of Lord Salisbury’s “Triumphal March ” 
through Ulster and Derry is like referring back to 
bad, black business, for he only did his level best to 
make bad appear the better reason, 

* * * 

He advanced no advanced ideas, but recommended 
retaining or returning to the policy of two hundred 
year ago—a policy of progressing backwards, 

we * ” 

As the apostle of Law and Order, he advised, or 
almost ordered, resolute resistance to the Law that is 
yet to be passed, listening complacently and without 
rebuke to his great opponent, our purely patriotic 
Prime Minister being called a traitor. 

+ * - 

As prophet of the what-will-happen and what-we- 
may-expect men’s doctrine, he could shadow forth 
how this and that evil will come to pass. 

* * + 

But there is a proverbial saying of some sapiency 

al ut the unwisdom of prophesying unless one knows. 
* * * 

As a Lord of the Lords he could boast of what that 
un-common house, which one of its own body has 
recently declared that “he does not care tuppence 
for,” will do with the Home Rule Bill when it gets 
the chance. The Lords will do their worst, no doubt, 
as they are made that way. 

* . % 

It must have been amu-ing to see “ Solly”’ sitting 
in state—smiling so sweetly—as that pretty proces- 
sion of boys filed past for his diversion. 

* * ” 

The Government, for being strongly determined in 
the endeavour to fulfil their pledges, is perhaps ‘ the 
best abused Government going,” but it is going not 
less strongly determined for all that. 

* * = 

People are getting sick of the streams of useless 
talk, and wish they would dry up. More work aud 
le-s talk is wanted—even if talk is work. 

* » * 

The re-opening of the session resulted in the usual 
obstruction and disorder, the flow of endless questions 
and irrelevant topics, but was productive also of 
some powerfully expressive majorities. 

* * * 

The eve of the Derby brought a motion for an 

adjournment over that saturnalia, which was duly 
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HOW SHE MANAGED IT. defeated after a dismal debate, 
ITe.— How very beautiful and charmingly poetic are some of the old Indian words, a a 
Miss Gerald— Minnehaha, for instance, or Alabama.” The Opposition are welcome to their passing exul- 
Miss Gerald.—* Yes, Mr. Fatface, and Kissimee.” [ And he did at once. tation over some few reduced majorities, for it is not 


always, indeed not often, they have any to crow ovcr. 


Sorrowful Reflections. 
How many girls I’ve loved ! 
With Mary and Martha and Jane, 
In a circle of bliss I've moved. 
Ah me! my heart, 
How they made you smart, 
And brought on a surfeit of pain! 
How many girls I’ve loved ! 


Ilow many vows I've broke! 
When I'd got nothing else to do, 
And thought such sport but a joke. 
Ah me! how sad, 
To a promising lad, A" /R* ald J: ee — 
Who longed to be tender and true! ei ff _- ay ZZ Lg EN 
How many vows I've broke ! a 


How many duns I've had! 
The wine man, the boot man, and snip, 
Who've served me with writs—too bad ! 








Where’er I'd lodge 
I had to dodge, = v 
And indulge in a moonlight trip! SCENES IN THE ST. STEPHEN'S FARCE OF OBSTRUCTION. 
How many duns I've had ! 1. “A point of Disorder.” 


A PUGILIST named “ Miller” has been killed in San Francis The Lords have returned to business—good my Lords! 


What an appropriosity there is in names, sor THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWEB 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 
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“Look out, Bill, I kin ’ear’im movin’! Look out, ’ere ’e comes!” 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY 
AND MusIc-HALL CONSUMPTION. 
(V.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
A PUSSY-LANIMOUS PROCEEDING, 
HAVE you heard the Newest Fad 
Tis a Fad to make you sad— 

(if it doesn’t drive you mad 
And seek some far pit) ? 

It is a fad (that’s flat) 

To make hearts go pit-a-pat— 

Tis a whim to choose your cat 
To match your carpet ! 


CHORUS. 


To choose “ Tortoise Shell” or “ Tabby” 
Fashion votes extremely shabby, 
And as for her fell dart she’ll quickly “sharp” it— 
In selecting your Grimalkin 
Fashion’s “ note” you will be baulkin’— 
Unless you choose your Cat to match your Carpet! 


Poor Pussy was of yore 
Left to curl upon the floor— 
And was never deemed a “ bore”’ 
But worth a tar-pit! 
Yet the “ Tab.” is now tab-oo ! 
And the Black Cat makes folk’s “ blue ’— 
Unless it suits the hue 
Of one’s best Carpet ! 


CHORDS. 
| TT nd | 4 k r ‘** Tabby 





“T dun’no’ ’ow we're goin’ to git past that dawg. He's a reg’lar bone 





















































“ Well, we've got to somehow. I'll go first, with my gamp open, and 
you chaps kin crawl past while I keeps ' im at bay.” 











“Great Scot! only a duck after all !!" 


Is deemed worthy but for burial in some far pit— 
Unless each said ‘‘ Myow-myower,” 
Bows to Fashion’s “ swagger” power 

}y “harmonising sweetly” with your Carpet ! 


That Horrid Boy Again! 

Miss CHIRRUPY is spooning with young Lovelocks in her father's 
drawing-room, 

To them enters, suddenly and unexpectedly, little Charlie Chirrupy, 
with a black cat in his arms. 

‘‘ Here y'ar’, sis. I've brought Tiddles to collar it. Betcher a 
penny y she'll make short work of it! But, say, sis, where is it?” 

‘Where is what, Charlie?” says Miss Chirrupy, in astonishment. 

“Why, the rat!” answers ¢ ‘harlie, rather crestfallen. “I heard 
Pa a-tellin’ Ma as how you'd got ‘that miserable rat’ along o’ you in 
the droring-room !” 

MoRAL: A penny for your thoughts, Mr. Lovelocks ! 


Old Saws Reset.—No. 7. 


Hey! diddle-diddle, to play on the fiddle 
Ten thousand young maidens aspire : 
| wonder how many (I might say, if any) 
Will ever attain their desire ? 
After years ling’ring on bowing and fing'ring, 
I fear for them there’s no escape 
From, some fine day, finding their long catgut grinding 
Has got them all into a scrape. 


A Wife and No Wife. 
IT has been noticed, wi th disapproval, that Gregory Gaddabout 
ag } wife wit} him a} ywhetr e He is not altogether to 
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RESTING! 


Mistress.—“ You are not getting on with your work, Jane. What 
are you doing here?” 

Jane.—* Please, mum, I’m a-doin’ what my brother, the hactor, has 
bin doin’ for the last three months—restin’ /” 


COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
THE YOUNG COUPLE, 
SQUINTIBILUS STRABISMUS, J’hilosopher and Sage, BENEDICTA, a 
Newly-Married Young Lady. 


STRABISMUS, Odds rosy cheeks and cherry lips, Mistress Benedicta ! 
I ha’ known myself to be a bachelor any time this fifty years, but 
never felt it until now. But where is the owner of the garden, the 
lord of the orchard, my old friend Benedict ? 

BENEDICTA. In sooth, I cannot tell. 

STRABIS, You mean you will not, In his den belike, cooking a bad 
novel over a strong pipe? 

BEN. He is not in the house, 

STRABIS, Oho! Methinks I see which way the cat jumps. Law is 
unbending i’ the matter o’ taxes. And to neglect an order to pay is 
contempt. Yet be o’ cheer, Three weeks are but three weeks, all said 
and done. Shalt have thy turtle back at the end o’ them, thou 
widowed, lonely dove. 

BEN. ‘Tis not as you think. That I know not of my husband's 
whereabouts is true. For, but an hour ago, he clapped his hat upon 
his head and rushed out o’ the house, swearing that he would never 
enter it again while we both lived, 

STRABIS, Upon which 

BEN. I did not faint, for there was nobody to catch me, or cry, for 
the reason that none was by todry my tears; so 1 hummed a tune 
and fell to trimming a bonnet. 

STRABIS. Out and alas! Have ye a heart i’ your bosom, or a pin- 
cushion? Do y’ not fear that Benedict may keep his word? 

BEN. O, as to that, he will keep it until dinner-time. We commonly 
quarrel and part for ever once on every working-day and twice on the 
Sabbath. 

STRABIS. Yet y’ did marry for love? 

BEN. Our courting was a very midsummer frenzy. He was mad for 
me, and I crazed for him; nothing would serve us but we must share 
one padded cell between us, 

STRABIS. A little Hanwell here below. Yet the sacred knot hat! 
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indeed! Were you married y’ would know that nags are the nourish- 
ment upon which wedded people prosper ; and huffs and cuffs, tiffs and 
sniffs, jeers and sneers, pouts and flouts, squibbles and squabbles, the 
fuel which feeds the pyre of mutual passion. The keener the quarrel 
the more mellifluous the making up. 

STRABIS. I see, I see! Rage, hatred, malice and uncharitableness, 
are the vinegar to the oyster—the mustard to the salad of mutual 
regard. Live and learn, they say. Well, y’ have taught me a lesson. 
I must hie me home and ask pardon o’ my neighbour. 

BEN. For what? 

STRABIS. For causing a summons to be served upon him, 

BEN. A summons! And for what? 

STRABIS. For beating his wife. 

BEN. O, the villain! 

STRABIS. Anan! 

BEN. How knew y’ of his villainy ? 

STRABIS. Why, I ha’ heard him through the party-wall when I sate 
amongst my books, and at such times he would miscall his better half 
and rate her, and that until the very laths shuddered, and the plaster 
peeled off in flakes. And, indeed, the woman gave him as good, until 
he seized a staff and showed her what Heaven meant in making a 
man’s hand and a cudgel so apt to come together. And then he 
would jump on her. 

BEN. Horror! 

STRABIS. Or grind her head against the floor. 

BEN. Outrage! 

STRABIS. With other delicate and husbandly attentions, for which 
I, in my unwedded ignorance, ha’ brought him to justice. 

3EN. Do you repent that you have discovered the wickedness of 
such a monster ? 

STRABIS. Monster he is not, but a tender helpmeet, by your own 
showing. For, with his nagging and scragging, his thwacking and 
trouncing, he doth but feed the pyre of mutual passion, and add gusto 
to the endearments of connubial kindness, The angle of refraction 
being equal to the angle of incidence, what rapture must attend the 
reconciliations of such a couple! I hurry to confess my error, and 
implore forgiveness. Farewell ! 


SELF-DENIAL: Telling a stranger, in whom you scent a dun, that 
you are “not at home.” 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART XXII, 


Yes, the words came! I had seen them dancing in her eyes— 
poor blue eyes! they seemed to have cried a good deal in the last few 
weeks—and on her lips. 

“ How long does it take a vessel—a steamship—to reach Calcutta?” 

“ About a month.” 

She leaned her round chin upon her white palm and pondered. 

“ You are neglecting your breakfast,” I suggested. 

“I don’t want any !”’ she answered, rather curtly, and again pursued 
her train of thought in silence. 
Which she broke a few moments 
later, by saying : 

“T hope he will reach there 
safely himself.” 

No doubt,” I responded,with 
inward quakings. ‘ The freight- 
agents will take care of that.”’ 

“I suppose so,” she assented. 
“And yet there are dangers 
which carefulness does not al- 
ways avert. White ants, for 
instance.” She shuddered inex- 
pressibly. ‘One never takes up 
a book about travels in India, 
without reading something 
about the ravages of white ants. 

But she will take all needful 
precautions, I suppose, knowing 
the country—at least, she ought 
to know it, as she is a native!” 

“Who?” I asked, blandly. 

‘“Sankaracharya, of course,” 
responded Gwendollen. 

“Oh! Sankaracharya!” I - 
echoed, stupidly. My own mind 
was anxiously employed in 
sorting out a scheme—in com- 
piling a pretext by which my 
bride-elect’s attention might be 
diverted from the undesirable 
subject. But I couldn’t hit on 
one. The well seemed to have 
run dry. 

‘‘T suppose she is very brown,” 
Gwendollen continued. “ Quite 
coffee-coloured, perhaps.” 

“ Quite coffee-coloured ! ” 

“I thought so!” she ex- 
claimed triumphantly. “I 
bought a book all about Thibet 
yesterday, and nearly all last 
night—I have not slept a wink 
lately,” she sighed, “I lay awake pondering over what I had read 
in it. I looked up the subject of Buddhist priestesses, the very 
first thing, and”—she produced the back of an envelope scribbled 
over with pencil notes—‘ this is the kind of costume they wear. A 
scarlet mitre-shaped head-dress, gilt on the top, a yellow sheepskin 
mantle, short petticoats, only reaching as far as the knees—striped 
with different colours, and to finish up with—a nose-ring and a pair 
of green top-boots.” She waited a moment to let the description soak 
in. “Well?” she ejaculated, impatiently. 

I smiled what I felt to be a feeble smile 

‘“‘I—I should think it must be ig | 
_ “Awful!” interrupted Gwendollen. (I had been on the point of 
Insanely saying “very becoming.’’) 

* You are quite right, Edward.” (She had never called me Edward of 
her own free will before.) ‘Awful! J should think so. And the 
man who could allow himself to be captured by such a creature must 
be mad! M—mad !” 

In another moment she would have begun tocry. I seized the news- 
paper in despair—it was the first thing I could think of—and handed 
it hurriedly across the table. “Have you seen the news about——” I 
slurred, and mumbled, “If you haven't, you ought to. Wonderfully 
interesting and vivid. Gives quite a new view of the case.” 

“I don’t know what case you mean,” replied my fiancée—(how 
could she when J didn’t 7) —“ unless you are talking about that tiresome 
cataleptic creature at——” 

She broke off in surprise. “ You haven't half finished breakfast,” 
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I had bowed my head in thankfulness for an idea which might prove 
my salvation, in the matter of distracting Gwendollen’s mind. 

“ Yes, we will go. A nice long journey there; a nice long journey 
back. Saved!” 

“TI beg your pardon?’ Gwendollen interrogated. 

I said, recovering myself : “ Of course, reading about the cataleptic 
case in Chelsea is dull work. To appreciate the thing properly it has 
to be seen.” 

“O—oh !” ejaculated Gwendollen, with a little pout of disgust, “1 
wouldn’t look at such a thing for the world ! 

‘* My dear girl,” I responded, assuming a tone of almost husband-like 
authority, “you don’t mean that you wouldn't, really? You only 
think you wouldn't. It is an experience which, for my sake, for 
your own, for that of others, perhaps, you ought to undergo.” 

“Why? You're dreadfully 
puzzling sometimes,” said 
Gwendollen, “and this is one of 
the times. You aren't a cata- 
lepser |" 

“ Cataleptic!" I corrected. 

“And I’m sure I’m not. And 
I don’t know anybody else who 
is. And if you knew how dread- 
fully I feel at the bare idea of 
seeing the horrid creature, you 
wouldn’t talk about it any 
more,” 

“This is folly,” I said, gravely, 
“which your cooler judgment 
will condemn as mine does now. 
I will not argue any more—in 
such a clear case of absolute— 
ahem !—I will plead. To oblige 
me, my dear girl !""—I gnashed 
my teeth at my own stupidity, 
in using a term of endearment 
so commonly employed by 
him !—“ To oblige me, come and 
see the Cataleptic Man. I can- 
not—I really cannot take a 
refusal. You are aware,” I went 
on, recalling to mind a disinte- 
grated fragment of the original 
editorial notice of the case; 
“You are aware that the word 
Katalepsis, in the original 
Greek, means, taking possession 
of £5 

“T did not know it,’’ Gwen- 
dollen retorted, “ but asking me 
to oblige you in the original 
English, seems to mean that I 
must go, whether I like or not.” 
She tossed her pretty head 
rather rebelliously, and went 
upstairs to put her hat on, In 
ten minutes more we started, 

It was, as I had anticipated, rather a long, jolting journey. There 
were a number of dingy little back-streets to wind in and out of, before 
we reached Biggs Street, which proved by far the dingiest of all. I did 
not feel cheerful as I glanced down the vista it presented—it certainly 
was not the kind of thoroughfare a young lady would care to peram- 
bulate, even with a male escort. The public-house—I must have been 
mad to think of taking Gwendollen to a public-house—was a low- 
browed, scowling, wooden-fronted tavern, opposing a baker “ shop of 
clean and cheerful aspect. The baker's shop, together with a glimpse 
I had of a clean and cheerful woman behind the counter, and a police- 
constable patrolling the pavement outside, suggested the idea that 
Gwendollen should wait there in safety, while I tested the respectability 
of the Pink Lion before allowing her to place her foot upon its 
threshold. So having seen her deposited in a clean Windsor chair 
by the clean counter of the bakery, being smiled upon by the clean 
bakeress, and stared at by the bakeress's clean children, I crossed the 
street, pushed open the swing-doors of the public-house and entered. 

Public interest in the Cataleptic Wonder appeared to have dimin- 
ished. Instead of the seething crowd of would-be sightseers described 
by the rapturous reporter of the Sunday Telegraph, the bar cay Se 
tained a drunken navigator and a miserable-looking woman, holding a 
baby in her arms, who was trying to persuade him to go home. To 
her entreaties were added the counsels of the landlord, a bibulous-nosed, 
large- bodied man, in a white apron and shirtsleeves. 

( To be continued.) 





n the morning (7.c. before Eve came). 
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-~ - TOO STRONG. 


“Yes, IR, I THINK YOU'LL FIND THIS ‘ILL BRING YOUR ’AIR UP ALL RIGHT, SIR. W’EN WE HINTRODOOCED THIS ’ERE STUFF, 


8IR, WE TRIED IT ON A BALD GENT WITH A 'EAD LIKE A HEGG, AND, WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT, SIR, ’E HAD TO ’AVE ‘IS ’AIR CUT 
THREE TIMES ON "IS WAY 'OME—SO WE REDOOCED THE STRENGTH!” 
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The Spectre at the Feast. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 

















THE board is spread with viands choice Then is the revellers’ courage task’d, No notion has the Guardian got, 
And champagne flowing free, Spite of the sparkling cup ; The School Board man can’t guess ; 
Where self-invited guests rejoice They tremble at the question ask’'d— None will, of the whole blesséd lot, 
As jolly as can be. “ Why do the rates go up?” Extravagance confess, 
The rates, not they, will have to pay, The Vestryman says he can't tell, They’re innocent as lambs : and yet 
So drunk is many a toast ; He can't at all make out ; One’s fain to hope, at least, 
When enters in, to their dismay, The County Councillor, as well, That they'll hereafter not forget 
A gaunt Ratepayer’s ghost. Seems equally in doubt. This spectre at their feast. 
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Third Class Rinne Saloons. Welshing al Epsom pp sporting barber. 


(4) Boy and Girl lovers had of drugs a “ fillness,” | 
Near Primrose Hill, which caused them Primrose Hill-ness. 
(2) This “sneaking snowy,” which means filching linen, (5) The “Gracious” Comp'nies let third class folk feed now! 
Turned out a game the sneaker did not win in! To what extravagance will they neat proceed now? 
(3) To smile at church is apt to prove expensive, (6) Some Derby Welshers found their woeful “ welshing,” 
Especially if your ‘‘smile” should be extensive ! A matter which the Law attempted “ squelching. 
(7) This Betting Emporium of a Lightning Shaver 
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(1) Oh would that each fair damsel down at Ascot, 
Would prove to us mere male folk quite a Mascotte ! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


— ALTHOUGH I 


Ye. am only a mere 
. ri S: dramatic critic (at 
least that is what 


I call myself when 
I have my best clothes on — 
‘‘ noticer”’ is good enough for every- 
day wear)—I say although I am 
only a dramatic critic of a “mere” 
description, I go to a music-hall 
now and then—and likeit. I like 









THE EMPIRE.—W hisky. 


it for many reasons—I 
enjoy the clever things 
(and there are several 
clever things in a music- 
hall), and when the 
drivelling things come Frisky. 
on (and there are many 
music-hall) I enjoy the comparatively novel 
sensation of discovering that my intellect is 
really superior to some people’s—one here and 
there. But what I enjoy more than anything 
else in these establishments — especially this 
weather—is the glorious circumstance that you 
can see the show and have a drink at the same 
time. You can have many drinks, in fact—if 
you have taken the precaution to have a 
venerous companion with you. Sometimes you 
vet a surprise. I got one the other night. It 
was a three-penn’orth of whisky which was 
generous in both quality and quantity. I don't 
like to say where I got it, in case it was a 
mistake. I mean to sample it again. 

* * * 

But that hasn’t very much to do with the 
Empire show, which I started with the inten- 
tion of referring to. They have a second edition 
of Round the Zown there, which isn’t so very 
different from the first edition (and a good job, 
too; it isn’t well to disturb a good thing too much) except that Mr. 
Flexmore makes his first appearances therein—I may 
say appearances are far from being against him—anid 
some new ‘effects, not unconnected with electricity. 
It is as good as ever, and there's nothing better to be 
said of it. From the other part of the programme a 
reproach has been removed which used to stick in my 
liver-wing. As a dramatic critic 1 consider “ female 
interest” essential, if not paramount; and female 
interest at the Empire—except, of course, in the ballet— 
has been generally — well, not conspicuous by its 
presence. 





TERRY'S.— Miss 
Hughes's her opportunity 
and marries the aged man. 


> * ° 


All ix changed now and, consequently, all is 
forgiven—we have, besides Miss Katie Seymour in the 
ballet, Miss Georgie Parker, whom we have got to grow 
to like (I think we're doing it gradually); the inimit- 
able Miss Marie Lloyd, and—what I’m leading up to— 
a new comer, a Miss Wieland, who dances a new kind ' 
of Serpentine Dance which actually reconciles one to ;,..; Ply Ne Suche 
the dreadful thing for a little longer. I opine it has Waring. 





tasbe a good serpentine dance to do that 
oJ . > 
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It is based on the idea, apparently, of meeting music-halls on their 
own ground as it were, or, at any rate, of as much of their ground as 
a theatre can get hold of. It doesn’t matter, of course, what the idea 
is if the intention is good entertainment—and that is pretty surely the 
intention of the “ five plays” presented, from 
the list of authors. Five playsis arather (ee 
optimistic way of putting it, though. ci, 
* ” ~ 

Dr. Conan Doyle’s sketch, Foreign Policy, 
which opens the ball, is interesting and neat ; 
there is character and point in the whole 
thing, though, naturally, not much dramatic 
effect. It has the peculiarity of possessing a 
lover who is never seen (in which respect he 
does not resemble my parlour-maid’s—j/e’s 
always about). Mr. Charrington and Miss 
Achurch show excellent grasp of character in 
this. For the matter of that, so does Mr. 
Maurice, whose sketch of a fashionable 
doctor is very amusing. 

* * * 

There are some amusing moments in Lady 
Colin Campbell’s farce, Bud and Blossom, pprry'’s.—The Dance of 
and it may be allowed to pass as a farce—but Death ! 
not a very good one. It has the advantage 
of some capital acting by Miss Annie Hughes, and Messrs. I. Thorne, 
Stewart Dawson, H. Waring and others, Clever acting on the part 
of Mr. Waring and Miss Achurch in An Jnterlude (by Mrs. W. K. 
Clifford and W. H. Pollock) can scarcely redeem its falsity of sentiment. 
We hear a good deal of something called “the new humour ”’—perhaps 
the sort of stuff this sketch is made of is “the new tragedy,” unless 
it is the new humour its very self! 

2 » * 

The next item came with a freshness that delighted us all. The 
Three Wayfarers, by Mr. Thomas Hardy, has the grip of dramatic 
effect in it, and though the merest trifle, is sufficient to show the power 
of original observation. There isa grim quaintness in the hangman 
and his intended (but escaped) victim, hob-nobbing together by the 
fireside in the shepherd’s cottage; and the amusing qualities of 
Mr. Hardy's rustics;are a capital foil and relief. Mr. Charrington’s 
hangman (no one will mistake my meaning, I hope!) is perhaps his 
best bit of work in this programme (and all his work is distinctly 
good), Mr. Waring loses no point either of the dramatic situation, Mr. 












TERRY’S.—The better horse 


Fred Thorne is in capital 
form, too, as the Village 
Z Constable, and Stewart 

GB Dawson as the Shepherd, 
fy, ‘A and Miss Annie Hughes 
Y yyy as the daintiest (too 
dainty ?) of shepherds’ 
better halves, give force 
and colour to what is 
altogether a gratifying 
work of art. Mr. Barrie’s 
version of Thackeray's 
Becky Sharp was hardly 
up to expectation, but the 
attempt was rather adesperate one, and perhaps expectation ran too high. 

. * ~ 
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Good Sketches (never mind those.) 


Nops AND Winks.—Sir Augustus Harris’s hospitality is over- 
powering. He has invited us to Drury Lane every evening this week, 
and nearly all day on Saturday! We are asked to meet the Comédie 
Francaise (very pleasant company, I’m told).—Last week there was 
another Hungarian Ball, under the distinguished personal patronage of 
any amount of Serenities, Excellencies, Princes, Lords, Ladies and 
Honourables. I would have told you beforehand, but I didn’t get my 
information soon enough.—Don't forget His Highness at the Opera 
Comique this (Tuesday) afternoon.—Mr. Eugene Stratton will shortly 

y Mr. E. Bucalossi's ** Darkie’s Serenade,” I’m told, and Miss Lottie 
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For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZEs. 
INTENDED FOR FAMILY AND Music-HALu 
CONSUMPTION. 

(N.B.—AI Rights in these Songs are 
Reserved.) 
THE NEWEST PROFESSION, 

[The “ Cutter-Out” is the latest thing in professions, and 
is said to be paying well. The “C.-O.” has nothing to do 
with tailoring ; far otherwise, for——but see below. ] 

YE who long for cash-progression, 
Yet can find no work to do, 
Lo, a jolly new profession, 
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I will introduce to you. 
‘Tis a “line” to make you happy, 

And to make you go about. 
One may be a cheery chappie 

As a dashing, 

Merry, mashing, 
Cupid-clashing, 
Rival-smashing 
“Cutter-Out !” 


CHORUS. 
Why stand aloof 
When ye may roam, 
And earn much oof 
In many a home? 
Each “ engagee ” 
You’ve but to flout. 
So come and be 
A*Cutter-Out !” 


Many think that this new calling 

Doth suggest a Tailor-firm 
(So, to them, it seems appalling— 

And indeed, it made some squirm !) 
Whereas, it is but connected 

With young Cupid (Hymen’s “tout * ) ; 
And you'll therefore be respected 

As a spooning, 

Softly crooning, 
Melting-mooning, 
Opportuning 
“ Cutter-Out !” 


Of course, you must display deportment 
Of the very highest kind ; 
And winning ways of each assortment 
You must on occasions find. 
The fancy you must capture smartly, 
Of the girl whose parents pout, 
As they view their girl’s choice tartly— 
Till their raging 
Finds assuaging, 
By engaging 
Some war-waging 
“ Cutter-Out !”’ 


CHORUS. 
Youu think, you say 
’Tis not fair game 
To lure away 
A fellow’s flame! 
Well, no; ’tis not / 
Sut there’s no doubt, 
One makes a lot 
As * Cutter-Out !” 








New Leaves. 


‘SUMMER CLouDs,” by Eden Phillpotts (Raphael Tuck and 3ons.) 
This is the second volume of “ The Breezy Library” Series. There is 
both spirit and humour in “Summer Clouds,” and both humour and 
pathos in “Tom Tit,” the only other story in the book. The poem, 
‘A Dead Rose,” comes as a fill-up, and is not very lively.—“A 
Player’s Tragedy,” by H. Hamilton Fyfe (A. D. Innes and Co.) shows 
how an actor’s great success becomes his great undoing. It is a 
powerfully written story but with a painful ending.—* Dickens's 
Dictionary of London” and “ Dickens's Dictionary of the Thames” 
(Charles Dickens and Evans.) These are both works well known to 
be full of interesting information on all points and places in and 
about either London or the Thames, 

1e 


“Cast Of(f) Characters”: Dissolute sons who are kicked out of the 
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HE SAT ON THE MARKS. 


She (engaged to He).—* Did father ever give you any special marks of his disfavour to 
begin with, George 
He.—*“ Yes, I should think he did.” 


She.—‘‘ And what were they, dear?” . ; 
He,—“ Oh—a—nothing much, darling! They were nothing ; only I had to sit on them ! 


Theatrical Twaddle. 
AFTER all, there are some beautifully expressive words in the 
notice how, between the acts of a play, the 
on into the refreshment-room or the neigh- 
that the finish-up of 


English language. Just 


pit disyorges its populati 


bouring bodega, and think 


how appropriate it 1 


a pittite should be “tite , . : 


A noticeable trait of every theatre: The orches-fra. 


” * . 

When the music’s of that wild, boisterous, vehement kind, which 
makes you feel like a “death-and-glory boy” rushing into the thickest 
fight, how can it be said to be com posed ? 

- « + 

Some theatre managers aivertise that wraps are taken free of 
charge. Yet givea rap or two to the attendant, and you'll precious 

arge. ca | } 
soon be charged-—with assault. 

» * * 

When the first thing a fellow sees on his programme is the notice, 
“Glasses. one shilling each,” and the first thing a fellow sees in the 
refreshment-bar is the notice, “No glasses allowed in the theatre,’ 


what's a fellow to do, doncherknow? 
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veryone in tears. 
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ALLAD. 


FUN. 
OUR CONCERT. 


THE PATRIOTIC Sonc.—Everyone inspired. 


THE PATHETIC I 
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“MY HOME RULE DUTCH 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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RAMEA OF FRIVOLOUS ~ 
re a ~ AMENDMENTS BLOCNREAD 
VERY discouraging to Mr. Gladstone, and all who with what courage he battles against their factious 
wish well to the cause he has so much at heart. is the ferocity, or pours oil on the turbulent waters, 
ack of progress with the Home Rule Bill. * * . 
*_ * * The obstructive and destructive tactics now being 
There is a ol 1 saying about there being more ways pursued by the opposers, in barring the way with over- 
than one of killi ing a dog, and so there seems to be of whelming numbers of frivolous and vexatious amend 
killing a bill. ire = ments (7) of all sorts and sizes, would imperil the bes? 
7 4) oasna pi i= bill that ever was invented, but their wicked will is 
One might almost be tempted to suspect that the 1h AU IRE FIGURE worked thereby. . ‘ ‘ 
object of the Opposition is not only to break down and pai | LKS 
killthe H, RK. 1., but also to break down and kill theG,O.M. eo They are acting as wreckers of the H. hk. B. Im- 


+ * * 


is wonderful with what patient dignity he withstands 
rly attacks of some of the most unruly of his opponents, and 
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MATRIMONY AS A PROFESSION. 

First Able-bodied Labourer.—“ Jack Lofer a-goin’ to git spliced 

agen? Why, he’s bin out o’ work for the larst six month! ‘Ow can 


he afford it?” 


Second ditto (with some little scorn ).—“'’Ow can he am rd to get 
married? Why, considerin’ that when he lorst his fust wife a twelve- 
month back he lorst the only means 0’ support he ‘ad, an’ vo bin is 

lties ever since, the correct way to put it ‘ud be—'ow can 


differcu 


remMall 


the 


peding legislation on all other bills, and rendering 
precarious indeed the prospects of a satisfactory session. 
* » * 

As the whole of the H. R. B. is prejudged on both sides, Mr. 
(‘aravel Williams’s motion to vote on all the remaining clauses without 
lebate, was commendable as a possibly serviceable way of making 
progress, 

* * * 

Majorities have been satisfactory, ministers conciliating, but nothing 

stops the shameful, shameless, and mischievous waste of time. 


+ * * 
The country will keep a wakeful and watchful eye upon it all. 
* * * 


The Lords, who try to justify their title to usefulness by now and 
then receiving a bill, passing a bill, or rejecting a bill, succeeded in 
passing a resolution about the appointment of magistrates subversive 
of that passed in the Commons, but the Lord C hancellor considers it 
his duty to act on the latter. 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


The Seven Licks. 
THE Curse of your Infancy : Co-lix. 
The Delight of your Youth: Fro-lix, 
The Bane of your Manhood: Pub-lix. 
The Season of your Courtship: Fe-lix. 
The Tongue of your Wife: Pro-lix. 
The Pleasure of your Holidays: Buco-lix. 
The Object of your Labours: Spondu-lix. 


Sometimes Right. 


THEY were in the garden. and theirre pressible asked, what were those 
articles? and they told him they were Dutch hoes; then he inquired 
where were the Balbriggan hose? Later he thought of all the flowers 
so rich and rare, the lily of the valley—mostly so, because it was the most 
valleyable one. They took him into the conserv: itory to look at some 
orchids, but he said he had three kids of his own, that was enough for 
a man to contemplate. And he went on asking to see the pink of 
fashion, and the mould of form, and talking of current events, until at 


last he said, “ Lettuce go and collect celery, if anybody will give us 
any, and then the y gave him beans, and now he puts his misfortunes 
down to his haug hty culture, 
Personable. 

THE Supreme ¢ of Virginia has decided that a woman is not & 

person Within tf meaning of the law, and therefore must not be 
i wed t practise as counsel in the courts. 

Kr Will’. ae We how W men an talk. this seems a bit roug! 
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COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
“PAGLIACCI” AT COVENT GARDEN. 


AUGUSTUS DRURIOLANUS COVENT GARDENENSIUS, a Popular Man- 
ager. SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage. 


AvGusTus. Is not this mine old acquaintance, Squintilius 
Strabismus, commonly known as the Cock-Eyed Philosopher? Sir, 
you are welcome to 
the Temple of Song, 
in your very going 
out of it. But what 
is that I see upon 
your shirt-front, O 
learned contemner 
of clean linen? 
Methinks it is a 
diamond, and of the 
first water. 

STRABISMUS. 
Why, y’are right in 
your very wrong: 
ness, good mine 
host, for it is a tear, 
There let it stay, to 
show that I, who 
have wept it, will 
not be ashamed of 
it. A touch of 
Nature drew it from 
mine eyes; to the 
thrilling of the 
chord that is strung 
in every human 
bosom, whether 
covered by a shirt- 
front immaculate, 
or a rag of foul 
flannel, this jewel 
was born. Aye, fine madams sobbed in their boxes to-night, and 
distinguished dandies snivelled in the stalls. At what’ The capers 
of “ Pagliacci”’ Punchinello, with his chalked face, his flapping neck- 
frill, his absurd blouse and comic continuations, A’ was jealous, poor 
soul—for that Nedda, the cruel Columbine, had given her love to another, 
a vainglorious villager, Silvio by name, That night, and for ever, she 
had promised to be his—the faithless one—and forgetful of old-time 
troths, 7a, la! I can hum the phrase; your composer’s music is as 
eatching from throat to throat as diphtheria. 

AUG. What thought you of the mise en scene? | 

STRABIS8, Worthy of the head that planned—the hand that directed. 
And both head and hand, I prophesy, will be rewarded : the one with 
a new wreath of laurels, the other with much gold. Pactolean streams 
should water such enterprise, and will, or my name is not Squintilius 
Strabismus, 

AUG. What? Then you think the public appreciate such cates ’ 

STRABIS. As trout real flies after the angler’s imitations of fur, 
wool and feather. Oh, go on in the way you have opened tous! Be 
the Pioneer of the New Lyric School! Give us Mascagni and Leon- 
cavallo, and others like them—if others are to be found, Our ears 
have drunk deep of their medodies ; our souls are stained with rainbow 
hues ; our eyes are glutted with colour, life and movement ; our sides 
ache with drollery ; our souls with passion and despair. Life is a 
tragi-comedy at best, a comic-tragedy at worst. The line dividing the 
picturesque from the grotesque is so narrow as to be almost impc1 
ceptible. Mirth has its tears, grief its laughter. The best of human 
beings are bad in spots, as the bad are good in patches. 5o, huzza for 
motley! henceforth it shall be my only wear. Farewell, great King 
of Stage-carpenters, Supervisor of Supers, Inventor of Effects, Pro- 
jector of Pantomimes, Designer of Dramas, Elaborator of Operas! 
May thy shadow never grow less! Presider over petulant Prima- 
Donnas, genial Tyrant of Tenors, Vale, rale! §o long! 





Old Saws Reset.—No. 8. 


THERE was a man and he was mad,— 
His name, we'll say, was Gibsen ; 

And he declaimed—that was his “ fad ""— 
The purity of Ibsen. 

The master's filth, he said, was sweet,” 
For “innerness ’ none match’d him, 

His works for maidens’ study meet— 
Whereat they Colney-Hatch’d him. 


as YOU Was a-COMIN 


HUN. 247 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 10. 
(A BALLADE OF BIRMINGHAM.) 
(* Brummagem, Brummagem,'all is Brummagem,” saith the Pessimist. ) 


LOVE! pray what is Love but a dream, 
A phantom, a vision, a show 
Of things that are not as they seem. 
A knowledge that folly may know, 
A fictitious fanciful glow, 
A fool's cap to fit every brow? 
To Love I am colder than snow— 
They make it in Birmingham now. 


Hope! say, what is Hope but a theme, 
For him who in falsehood would grow ? 
Misleading and impudent stream 
That springs from the mountains of woe, 
Through stonier deserts to flow— 
‘Its use I of course will allow ’’— 
You goose! I must answer you, “ Bo! 
They make it in Birmingham now.” 


Faith! ah, what is Faith but a beam 
Of light, that must flicker and go 
In days of progression and steam ? 
It was, it has vanished; and so 
l'o hold it be cautious and slow. 
lhe “ wherefore?” the “why?” and the “ how ! ' 
Belief have so taken in tow, 
hey make it in Birmingham now, 
L’ ENVO!I, 
The Pessimist ! what but a foe 
lo man can he be, to endow 
The world with opinions so low, 
They make them in Birmingham now ? 


Passing Observations. 
r'HE best voice of all for singing coster songs is a barrow-tone. 
- . > 
Many persons live in fats; many others make a living out of them. 
aa - * 
A painter need never starve, so long as he produces palette-able 
pictures, 









































THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


Miss Caroline.—“ I have no coppers. I’m sorry.” 
Ur. Birch.—“ Don't mention it,'m. My fault, 'm, for not knowin 
"’ } - " iv an’ not gett n’ chanye for A fi’ pun 
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FUN'S FASHION PLATE FOR JUNE 


TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONH. 
GRIEVANCES GALORE! 
THe Britisn PuBLic’s FAITHFUL FRIEND (entering in a rush 


and a rage). Whirr!... Put me on to Number One, Messrs. 


Fate & Co., Limited.... Thanks.... 

FATE & Co, Are you there? 

THE B. P's F. F. Yes 

F. & Co, And who the dener are you ? 

THE B. P's F. F, Iam the trusty friend of my loyal fricnds, the 
british Public, 

F. & Co. Well, what can we do for you? 

THE B, P’s F. F. Oh, it doesn’t matter about me. Rather say, what 
can you do for them? .,. Or better still, what hare you done for them ’ 

F.& Co, What do you mean? Who are you getting at? 

TRE B. P's F. F. You! Don't think J fear you! J fear no foe, 
either in shining or rusty armour. If I can serve my friends that’s al 
I want. And s0 

F. & Co. All right! Keep your coxcomb on! What's your (or 
rather their) grievance ? 

THE B. P’s F. F. Put it in the plural, {f you please. Why, look here ’ 
Take, for instance, these Jerry-builiders! They're at it again, all over 
the shop—wrecking people's health and comfort, and causing houses 
to tumble about our ears, and all in spite of the Metropolitan Building 
Act that was todo so much. And worse, copings and frontages are 
falling about in different quarters of London, killing and maiming 
men, women and children galore ! 

F. & Co. Well, that is- 








THE B. P's F, F. Besides which, pe ple are being p isoned either 
for life, or to death, by all kinds of food and drink. While as to the 
drinks sold, at terribly exorbitant prices, on race-courses and the bars 


allad ‘ an mer that 
f certain so-called places of amusement, its tha 
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F. & Co. Steady, old friend! Not so much vile-ence! Anything 
else ? 

THE B, P's F. F. Anything el—— Great Scotness! as if it wasn’t 
enough to have Mewis Lorris pitchforked on to us as next Laureate ; 
here are all the latest book-writers and playmakers selecting subjects of 
‘‘Fleshliness” and “ Animalism” whether they can treat them properly 
or not ; so much s0, that many would-be respectable members of society 
are afraid to bring a new book into their houses, or to book seats for the 
play, lest their young folk should think the former as fresh from 
Evilbad Street and the latter either a Bagnio or a Dissecting Room ! 

F. & Co. H’m—yees ; but-—— 

THE B. P’s F. F. Also, here are several Female Savages, behaving 
in a manner that must make our rude Amazonian visitors blush a 
deeper brown—for they (the F.S’s), being evidently related to the 
late Un-natural Hiss-torical animals at the Imperial Institute, have 
been going around, or writing in papers to the effect that they are 
yearning for the speedy Death and Burial of Mr. Gladstone, who (they 
thank Heaven) ‘‘ cannot possibly live much longer!” 

F. & Co. Well, you see 

THE B. P’s F. F. Moreover, here are our so-called “ pugilists’ 
behaving in their ‘contests’? like drunken mice, and even more 
shamelessly than ever, giving proof of their having arranged to cut the 
“purse” up! Why, the other night, at The Irrational Snorting 
Club 

F, & Co. Don’t! I’m rather bilious this morning. Go on to 
something else—anything but that. 

THE B. P’s F. F. Well, take another case. Just listen to these new 
proposals, made at the Kast-North-South-Westminster Union a few days 
ago, with regard to Outdoor Relief. Here are just a few: No Outdoor 
Relief to be given to an able-bodied man or woman (no matter how 
workless or foodless, mark you!) No Outdoor Relief for men under the 
age of forty-five, able to be removed to the Workhouse. No Outdoor 

telief to women who were deserted, or whose husbands were in prison : 
and so on, and so on, and all proposed by a Clergyman, too }| 

F.& Co. Ha! ha! What 

THE B. P’s F. F. And also, I wish to call your attention to the fact 
that a mass of so-called Opposition ‘*Gentlemen,” especially from 
Birmingham, in Parliament now o’ nights, * Boo!” and “ Yah!” and 
shriek and yell! and in every way interrupt and strive to annoy those 
with whom they disagree—and especially Mr, Glad 

F, & Co, Look here, chappie, your long speeches are putting the 
wire to a severe strain, so we must cry off. Meanwhile, as you have 
complained on behalf of the B, P. to our firm, because we are supposed 
to arrange and purvey all these grievances, let me urge upon you to 
urge upon them that all this is entirely their own fault for standing 
it! Also, that they wouldn’t stand it if they were not Quintuple-distilled 
Idiots, Let them do as you have often suggested, rise in their might, 
and—— 

THE B. P’s F. F, Forsooth, thou’rt right. Fate! It shall be done— 
and J will go 

Mk. BRUMMAGEM (entering to the B. P’s F. F's end of the wire). 
No, you don’t! What ho! Without there! my cringing myrmidons ! 
Arrest that man! Or rather, that Nobleman, for the Royal Birthday 
Honours have made him Sir Fun, Bart! Away with him to tho Bar 
of the House, for Breach of Privilege in guying us Gladstone-Guyers 
just now! [ kvit FUN, guarded, but defiant. 
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The Modern Pugilism. 

INTO the ring, like a valiant knight, 

Kach of the pugilists stepped : 
ut, or ever the moment had come for fight, 
they looked to left and they looked to right, 
And their checks grew pale as with wild affright, 

And they fell on the floor, and wept ; 
And wailed in unison, * Cry you grace, 
But we cannot spar in so strange a place !” 


Low lisped each squire, as his knight he raised, 
Sut the gist of his words we caught : 
‘‘ Nay now, my liege lord, are ye downright crazed 
That ye let these flats, who your power have praised 
And have backed you largely, behold you dazed ? 
Shall their confidence come to naught ?”’ 
And the champions wriggled like fish on land, 
Wriggled and writhed and refused to stand ! 


sut at length, aroused by the umpire's roar, 
They explained their mistrust and fear : 
‘We have been so used, for a year or more, 
To practise our prowess in brutal war 
On the outer side of a tavern door, 
With a larrikin mob to cheer, 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART XXIII, 


“THAT'S right, M’ria,” the landlord observed, paternally, as the 
miserable woman, using the baby apparently as a battering-ram, half 
dragged, half hustled her sodden spouse into the open air; “tyke ’im 
aw'y. E’s spent orl ‘is money, an’ we don’t want ’im ‘ere. Wot's 
for you, sir?” 

He leaned across the counter and adjusted a large greasy smile to 
the size of his face, which was also large and greasy. 

“You have,” I said, throwing down twopence to pay for the beer I 
was firmly determined not to drink, “ you have a cataleptic gentleman 
here, whose case has created a great 
deal of interest ?”’ 

The landlord’s large face lost its 
smile. He knocked on the counter 
with the bottom of a pint pot and 
roared for “ Chally,” who appeared, 
in the person of a smutty-faced 
DOY. 

“’Ere you! Go and wake up 
Professor Pargeter—’e’s asleep in 
the club-room—an’ tell ’im ’ere’s a 
vent come to look at the catalepser.” 
Chally vanished. Turning to me, 
the landlord resumed: “The Pro- 
fessor’s the medical gent wot 
watches the case. °E keeps the 
key of the room where Old Snooz- 
elum—we calls the catalepser Old 
Snoozelum by way of a joke— 
‘angs out, You'll ’ave to pay a 
bob to see ’im—it’s wrote up 
there.” 

He indicated a fly-blown notice- 
card stuck up on the shelf behind 
him among the bottles, and yawnei, 
comprehensively, as if to indicate 
satiation with the novelty my soul 
thirsted to see. 

‘We've ’ad ’im a long time,” 
he said, checking the yawn—which 
threatened to partly decapitate 
him—with one huge, dingy paw, 
‘‘an’ the public intress is fallin’ 
orf more than a bit. At first it was 
nothink but ‘urry-scurry, with 
newspaper gents—as are gen’rally 
a thusty lot—an’ bettin’ gents, as 
is a thustier—an’ the common 
yerd, pushin’ an’ scramblin’ to get 
at ‘im, and nab locks of ’is ‘air 
for keepsakes, or chip bits orf of ’is 
features—as they would ’a’ done if 
we ’adn’t kep’ a sharp look-out——” I pointed to my untasted 
beer, as he paused, expressively, and, emptying the pewter at a single 
gulp, he went on: “ But that was weeks an’ weeks ago, an’ ’e ain't no 
nearer wakin’ up than ’e was at the beginnin’, to jedge by his looks. 
An’ me an’ my missus are gettin’ sick of the ‘ole lay. Out o’ pocket 
for the rent o ’is room, for one think—as ’e can't 
‘e wakes: an’ the Professor—'is actin’ manager, as ‘e calls ‘isself— 
keeps a tight ’old on the box.” 

‘The box)” I repeated. 

“Ah!” the landlord nodded solemnly. ‘Wen fust ‘e come yeer, 
we nailed a money box—'Orspital Sund’y size—to the wooden mankel- 
piece at the ‘ead of ’is bed, because I don’t take no ‘count of professors 
or actin’ managers—I've rubbed up agin’ that kind o’ cattle afore. 
He buttonholed me across the counter with a dirty finger, and went 
on, breathing samples of his own stock upon me, and blinking in the 
light of the single flaming gas-jet, like a kind of featherless owl. 
“Nails it on the chimbley-piece, we does. And every individual as 
comes to see the catalepser, ’e drops ‘is bob into that box—to which 
there ain’t no key, but to open you must take an’ bu’st it with a poker 
or sich, And me and the Professor each has a key to the room, but 
neither of us ain’t to enter it without the other—unless ’e can. 
But the Professor ‘e's too fly for me; and I'm too ‘anky for ‘im, if it 
comes to that.’ He laid his bulbous forefinger against his bulbous 
nose ; he winked a wink of alcoholic significance, as the door of the little 
bar-parlour opened and the Professor appeared upon its threshold. 

My first impression was, that the reporter of the Sunday Telegraph 
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that the Professor had, in a manner of speaking, gone to seed since the 
decline of those flowery days of popular patronage which had greeted 
the first appearance, in public, of the Cataleptic Wonder. 

_ He wore no shining suit of professional black, but a tweed shooting 
jacket, villainously greasy and out at elbows, anda pair of short brown 
trousers from which protruded a pair of large feet in dirty striped socks, 
garnished with soiled red morocco slippers. He was innocent of linen ; 
wore a pink handkerchief knotted tightly about his coarse neck, and 
an oleaginous black velvet smoking cap on the back of his large shaggy 
head. When I add that his cheeks and chin bristled with a beard of 
several weeks’ growth; that his nose was intlamed from the same 
causes that induced redness in the landlord’s, and that he appeared to 
have slept in his clothes for a protracted period, I have, to all intents 
and purposes, completed the description of Professor Pargeter. 

“This yeer,” said the landlord, indicating me with a wave of a 
dirty hand, “is the gent as ‘as 
called to see our Cataleptic Wonder. 
Sir——name unknowed" (with a 
gleam of humour) — “ Professoi 
Pargeter,” 

The Professor bowed, and gen- 
teely repressing an imminent 
hiceough, said: “'Stremely 
gladsher meeshim—shooah! 
Sharge ’ (witha tremen lous effort), 
“wunshillun !” 

[ produced a shilling from my 
waistcoat pocket. The landlord 
lifted up the zine-covered counter 
flap and invited me to pass into the 
bar. I did so, without one intui- 
tion—oh, fool !—of what was about 
to befall, The Professor, with some 
difficulty, executed a right-about- 
face: I fell into rank behind him : 
the landlord, after hailing * Chally” 
and bidding him mind the bar, 
fell in behind me, and away I 
was marched like a theatrical cap- 
tive, between two guards, on the 
way to execution, We cre ssed the 
dirty little parlour back of the bar, 
fell out of a narrow doorway down 
three steps, climbed = six, and 
paused upon a dark little strip of 
landing about the size of a tea 
tray. A key rattled in the lock—a 
door swung back. I had penetrated 
to the interior of the casket which 
contained the Cataleptic Wonder, 

The room was small and close, 
containing nothing but a small bed- 
stead,a chair, and achest of drawers, 
Upon the bedstead was stretched 


1, HEL. a recumbent figure, the death-like 
rigidity of which caused me a 
momentary shudder. Such light as 


made its way into the chamber was filtered through a dirty white 


window blind, so that, while broad generalities were to be distin- 


guished, details remained unseen. 

‘You shee beforyou,” began Professor Pargeter, balancing himself 
in an upright position and carefully extending an indicatory right 
arm towards the inanimate subject of his lecture, ‘wunsha mosh— 
moshramarshable cash—caseshonrecordish of condish’, cashalepsh, 
protrash’—protrash forperiod near!’ twomunsh—hic ! | 

‘‘ Doorin’ which time,” said the landlord's voice from behind me, 
repeating what was evidently a familiar formula, “the subjec’ ‘as not 
partook of no nourishment wotever, If you was to fire cannons in ‘Is 
yeer, or insert ‘airpins in his body, sich heffiks would be inadekit to 
arouse ‘im from ‘is happythetic condishun.” 

“You will perapshask,” resumed the Professor, who seemed to 
resent the landlord's interference, “ whesh no injoosh resush mi’—mi’ 
beantishipash from sho prorracted periosh abshinensh ’ Medical shiensh 
ansh No! NO!” He nearly tilted himself over with the violent stress 
he laid on the negative. “I repeash, No!” 

“ Beyond a wisible wastin’ of the hadipost ‘issues,” continued the 
landlord. from behind, “ wich materially increases the attentooation of 
the subjec’, an’ the pallig yew of ‘is features, there is nothin’ to shrink 
from in the haspik of the Cataleptic Wonder. There ig even majisty 
in ‘is calm attitood, remindin’ to the observer of Napolyum at Saint 
'E wears a smile upon ‘is lips, as though revertin’ in his 


‘Eleener. ' Or i 
dreams to the ‘appy days of child 00d," . oo 
“Can't you draw up the biin 1?" Tsaid. “I can gee nothing plainly. 

p (To be continue d.) 
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She.—“Dip you SEE Miss MASHAM ON THE PARADE THIS MORNING? I HEAR THAT ALTHOUGH SHE WAS THE BELLE OF THE 


BEASON, SHE IS NOT YET ENGAGED.” 
Fle.—" WELL, YOU SEF, NO ONE SEEMED TO LOOK UPON HER A& A WEDDING BELLE——” 
She—“ AND THEREFORE REFRAINED FROM GIVING HER EVEN AN ENGAGEMENT J?21NG.” 


“My Home Rule Dutch.” In the midst of party strife, Riddle-Me-Riddle-Me-Ree. 
, ' Such a fait l t ife ) ' 
(SEE CARTOON.) rach & fa hfu sort of lif RIDDLE.—I have never broken a single 
Mr. Gladstone and his Home Rule lead ; : ie bres titel st 
T te = sone of wide reno’ eee a record in pedestrianism, yet I am the mo 
HERES & song of wide renown Each to the other still is true , . 
, ic-hall f , , , ms , celebrated Walker of the day. 
In the music-halls of town, Whatsoe'er the Tories do, pn Mr. Tool ’ 
Which you're sure to know at least by name And upon their way rejoicing they proceed. a cows 
(I confess with great regret Can't you fancy him, then, ringing RIDDLE.—Of what I spell forwards you 
That I've not myself, as yet, . With her virtues, and a-singing, can never have what I spell backwards. There 
Heard — expound the same.) Like the coster, of their love that’s love indeed ? are truth, justice, and £. s, d. on the face of 
v Here a coster, a ee ‘We've been together for many a month, me, and within me immeasurable delight, 
| That is voted very pretty, An’ it don’t seem a day too much; ANSWER.—* FUN.” 
Tells about the girl who set his heart aflame There ain't a Bill a-livin’ in the ’ouse 
Ere they were married in the days long past ; As I'd swop for my Home Rule Dutch.” RIDDLE.—When you buy me you take me 
But their love has survived Time's touch, fora two-wheeler : but try me, and egad! I’m 
He loves her more and more as the vears roll by, PROUSERS are like charity, in that they a three-wheeler. 


And he calls her his own Old Dutch! cover a multitude of shins, ANSWER.—Cycle. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
OPERA 
e COMIQUE 
(morning ). 
. —** Look at 
the hangman,” 
says Maypole 
Hugh, in 
‘Barnaby 
Rudge” (when 
the official 
alluded to is 
about to suffer 
the extreme 
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THE OPERA COMIQUE.—* His 'Eye-ness |” 


penalty of the law)—* look at the hangman when 
it’s brought home to him!” This is not the place, 
nor am | the person, to enter into the merits or 
demerits of the libretto of His Highness, a (more 
) comic opera produced here on Tuesday 
With regard to its merits (if any), 
modesty would necessarily 
keep me dumb, ¥ hile, as Musical Critie(109.) 
to its demerits, self- _uGood gracious! 
complacency would act can't I have my after- 
equally as a deterrent, %00nstomyselfnow?” 
Enough for me to fling 
myself upon my knees and shriek for mercy— 
enough for you to remark, “ See the hangman” 
(otherwise the dramatic-critic) “ when it’s 
brought home to him!” 
* ” > 

The music, if I may say so—for here also I 
must tread tip-toe—is in many respects well 
adapted for its purpose—light, sparkling and 
characteristic, and with no pretensions above 
its station as light opera. It was handicapped 
by a band, itself handicapped by want of 
rehearsal, a quality observable in the whole 
production. Of the untiring energy of every 
individual member of the company, from star 
to call-boy, it is impossible to speak too highly. 
This is letting you alittle behind the scenes, 
but I have been strongly impressed by the 
cheerful good nature and ready self-sacrifice of 
everybody concerned, under circumstances 
the adversity of which no outsider can have 


any conception, 
oe) 4 . 
A™®e 
i s, 


oT less 


morning last. 





THE OPERA COMIQUE.— 
The lost land (Atlantis). 
Can it be Ireland 7 


Coming to the performers, I think we have 
in Mr. Thomas Reynolds a comedian of the 
near future; he possesses a ready and unob- 
trusive humour. Miss Marie Faudelle adds toa 
charming presence a bright manner, a foot 
light in the dance, and a vocal ability, which 
is a refreshing novelty in a party of the 
soubrette order. Miss Jessie Bradford, another 
handsome young lady, sang sweetly and well 
some music not without its trying qualities, 
Madame Amadi, it is almost needless to say, 
yave strength and backbone to everything in g& 
which she was concerned, even triumphing 
over a band several degrees out of tune! Miss — 
Beaumont Loveday played prettily as the - ee ere to be) 
Princess, but was unable to do justice to oN SVORERS—-ABG her 
herself, in consequence of a bad throat—a mis- 


lortune under which Miss Constance Adair also suffered. 
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more than an idea of acting, and Mr. Templar Saxe, whose brightness 
and gallant bearing on the stage are of conspicuous value, each 
obtained well-earned encores for their songs, and 
Messrs. Vigay (a good Baron), L. F. Chapuy, and 
Ampfield, and Miss Amy Loveday (a pretty 
Vivandiére) filled in corners with loyalty and 
“despatch.” As a final reflection, I may advance the 
opinion that every dramatic critic should have at 
least one piece produced at a matinée; it has a 


7 
4 chastening influence ! 
tf ~, 






- . ~ 
) The above performance was in aid of the funds of 
| ey, the Poplar Hospital, and another performance for the 
\ ‘ 4% same charity will take place (has done by this time) 
o— on the evening of the 17th. Mr. T. Malby-Haddow’s 
_T. R. EVERY- Atlantis will be re-presented, and I hope next week 
ee to report the success it appears destined for. 
stalls, * * * 

Drury LANE.—The great Comédie Francaise are 
(or is) amongst us; toa brilliant audience which crammed the floor 
of Old Drury (turned for the 
nonce into one phalanx of stalls) 
did they (on Monday week) pre- 
sent first Les Plaideurs, a satire 
on lawyers, and secondly, La 
Malade Imaginaire, a “ toucher 
up” of doctors. The acting, in 
its style, a sort of high-class con- 
ventionality, was as brilliant as 
the audience, and eminently en- 
joyable. A change of bill each 
evening will render the busy 
critic a sort of permanent inmate 

















DRURY LANE.— 
Chambermaid.— 
“ Your bed is in No. 
6, sir. I'll see that 
you're called at ¥ 
o'clock, sir.” 


of the Nationa! 
Theatre ; he may 
as well bring his 
bed and cooking 
apparatus with 
him, and I’ve no 
doubt Sir 
Augustus will 
have chamber- 
maids laid on, 
who will see that 
the said critic 
does not over- 
sleep himself ! 
a 7 

THE TRAFAL- 
GAR (morning). 
—Miss Annie Rose’s matinée of St. Ronan’s Well witha happy ending, 
had many points of excellence. Miss Rose’s own 
performance of Miss Mowbray was, like 
Douglas, “ tender and true,” if sometimes erratic 
in its tones; Miss Alexis Leighton wasa capital 
Meg Dods, her Scotch accent Al. Miss Clare 
Pauncefort and Mrs. Edward Saker were also 
good. I doubt if the play would be a draw, 
however. 





settling down in Drury Lane. 


” * a 


NODS AND WINKS.—Daly’s Theatre will open 
directly, and then we shall be able to consider 
the clever company which bears his name (with 
Miss Rehan at its head) as one of our own 
institutions. Mr. Scott has written an opening 
address, which the lady will deliver on the 
auspicious occasion.—The summer is warmly 
upon us; it is to be observed that the tourist 
suit has once more put in its appearance in the 
stalls of the theatres. This is refreshing, 
suggesting, as it does, sandy shores, moun- 
tain heights decks of steamers, and breezy 
things generally —Darid Garrick has been 
revived at the Criterion. Mr. Wyndham plays 


Liat ye , witt ; . re 





THE TRAFALGAR.— 
St. Ronan’s Well.—That s 
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For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR 
AND MusIc-HALL CONSUMPTION, 


(V.B.—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
A WARBLE FOR WALTONIANS, 
(Or, a Carol for the Closing of Close-time.) 


LIKE all Englishmen worthy the name, 
I’m a sportsman from crown unto toe, sirs ; 
And of all British sports, why, Z claim 
That Angling most pleasure can show, sirs! 
Your Hunting I love, like the rest, 
And gladly cry “ Yoicks!” with a pack, sirs 
But Angling I follow with zest— 
Like Walton I deem it the best— 
So a tale I'll unfold 
(Which is very soon told) 
Of a Jaunt that I had for a Jack, sirs. 


CHORUS, 
Ho! the Angler can plod, 
With his line and his rod, 
Away from the World and its wrangling ; 
If you want to be calm 
And enjoy Nature's balm, 
By Izaak, there’s naught to beat Angling ! 


Having heard of a fish on the feed, 
In a hole near old Thingamy’s mill, sirs, 
Off I trotted o’er What’s’isname’s mead, 
Screwed up with a dence of a will, sirs. 
I’d scarce on the hook put my bait, 
When up came a great hulking bull, sirs, 
But I gave him aknock on the pate 
Which made him skip over the gate. 
He looked scared at my scorn 
Of the tip of his horn— 
Z cared not—of Hope I was full, sirs. 


FUN. 255 





A PESSIMIST. 


Visitor (of inquiring mind ).—* WHAT DO YOU DO WITH THE DONKEYS WHEN IT /s\'7 THE SEASON?’ 
Gloomy Owner.—“ DO WITH 'EM? BILES 'EM DOWN FUR SOUP, AND GLAD TO GIT IT!” 


FAMILY 


CHORUS, 
So again I threw out, 
As that bull tacked about, 
And I sang as he stopped from mere mangling, 
“Oh! if you'd be calm, 
And absorb Nature's balm, 
By the Pisces you'll have to go Angling!” 


And again as my gudgeon I threw, 
Where Master Jack lay in the sedges, 
A big yelping cur came in view, 
Darting out from some neighbouring hedges ! 
For my finely-turned calf he made straight 
A really tremendous attack, sirs ! 
And the bull then came back through the gate, 
But I budged not, for Jack had my bait— 
I turned not dismayed, 
Sut my fish boldly played, 
And as they pulled me J pulled Jack, sirs! 


CHORUS, 
To their bites I cried “ Pish 
I'd my bite from my fish, 
And in half an hour “ Lucius” lay strangling. 
Which proves what I say, 
Jf you want a calm day 
There's nothing like going a-Angling! 


9 99 


A Gallant Society. 


LOVELY woman's getting on. She is not only a doctor nowadays 
and a Bachelor of Arts and other articles, but the Royal Geographical 
Society has formally recognised her as a Fellow, and an ordinary 
Fellow too, though the R. G.5., in evident perturbation, is saying it 
won't do it again, Still, FUN, who loves the ladies from the bottom of 
his big heart, and reciprocates fully their admiration for him, is of 
opinion that the Lady Globe Trotters, of whom our race is justly 
proud, will prove themselves in every respect to be Jolly Good 
Fellows, 
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ALL ABOUT THE NATIONAL REJOICING. 








mrs Snobbly Smith thinls & hard that domes 
tie Servants Jnould be debarved from F Payne 
ther tribute x aWectionate loyz alty, and accor ‘A 


mely — 8 a ‘Maid Servants Roy al Weddine 
| St taxa’ 


The emp! oyees of Messrs Gum and Gluepott voluntaraly! (2) 


subscribe quite a handsome Sum out of their hard earned wages 


for a Royal Wedding oft 
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Charming ! 

MEN are very often consistently faithful to their original estimate 
of women in spite of the lapse and changes of time. We have known 
instances of fair creatures who were regarded as enchantresses at the 
age of twenty being still spoken of as witches at seventy, 





Riddle-Me-Riddle-Me-Ree. 


RIDDLE.—To sit on second, and discuss a well-stocked first is a good 
idea for a Margate beano. Whole may be found in “ bread & cheese & 


kisses 
AN SWER.—’ Amper-sand, 
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a charming residence fit for any gentleman to livein? No, no, my 

lads! you mustn’t ’spect me to take a back seat, I can tell you. That's 

your place when I’m on hand, for it was neither of you chaps that 
' built the ’ouse. That ’ouseis mine. J built it. 


| While the PAINTER is speaking, enter an UPHOLSTERER. 


UPHOLSTERER. Well, you are a nice lot as ever I see, an’ no mistake ! 
Hh The idea of you fellows claiming the credit of building that there 

house! What sort of a place would it have been to live in, I should 
| like to know, without my work? The idea of any of you fellows 
having built the house is really too laughable! Why, it was ME that 
built it! J didit! JZ made it a place fit to live in! 


yy, While the UPHOLSTERER is speaking, enter a stout, self-confident 
e/| Li? Se | nY Pee looking GENTLEMAN, very elaborately dressed, with a heavy gold 
ae * = '- fp watch guard chain across his waistcoat. Comes forward with 
7; hoth hands in his trousers pockets, gingling his money, having 

heard the last part of the UPHOLSTERER’S speech. 

StouT GENTLEMAN. Now, now, my men! what’s all this wrangling 
about? What’s the matter in dispute, eh? 

ALL THE WORKMEN (at once). Why, they all say it was them as 
built the ’ouse, when they every one know, as well as I do, that it was 
ME as done it. 

STOUT GENTLEMAN. What! Built that house? Do you mean to 
say that you did? or you did it? or you did it? (addressing each 
man in his turn.) You stupid dolts! don’t you know who I am? 
(Here he touches his pocket and chinks his money.) Don’t you know 
who I am ?—Mr. Sovereign Cash, Esquire! Why, it was me that built 
the house! What could any of you have done without me, I should 
like |to know? Be off to your work, every one of you; and, for the 
future, give credit where credit is due. Don’t say it was you—or you 
—or you (addressing each of the workmen in turn) that built the house 
when you know very well that the whole thing was done by ME—ME, 
the Great Sovereign Cash, Esquire. Now, be off, every one of you, 
and let me hear no more of the rubbish as to who built the house. 
While SOVEREIGN CASH is speaking, enter the GARDENER, the 

BUTCHER, BAKER, COAL DEALER, and others, all joining in. 

Cuorvs. I did it, Weall did it; but 7 did the most !—lI did the 
most ! 

SOVEREIGN CASH. I did it. "Twas I did it, for I paid the cost ! 

[ At the end of chorus, SOVEREIGN CASH kicks all the others out. 


CURTAIN. 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 11. 
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“ Waiter, I’ve just found a false tooth in this lobster salad ! ” 
“ Lor’! how lucky as you found, it sir. ‘Twas loose, and it fell out 
o’ my mouth as I was coming upstairs, and I couldn’t find it nowheres!” 
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THE CAPITAL “I.” 


SCENE—A spacious park. Large, well-grown trees, Deer in the 
distance. Slightly tothe right, a handsome, newly-built mansion, 
with rich curtains at windows, indicating that the house is clabo- 
rately furnished in costly style. A beautiful garden in front, 
etc., etc. Enter a BRICKLAYER, whistling, lounging about with 
hands in his pockets and looking at the house, He shakes his 
head with great self-complacency, 


BRICKLAYER. Well, let them say what they will, that ‘ere’s a 
‘ansom’ ‘ouse. I ‘ave done something good this time. I don’t know 
as I ever built a 'andsomer 'ouse than that ’ere, an’ I’m proud on it. 


While he is speaking, enter a CARPENTER with a heary tool-bag over 
his shoulder, 

CARPENTER. What's that you say? You built that ‘ouse’? Well, 
that is good! What would your dirty brick walls ‘a’ been worth with- 
out my carpenteering I should like to know? Didn’t I put all the 
beams, an’ the floors, an’ the doors, an’ the window-frames, an’—an’ 
everything, in fact? Why, it’s my ‘ouse, an’ I built it; an’ you know 
that I built it. 


While the CARPENTER is speaking, enter a PLASTERER. 


PLASTERER. Well, mates, you appear to be settling it all very 
nicely—all in your own way, that is—and very satisfactory to your 
own selves, no doubt, but don’t you think you could spare just a leetle 
corner for me? I acknowledge (turning to the BRICKLAYER) you 
tumbled your dirty bricks together, and (turning to the CARPENTER) 
you put in the bits o’ sticks to keep the walls from tumbling down, 
but, may I ask, what was the ‘ouse worth afore I came? Who would 
‘ave come to live in it afore I covered up all your fine bricks an’ your 
gaping beams with my beautiful plaster, an’ made everythink smooth 
an’ clean like? No, no, mates! I think I may, with some justice, 
claim that that ’ouse is MINE; most certainly Z built it—lI did it. 

While the PLASTERER is speaking, enter a PAINTER AND GLAZIER. 

PAINTER. Come now, I like that! If ever I hear such cheek, may I be 
blowed! As if a ‘ouse could be anythink with only bricks and timber 
an’ a patch or two o' plaster stuck about the walls. Didn’t I put in 
all that beautiful glass, an’ paint an’ decorate all the doors an’ walls, 
an’, in fact, turned what was little better than an ugly, empty barn into 


VOR FPOPU LE, 
(TRIOLETS.) 


SHOUT! come and shout with the crowd ! 
Crowds must be right. Who can doubt it ? 
Do not be sullen or proud, 
Shout ! come and shout with the crowd ! 
Want to know? Oh! that’s allowed, 
One need know nothing about it. 
Shout ! come and shout with the crowd ! 
Crowds must be right. Who can doubt it 


See, what a noble parade ! 
Nothing but bunkum and banners? 
Hush! you are new to the trade— 
See, what a noble parade ! 
Spade? My good sir, not a spade— 
Implement. Where are your manners? 
See, what a noble parade ! 
Nothing but bunkum and banners? 


Demos at present is king, 

Cringe when you come to address him ; 
Incense and flattery bring, 
Demos at present is king. 
Dance for him, harp to him, sing! 

Is he not beautiful? Bless him! 
Demos at present is king, 

Cringe when you come to address him. 


In the Throes. 


‘ JOHN, dear!” cooed Mrs. Poeta Vernis, stealing into his sanctum. 
‘the butcher has brought his bill, and is clamouring——” 

“Get out, woman!” roared the gentle wooer of the gentle Muses. 
“Can't you see, confound you, that I am in the throes of com- 
position ?”’ 

“Oh, that’s your game, is it?” said Mrs. P. V., rather nettled. 
“Then, if you're going to turn nasty, I'll let you see that J’m in the 
throws of composition as well as yourself!” 

| And she throwed his composition out o' window : 
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OUTSIDE! 
AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSKY, 
PART XXIV. 


COMPLIANTLY the landlord creaked across the floor. The blind 
flapped and rotated on its roller. Daylight poured into the stuffy 
room, now first revealed to the observer in all its dinginess, and showed 
me.... lyingthere.... 

“ JOHNSON- WILLIAMS !” 

‘*Did you speak, sir?’’ queried the landlord, while the Professor, 
blinking in the light, like some unsavoury kind of night-bird, de- 
manded : 

‘*Whasheshay ?” 

I was fortunate enough to be able to hide my agitation—I was 
inventive enough to produce a lie. 

“T merely said, ‘Jerusalem!’ The 
gentleman looked so very — very 
lead |” 

‘“T ’arf b’lieve ’e his, sometimes! ”’ 
the landlord muttered, while the 
Professor admonished him in an 
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The next quarter of an hour was occupied with explanations, inter- 
rogations, and replies, We must have raised our voices incautiously, 
because, some minutes before the expiration of the purchased interval, 
heavy footsteps creaked cautiously upon the staircase and sto ped 
upon the landing, whilst heavy breathing sounded outside the door, 
which—the key having been left inside—I had locked. 

“The landlord,” I whispered to Johnson-Williams, “and Doctor 
George.”’ 

He bit his lips, and his thin face flushed. 

“We must face them and have it out, my dear Pegley,” he whis- 
pered. ‘Give me a minute to put my boots on, help me into my coat, 
for I feel a little weak and giddy” (it would have been queer, I 
thought, if he did not), “and then—unlock the door,” 

I did as he asked, and flipped off some of the dust that had accumu- 
lated upon the cornices, ledges and projections of his anatomy, with 
my pocket-handkerchief. I had hardly finished doing so, when a tre- 

, : mendous blow caused the door to 
quiver on its hinges. 

“Now then!” roared the land- 
lord, in stentorian accents, “ wot’s 
goin’ on in ’eer? Wot do you mean 
by lockin’ the bloomin’ door, an’ 
talkin’ to yourself like a Punch and 
Judy? If any ‘arm’s done to the 





equally audible aside : 

“ Shushup !” 

I seized the foot-rail of the bed- 
stead in both hands, and, with a 
mighty effort, steadied my whirling 
brain, and forced my thumping heart 
to beat less furiously. I turned to 
the two men. I addressed the in- 
ebriate Professor—the long-sought, 
but now discovered, Doctor George. 

“T am (I omitted to mention the 
fact before) a medical student.” 
This falsehood, framed on the spur 
of the moment, was fated to be the 
last of the series, ‘The case is ex- 
tremely interesting, and I should 
like to examine the subject more 
closely. If you will consent to leave 
me alone with him for the space 
of twenty minutes, I will put into 
this box upon the mantelpiece”— 
towards which the landlord directed 
an expressive eye—‘‘ten shillings 
instead of the single one which you 
are accustomed to charge to visitors.” 

Professor Pargeter and the land- 
lord looked at one another. 

“Pri shafe,” the Professor com- 
mented. ‘ Bosh nailsh shimpiece !”’ 

“And the winder nailed up,” re- 
joined the landlord, “as was done to 


purvent any outside party, as took a 
interest in the inside of the Cataleptic Wonder’s collectin’ box, gettin’ 


in that way one fine night. So we're safe in sayin’ twenty minnits be 
it. For ten bob!” 

“ Allri’!” agreed the Professor. He reeled, the landlord rolled, out 
of the room and shut the door. 

Left alone, I walked to the bedside. I gazed upon the corporeal 
tenement of the friend I had betrayed. He was unchanged, though 
perceptibly thinner; and though it was evident he had not been 
dusted for some time, there were no marks of rough usage on his face 
or person. His boots stood upon the chest-of-drawers, as if they had 
been a curious pair of fossils; his shabby coat hung over a chair ; his 
linen had yellowed with the passage of time; his nickel watch chain 
had tarnished for want of rubbing; but it was the same old Johnson- 
Williams. Should I leave him to his fate? I argued with my evil 
demon, as I stood by his bedside. Should I go upon my heartless 
way 7—crown my treachery by marrying Gwendollen and being happy 
ever afterwards ?—for in the poetical justice of remorse I had ceased 
to believe! Or should I call him back to himself; restore all that 
Fate and I had taken from him; be best man at his wedding, and die 
eventually of a broken heart within a decent interval? I don’t know 
how long I should have gone on revolving the pros and cons of the 
question. I don’t know which side of the balance would have kicked 
the beam had not Johnson-Williams saved me the trouble by sneezing 
violently and opening his eyes. In another instant he sat up, regarded 
me intently, and exclaimed, as he held out his hand : 

“You see I was right. I KNEW you could not be a villain, my dear 
Pegley, in spite of all your assertions to the contrary. And now tell 


‘ 
where I am. and h 








uu managed to trace me to my—in point of 





Catalepser, you'll ’ave to pay for it. 
l)’yeer? Come out o’ that, afore | 
busts in the door!” Another thump. 
‘Come out, you meddlin’ young 
Sawbones!”’ 

I glanced at Johnson-Williams. 
He was standing, lank, tall and 
upright, at the foot of the bed. His 
fists were clenched ; his lips set 
with unusual sternness. Perhaps the 
thought of Gwendollen inspired him 
—Gwendollen, in the baker’s shop 
over the way, waiting for me; won- 
dering at my delay; guessing what 
caused it. I swallowed down the 
lump that rose in my throat at the 
recollection. In obedience to a nod 
from my friend—who seemed to as- 
sume the lead, quite naturally—I 
unlocked the door and threw it open. 
I anticipated an inrush and prepared 
to receive it, without pausing to cal- 
culate the effect the appearance of 
the Cataleptic Wonder, revivified 
and on his legs, might have upon the 
landlord of the Pink Lion and Pro- 
fessor Pargeter. 

The effect was a magnificent one. 
With a wild yell of horror, the 
Professor, who pot-valiantly led the 
charge, bounded backwards, upset- 
ting the landlord, who followed close upon his heels. They must have 
rolled together down the six steps that led to the room, for going out 
upon the landing and looking down, I saw them lying in a very 
tangled condition at the bottom. 

“Come,” I said hurriedly to Johnson-Williams, ‘ We must run for 
it.” I prepared to lead the way, but he stopped me. 

“T do not leave this place, my dear Pegley, after all I have undergone 
in it—without my property.”—( Zu be continued.) 
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Reticence. 

I HAVE a friend ; she’s “ smart, no end 
A fetching little “ widdy,” 

With little sighs and glancing eyes, 
She’s just a trifle giddy. 

Her sidelong gaze and “ flirty’ 
(Of wickedness they savour) 

Make every man do all he can 
To get into her favour. 


I have a pal (the Saucy Sal 
Enjoys him as a middy), 

I said, “ He's graced with much good taste, 
He ought to know this widdy.” 

I brought, with glee, that pal, that he 
My luck might have a re of. 

He said but this: “ She’s not a-miss"— 
Which I was quite aware of, 
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A TuRN for Music: Making use of the handle of a barrel-organ, 
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Wneed a new rig out if they 
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sent at ? * ‘ * 
has been figuring off again with a lot of flourish, big with 
etermination, that the Home Rule Bill shall never pass; trumpeting 
rior ind par r, perhaps, that by blowin 
] f LV ¢ Iilis 
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7 4 , } e what he can scarcely 
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msto! t ter ful 
* * * 
Why not let the pul as it likes’ Those who want the holiday, 
t them take it, and those who want to see let them see, 
° ° ° 
Allusions were also made to subseriptions being sought for in 
elementary scho fora Ww ling present, which certainly seems rather 
poor, paltry, pettifoyging kind of beggars’-petition way of going 
bout to r tl ren’s pence, or their ] t money, f 
u .p i * > * 
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! Right into renown with its Lavender 
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Un-Common Scents! 


AH | as wise as the cutest 


were ye 
Yea, if ye had scents 
(O, ladies and gents !) 

You'd have nought but the perfume called Cr 

Tis solu by the Crown Co., which also now vau 


, 
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) — . 
Apple Blossoms. 
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TELL-TALES PER TELEPHONE. 
THE SEX AROUSED AGAIN, 


WOMEN (or rather, ITady) WRITERS, ORATORESSES, ETC.. ETC. 
Whirrrr!. . . Whirrrr! (impatiently) Whirrrr! . .. Now then, 
young man. are you there? 

YOUNG MAN (at other end of wire). Yes. yes! of course! Good 
gracious! what’s the matter? Has Lord Salisbury made another 
muddle of his Anti- Home Bale Speeches, by saying all England only 
wants to put Ireland under the ocean? or has there been an agitation 
to get the St tarving Waifs Pres: Strays of L Mion to club together to 
present a Service of Plate he R val Couple? or has—— 

WOMEN. idence young man! How dare you? We came here to 





Y. M. Beg pardon. Now y ju men- 
tion that you're ladies, it of course 
follows that you want to talk a little 


—s 


yourselves. 
WoMEN. Enough, Impudent Tele- 
pi honist. List to us! W e want to 
know why such a dead set is being 
made against our sex again. 
Y. M. Great Scotness! It wasn't 
me! Hasa anyone dare:| 


Ww s) MEN N Dared ? Yes, indeed ! 





But thev shall rue it. All sorts of 
S0-Caiied in ple 4 c 3 urnals hav 
+ =~ ¥ e 
written scothngly—or as scoting!ly 
Q +r ,y / ? Y Y y I. + 
as ad 47e€u on 3E i i re iS 
f (Feminine) Reason and y of 
(Femini ne) Soul at tl Criterion. 
Remarks were made as to our dresses 
(a privilege we reserve ex sively 
for satirising each other. il) 
snitings were expressed at oul 
speeches (and surely WOMAN can 


talk aS Well as mere man): aisoa 


our not being able to wolf up as 


" } - «€ ‘ . ve + . é ‘ 
much drink as male diners can; and 
1 , : | ’ 

+ + . “wT na _¢ t " bv gay | 
at tnose of our numobel tha ~mMmOKR@U 


the simple cigarette! as though the 
soothing weed (ugh!) were not as 
free to Us, the Sex, as to the Un- 
pettic mated Creature ot 

Y. M. Yes, but surely 

WoMEN. And while we are about 
it, permit us here to enter a protest 
against several other matters. (1) 
Against all mere men journalists, 
politicians, painters, doctors, players, 
joets, divines, clerks, lawyers, and 
so forth ; who, in these days dare to 
compete against Us, and thus pre- 
vent Us making money! (2) Against 
those journals which, while profes- 
sing to abhor the turf and all its 
works, and which even print dail 





4 


, ; , 17 | + , 
Ssermonic news on the subi yet 

‘ 

P anniv Sans : +} ‘4 
not only give (“tip we think it 1s 


17 } - Pa 
called) so-called ** winners,’ but also 
} ) } . 1 .ui: Mrs. Swaaqaerside. 
lavishly describe each big race; and tad 


11SO. WI! 1, While professing to be : A 
‘ Mrs. Ilolderone.—* Indeed 
ed rey ¢ ’ ? YY y I< c IY ‘ res v3 TS 
very i Iii A n } V Ss 7] ad aa” £0 lear 
th it ‘ y I + y i Tey tera! \ +) n I : 
aliit Ty) bt 
the banalities of a foreign race¢ rse a, 
‘} + M ’ [Tf ad Wi ] see, | 
ona Sunday. Thirdly, we cared Ae test 
avainst those so- — domestic jour. 
. : , ; " a“ ’ 1 .) 
nais who, 1n the lr articies on Wi ome n, aare, rorsootn., t nronicie every 
tittie of the training, betti » Pp ali l K ani fa lT'sé ja e4 i. ¢ a 
. — . ’ s —S lI-rnakereecepe & } 
of so-called Fema e Runnet of Race-horses and Bookmaker es. oucn 
} 


journals wink at this, ney all such generally suppose! vices; and, in 
fact, glorify the same if the Female Owners thereof happen to have 

male large sums of mone y by the Seals 
Y. M. Well. really, you know 
WOMEN. For \ e have often noticel, that the poorer the Woman 
t. the World (and sometimes 


” 





the more awful are ae vices, or so, at leas 
the Newspaper World) makes them. While shameless * soci 
minxes have thei Ya hts, their Villas, their favourite dishes, their 

toilett (t y nothing of the Wea who 


et V 


. 9 P ] + " Vat s Qa 2 
Wines anil their As COlI ( ») Say 
+} r ? ] = | ’ vy r ‘ 
i! hanging around nem _ lut f ] 19747!) 3 
| 1 la f } ¢} 
strictly intended for Home Use—and —(stopping fur breath a 
[ jo 
"MM } f #9, i lar] T } s entered all 
i # i (£PIZinGg rhe OPPOTLhbhu yg - Yes, AU ee i 4y0 CULel A @ii 





THE RETORT FEMININE - 
‘ Dear Lady r Chi 


KUN. 959 


we may, besides gleaning full parti ‘ulars of the route through the 
City, and the full descri ption of all the presents yet to hand—— 

Y. M. Including the one from the Slummiest of the Slum Board- 
schools, I presume ? 

WoMmeEN. Don't oe absurd, young man. No ; we are anxious to 
point out to the Lord Chamberlain that he really must arrange for all 
us lady-writers, ficti onists, 1 and so forth, to be conveyed in curricles 
at the head of the Royal Procession, in order that we may hear noo 
see all that goes on, and may describe the same in so complete 4 
manner as to cut out all mere masculine folk, who fancy themselves 
“tlyers " (as they call it) at picturesque reporting ! 

¥. M. Why not all be bridesmaids while you are about it? and — 

WoMEN, Tush, young man! Do not be flippant, you are in possession 
of the heads of our messages. Now, 
we wish you to switch us on to Sir 
FUN (the lately ennobled), for Ag 
has always treated our Sex chival- 
rously—would we could say the same 
of all his profession! Kin lly 

¥. M. Hold! Further subterfuge 
is useless. J am that Merry Wan- 


lerer of the Day. Proceed! Your 
st “il interests me! Several of yeu 
ladies have just been made Chief 
Wr anglers —well, then, in that 





Passing Observations. 


EVEN when thev are civilians. 
rhty Anights and Baronets are 
oft, S rs 


as “ehh De 


It is quite possible for a man to 


e, atone and tl same moment, 
horseman and al t in 
> . * 


Carters are, at once, most geenia]) 


s 
. 
~ 


A state-carriage team presents, 
perhaps, the most striking picture of 
ultra pompossity imaginable, 

> - e 

Brighton is the place par exrce fe 
lence for unfortunate people to live 
in, for there they may yo wp on their 
Downs. 

s 7 . 

There are women who will protest 
that they “don’t care a pin what 
other people think of them,’ whom 
t would cost ayvonies of mind to be 
unable to * dress in the fashion.” 

‘ ; . . . * 

ldar has just asked me to dine Money may be the rvot of all evil. 
but mi body objects to the leares— 
{ KNOW Vou Knew ner. when they take the form of hand- 


she nresentead me at ¢ irt whe! . 
— oe : — . =“ some bequests, 
: * . . 
OED CUMISS VELEN Painters must not be looked upon 
as a criminal class, though many 
1 a | 
f them do their best to get “hung 
* 7 . 
Twow nes do not make @ right but they are often productive fa 
good jeg I \? ’ nv. 
Reflected Glory. 
fA daring conten ry ventures inform ite rewlera that the Queen wearg her 
¢ till they are itively shiny. D jubtiess they serve to reflect “that flerce 
€4 4 tluirol 


A GLORY wreathes our Gracious Queen, 
Augmented, so one guesses, 
J t sundry flashes that have been 
ieflected from her dresses. 
We're glad to learn her Majesty 
js after all but human 
That in her we may always see 


i } sting the monthly nurse. 
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THE SIX DEGREES OF EXPECTATION. 


j 
i" 
iil 
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THE DEGREE RUEFUL.—Awaiting the THE DEGREE DousTrulL. — Wondering 
advent of your tutor, who, owing to some whether the resources of the bank (on which 
little act of misconduct on your part during there is a strong run) will be exhausted before 
‘lass hours, has ordered u to withdraw you can reach the counter to demand your 
to his stt thre» pounds nine and fourpen 





THE DEGREE BLIsseruL.—The 
Which intervenes between your requesting 
the first Kiss from the girl of your heart, 
and the sly minx’s bashfulness in granting 


THE DEGREE ACUTE.—Endeavouring 
to estimate the exact amount of affection 
With which your wife will greet your 
somewhat unsteady arrival home at about 


interval 


it, Oo AM, 
6 * . ” , , ; 
Missed Again, Upon the walls of Academy 
‘ Now all the world ma 
(SEI ARTOON,) On hase of this] it | Le hton painte 
To tea } the yvoung | a | ' to sh + I} which a stripling, neither Tully-grown 
ee ee ' Nor fully-dress‘d n 
And hit the mark to boot Metre. 

Is verv1 no ht. for those that e it Being with arche misacle equainted 
Your enterpris th would have a fling Inside the House of Commons your kee 
At almost anythi raze 

And fee eat pleasure should he chance to May tind a second phase 

strike it. Of such instruction now on exhibition, 





THE DEGREK MIXED.—Asking old Bullion for 
his daughter’s hand, and, during the moment's 
silence which follows, wondering whether it will 
be * Bless you, my children,” or—speedy exit by 


aid of his thie] > led. squ: oed hoot ¢ 


ire-t 





THE DEGREE AGONIZED, — Wondering—while 
playing Hamlet toan unsympathetic and unappreci- 
ative audience—whether it will be an egg, an onion, 
a carrot, or a half-brick that will first strike you ; 
and whether it will be in the right eye or the left. 


Wherein a ‘cute old hand much time doth 
spend 


1, In teaching his young friend 
An artful way to lead the Opposition. 
* Look here, upon this picture, and on this”: 
The latter makes a miss, 
n Shooting Amendments and abuse untruly ; 


The other hits s— aye, there’s the difference, 
Which any man of sense 
Will spot at once, thus illustrated newly. 





C. BRANDAUER & Co.'s 
Circular-Pointed Pens. 





| : C.BRANDAUVERLC°: Wa 
| - IRCULAR Fy 
(WYO. ie 
. ae nls o. 
3 . ; eae iad 
THE ORICINAL hese series of pens write as smoothly as a lead pencil, 


~ on ; y | and neither scratch nor spurt, the points being rounded 
Coo! Sweet Smoking | 


y anew process. Assorted 


Sample Box for 7 Stamps to 
the Works 
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NO 
CHEMICALS 
USED 


(As in the 
so-called 
Pure Foreign 
Cocoas). 


‘The Typical Cocoa of 

English Manufacture, 

Absolutely Pure.” 
—The Analyst. 
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4 J useful elephan Zz 


ar Sa rasles : . Firewood for Princess M u Ordering her weddiig Thing, 


- As 


(4) When burglars leave big tracks behind, they often find it lewls 

These are not the only “achers” that have reason to complain | To serious de-track-tion on account of evil deeds, 

(2) A deserter fell in trouble. as deserters often do: (5) An clephant who eometh to the rescue with his trunk, 
Thev often get but their ‘deserts’ for duty they pooh-pooh. Is not an ele-phant-om prone to give @ man 4 ‘ funk.” 


ion 


C1) The drought is really terrible. Let's hope we ‘Il soon have rain. 


(3) To argue with a wife, of course, is ‘common to the race (3) Firewood for the Princess May by hai p tramps was piled 
' rrim fie-fier wood-n't send it that dear child, 


: | c . 
But to throw her out of window is a pane-Iul sort of case, Tj mivya 
‘ ‘ ene! . — 2 } * 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. as though it were something of a tr ible to him, however). Miss M. 


THE PRINCE OF WALES's.—Most of St. Cy dances as she is wi mt to dance, with a display of ease, grace, 
yrigunntaine ce dexterity and other things equally 
tj t 1€ things necessary for the attainment charming. and three other ladies (Misses 
of success were done for Poor Jonathan, Vanini. Courtney and McIntyre, I pre- 









I ip Vy) ’ 
MKx.. produced here on the 15th ; but meseems fees ae ce yg oh ath 
oa the piece was hardly worth the trouble. sume) foot . _ ‘eo — 3 “ 
- Mr. Brookfield has probably done all princess ep “rs — n a 
Mi Tebinedd todo tee | | ST ee ae 
)) 15 hand—I’m referring to the story now— wanting to the show is a gor dd puay. 
; iia. é . * a 


é LUF } but the material was so unlikely that it DRURY LANE.—The Comedie Francaise, 
‘‘ Moliere’s lot.” as I heard someone call 
them once, have been going it with ex- 
traordinary industry within these classic 
walls. The Prince of Wales and the Duke 
of York honoured the second evening's 
performance with their presence, but 
several other people did not, the house 
being much thinner than that of the first 
night. Who can wonder at it, anyway, 
with the thermometer at something 








THE PRINCE ©F WALES'S.— 


enervating in the shade and mead and os igeghas A ar 
wold and mountain, to say nothing of lake ; 
and river and sea, calling aloud for holiday attention. ln Per 


Prodique (known to the untravelled and unlettered, no less than t 
the travelled and erudite, in its English form of Wy Awful Dad) was 
what their Roy il Highnesses saw. There were 
clever doings in it by the company, M. Febvre’s 
subtly so. Next evening was devoted to poetry 
Par le Glaire by M. Richepin, It is clever and 
deadly, and afforded M. Monnet-Sully opportunities 
for making unnecessary noise. That great acto1 
can “speak a piece” well, though. The elocution 
of himself and two ladies (Mdlles. Bartet and 
Dudlay) was very enjoyable, but there was mor 
than enough of it for one. Denise was a big * go”’ 

































are pg * on Thursday. I might say a big “Got,” only I 
| a dahil ist! don’t want to lose your good opinion more than 1] 
tury surroundings, Stage effect isa strange thing: and, , . a ean help. ins Friday, the same actor Pe eyitea 
| there may be ncitl e1 reas ca ea dna tes, Se an in Les Lifrontes, Mime, Jane Hading making her first appearance, 
: Mepctes: A leith ason nol ise in it. i and the Duke and Duchess of Edinburgh seeing her do it. On 
Is a fact that so romantic an act as the dis- Saturday. M. Got was again to 
ee oe eee a te Oar the fore in Le Filibusticr anc 
love, requires, if not tights and ruffs, at least ea ae es a 
Georgian “square cuts” for its acceptance. which occasion the Princess of 
The swallow-tail of modern life—earrving Wales and the Duke of 
with it an atmosphere of cynicism which casts Edinburgh were present so that 
doubt and unreality over it at once—knocks you see “Rewvalte has been in 
a) the bottom out of it. in short almost as constant attendance 
" . * * “ a the saiiicee 
The sentimental eoster who is going to shoot ' 
himself because he has (as he expresses it) THE OPERA CoMIQUE.— 
rot the chuck’ from his situation and is Messrs Dalton Gosek and 
parted from his “dona” (Miss Jessie Bond, ae eee yer auke — 
poo! thing, is his “dona” !) is not easily appeared here on the evening 
accepted either, The sentimental coster is of the 17th. The story is but 
all very well in the hands of Mr, Chevalie thin and hardly made the best 
(who understands every inch of him), but on f. There is one very promising 
can scarcely swa low Jonathan Tripp whole,— ecttus” Ghar akc” macanaee 
| though a lot of him 18 imusing en gh. There compelled (while under the 
I 1B BOM ul reon “the Halls in the picece— 
consisting mainly in showing how aaatte ee; eae 
can earn a lot of mon v in them, wl h can ‘ T aftr 
urdly be expected to act as a very severe deterrent—and a lot of { $ 
’ | nel! and nein ; 
° * + (- 
The music is rather mi all the time— [2s PHE OPERA COMIQUE.— 
A weel of Faudelle-icate 


iithourh that contributed by Senor Albeniz 

rets there’ an easy first. A vocal intermezzo 
bharcarolle by him is particularly charming, and 
a sailor dance (for three ladies) has a specially 
taking freshnessand character. Mr. Greenbank’s 
lyrics are a gooml deal above the average, too, 
and the performance of the piece is excellent. 
Mr. Monkhouse may be trusted to make the 


flavour! (Thisisa puff). 


influence of an electric 
current which  pre- 
| vents him loosing his 
| hold of certain com- 
} panions) to see his 
) daughter carried off 





most of a part like Jonathan Tripp, and though » before his eves. But 
one can't get over the feeling that Miss Jessie ; than tenia wan tek 
Sond is wasted in such a part as Molly, it is very wr EB PRINCI P -} effectively introduced 
pleasant to find her there all the same, Miss ph oben — ° Tie Kit F ehw wae and worked in a corner 
Annie Schuberth’'s singing is spirited and culti- , up the stage almost out 
vated ; Messrs. Fred Kayeand W.H, Denny doa good deal with characters f sight. The piece had been excellently stage-managed, The music 
with which but little can be done (if I may be allow to put it in was quite up t . th necessary standard. and effectively sung by Messrs. 
that way!); Miss Violet Robinson should not be overlooked—sh Conyers, Russell, Mudie, Miss Jessie Moore and Miss Marie Faudelle. 
plays and sings with a certain ease of manner which is pret ! The humours were in the capable bands of Messrs. E. W. Royce 
Mr. Sidney Tower does fairly well as the 1 nail nging F. Et , NESTOR, 
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—— And let all others be but “lone and lorn” 
You may call it what you choose 
(So that it’s in the * blues 7?) ae 

‘ Blue-bottle,” * blue-blow,” “ bluet ’—and e’en Cornflower | 
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tlowers ! 














It seems there was an ancient dude, one Cyanus his name was, 
Who became so mashed on Corntlow'rs, that he plucked them 

day by day ; 

And to weave them into garlands he considered it Life’s game was, 
And he always went about in sweet Corntloralised array ! 

But the passion for these posies (like the craze for ultra-bibbing) 

Soon laid him low among them, (thus the ancient poets wrote). 

ill, you need not be so mad as that, 'gainst common sense a 

jibbing, 
Because the present writer says “Stick | 


Coat! 


7 
] 


St i 


orntlowers in 


your 





CHORTS, 
A Yea, though your heart be true 
\KV) To Button-Holes of Blue! 


: 
eed not go quite dotty o’er this shorn flower. 


Y Still a name you may sel 
For either is correct— 
Blue-bottle.” * blue-blow,” * bluet "—likewise Cornflower 


Food for Babes and Sucklings. 
I] ll] the best, the healthie: 


NONE but the best will All lt est, t an Os 
fe beautiful babies and ldren are fed ‘Mellin’s Food,” for all the 
Salsy 2 hi] ’ ’ } 
BI | childr 1 fed i | | I t the most | tit the 
healthiest and es | pro t s recently a tterh 
testimonial fron f Germal v, bel he rt 
rom FY N 
. ¢ ;7 . 
Odds and Ends. 
AN extravagint nl imyy mous man ike a watch, h in tf et 
on Without continual t 
é * : 
The offices of the new monthly, Zhe tterfly, are nef in Grut 
Street. Nobody said tl vere, anyway. 


Why is the ceremony of 
put things on a proper footing. 





iy 


Bill (threateningly ).—‘“ D’yer mean to say I’m cheatin’ yer?” 


A DELICATE WAY OF PUTTING 


Jim (urbanely ).—* Cheatin’ me, Bill? Nottin’ of the sort! Wot 
7 means to say is, if yer think I didn’t sce yer slip them three ‘alleys’ 
inter yer weskit pocket, you're a cheatin’ yerself!” 


For Home and Hall. 


A SERIES OF SONGS OF ALL SORTS AND SIZES FOR FAMILY AND 
Music-HALL CONSUMPTION, 


(V.B—All Rights in these Songs are Reserved.) 
A BOUQUET OF BLUE. 








WOULD ye chappies know the Fashionable Flower, 
With which you must be “ button-holed” to-day ? 
Would you really know what's Flora’s latest er, 
For those most up-to-date in swell] array? 
If you in swagger ranks would cut a figure, 
And make each fair beholder on you dote 
Remember that ’tis nowadays di rique ur 
To always sport a Cornflower in your Coat! 
CHORUE. 
And, allow us here to state 
That this flower up-to-date, 
This every-day-and-every-hour-worn flower, 
Has many a striking name 
To indicate the same— 
 Blue-bottle,” * blue-blow,” “ bluet "—aye and Cornflower! 
The Bard of No Importance lately caused to be the fasion 
(In circles where much brain they do not need !) 
A hideous greenish plant that set all sane folk in a passion, 
But this (thank goodness!) now is deemed a weed. 
The new one’s hue (a lovely blue) is natural and tasty, 
Not “jumps "’-giving, like that tlow’r of oul Wilde Pote! 
So throw aside his bilious wee! and all such plaits so pasty, 
And forthwith wear a Corntlower in your Coat! 
CHORTS. A FALSE START. 
Trav a Cornflower in 7 vat ‘y) —* What. Joe! \ like that a’ ly Why, the rest on us 
ba 2 non acne es we «4 » hecun vet.) re tartir re the tag falls. ole man!” 


« 


. 


kissing the 


I> 
' 


to 


yrone 


t] 
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MOUNT-ED PHOTO'S. 
(1) “ Yer see, Senior Bruno, ’e started a idea that took immense. ‘e was bein’ took, ‘is ‘ated rival, Tom Staylace, let drive at ‘em from 
Kquestrian portraits in ‘is bit o’ warden, ’Unting togs for ‘ire, and a be’ind with a peashooter.——(3) An’ yer sh’ud ’a’ seen the game as 
ld *bus ’orse from Mr. Windgal! bles close by. An’ youne Bill there was. (1) An’ [I doen't think ole Bruno ’Il take no more o 


Yardstick ‘e thought ‘el ’ave one done for ’is gal——(2) And test a them equestrian kind !” 





Our Champion and His Mothers. “Well, you see, they did not get on well together, so they had a 
divorcee, and after a few years he married again, which provided me 
with two mothers. You follow?” he inquired, anxiously. 

“Oh, ves, we follow ; and what next ?” we demanded. 

* Unfortunately, he died, and left me with two mothers; and I 


For years we have believed Our Champion to be an orphan, and 
we have cared for him accordingly. And after that Spook business at 
Bow Street, we thought he was going to settle down and behave 
decently, In fact, for several days he cave up all his sinful practices, vant to go and visit the last one——" 
and the petty cash was beginning to look cheerful again, when he + Any more relations?" we asked, sceptically. 
turned sudden!) ee t exclaimed— “Well, I won't deceive you. Both my mothers have married again, 

ss 1} thi way, I ) v rot a vearnin tO fo amd Ce ONC I ny .* ‘ : 


other 


, * Tere, that will do! Why. by vour own showing, vou infernal 
One of your what Here, take that. raway and give tli ' , ; 1] ; ‘lee , oN os 
. ; . yrue you haven't got a blood relation in the world. Get out ! we 
Hears iat Wiad . ' , ; : 4 ms a] 
“What's the matter Can't mia ive a natural desire to his , Read ae ewe ar ee ; 
i } A l oe WY it : pDlood where love Ts And there’s my seventy-two 


parents now and then he screamed, it rhiuntly, at ‘ a4 ' . ; 
ate \ brothers aml sisters, and three hundred and twenty-four cousins 
"Go on, \ nave { fanny parent \ I ’ hh) liany. \\ | : P 
. ° . : a4 rh 
hig rie do \\ nf f r } i t I . : ‘ - 7 ‘ ‘. 
; . This was too much, so we took our Champion Idiot by the scruff of 
I i it VW ii ist wiiy 4} ; ] ! : } | ; bs +} 4 _ P . “a: P ‘ wart 
\ thy | i ’ ' ’ ; q+} +} if i i i n soca se eh . munEnE 1 tae ) ol at passing ponucemian, WL 
promptly ran him in for assault and battery. We'll let him know 
began to bli u"] . haf We ' : . 
Now, What did it mean What did he try to suggest by 
ee once Of his mothers We fearcd tor the worst, but humoured him 
6° .1) 1 all a} Wh j , i ; wy 4 } Py ‘ mice Purarele °° : 804 “ : 
Pell us all about it,” we said, “and don't keep anything back So Passing Observations. 


he commenced, 

“You sce, my relations are in a somewhat complicated state. You 
think Tam trying to take a rise out of you by referring to my two 
mothers; but Iam not. IT have two mothers alive at the present 


HtuNGER, regarded asa‘ sharp thorn,” is always a moving theme for 
oratory; but it has never been known to render anybody eloquent so 
suddenly as treading on the point of a tin-tack. 


moment. It’s this way: My original mother was left a widow when 4 
[was a baby, and then she married again so as to start me with Persons in search of a profession will find that the most suitable of 
another father. Then she died, and after awhile my father found all is that of Taw, ; 
wnother mother for me Then Pl be hanged if my father didn’t die, 
ind my new mother | ked aroun flor a new father for me—ser Supp ! ot be tru that “the woman who hesitates is lost,”’ it 
Walt alee did nat fast lone. er h to see me started in life. so this would seem to be equally certain that her friends invariably hesitate 
father went farther still and marricd one of my pres to off wor Her | | 

om © har of \ ny por ft om ther e@) (30 n, 3 hoor? 7 1] i * * 
pretty fir ! X Mf . s [ $3 
(> ! | 
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AN ASTRAL EXPERIENCE, 
By BLAVANT BESATSRY, 
FART 2xXY; 

* YOUR property!” I repeated, blankly. “What property?” 

As Johnson-Williams pointed to the money-box upon the mante!- 
piece, and seized the poker, a light burst upon me. The box bore an 
inscription, in staggering letters of white paint : 

“FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE CATALEPTIC WONDER.” 


“If that money is not mine, my dear Pegley,” said Johnson- 
Williams, ** I never earned a penny in my life.” He swung the poker 
aloft, and witha greater display of power than I should have expected 
him to manifest, smashed in the lid. 

The sound of breaking wood and jingling coins seemed to animate 
the craven spirits on the staircase 
with a desperate accession of bold- 
ness. The landlord began to shout 
“ Thieves !’’—the Professor to swear 
horribly, whilst the hoarse voice of 
the bar-boy, Chally, and the shriller 
accents of a female—presumably the 
landlady—were heard inquiring into 
the cause of the disturbance, and 
suggesting that a policeman should 
be fetched. The crisis demanded 
action. Stepping out upon the land- 
ing, I looked down upon the aggres- 
sive group below, and said loudly : <=. | 

“Send for a policeman if you like. — 

The sooner the better for uS ; the E. Pe at 
sooner the worse for you. Rascal!” Zr 
—I turned my indignant gaze down- 
wards upon the inflamed counten- 
ance of the Professor—* who, under 
the name of Doctor George, kidnapped ‘ 
the body—the living body of this 
gentleman—my friend”—I waved 
my hand in the direction of Johnson- 
Williams—* from his address at 20) 
Great Joram Street, two months ago! 
Rogue !’’—I turned my attention to 
the landlord, whose tlabby counten- 
ance was streaked with alarm and 
perspiration—* Rogue, who received 
and harboured that body, knowing 
it to have been nefariously obtained ?”’ 

“Which he never!” shrilled the 
landlady. 

“The Law will deal with you ac- 
cording to your deserts. Penal ser- 
vitude — probably for life—is the 
mildest sentence you may expect! . 
Dare to attempt violence’ —the 
landlord had begun to turn up his sleeves—*and I break the bedroom 
window and blow this police whistle’”—I produced one from my 
pocket, which I had carried*about with me for years without cver 
being called upon to use—*“ till every constable in Chelsea comes about 
your ears.” 

‘And while they are coming,” put in Johnson-Williams, * we will 
barricade this room door with the bedstead, and defy you, through the 
keyhole, to do your worst.” 

The latter threat did not appear to mea very terrible one; but a 
silence ensued upon it, and a muttered colloquy of short duration took 
place between the Professor and the landlord, Then the latter called 
upstairs in a would-be conciliatory tone : 

“Gents!” 

“Well,” we answered, 

‘Look ’ere. Me and the Professor ’as got a word to say. Can't 
this ‘ere difference be squared )” 

* Squared ?” echoed Johnson- Williams. 

“Settled. I don’t want no constables ’eer—I don't,” continued the 
landlord, “I've got a character to lose and a licence to keep. Let's 
come up an’ palaaver. 

I held a short consultation with Johnson-Williams. 

“You may come up, I said, “ but alone and unarmed, Hold your 
hands above your heal” —I shook the poker, which I had borrowed 
from Jolinson-Williams, warningly—‘ so that we may be qui 
—I hal not read Bret Harte’s novels for nothing—* you intend ! 
foul play. Now then 

And the landlord came up. 


He lookel fun: eT rh. holding sarms in the prescribed p 


¢ 


te suY©°re 





While endeavouring to staunch the effusion from a bleeding nose 
dealt him by the elbow of the Professor—with a dirty shirt-sleeve. 

* Gents,” he said, as soon as he recovered breath enough to speak 

— 

for his fall had shaken him considerably, and he was by nature an 
asthmatic, pursy kind of man—* gents, I don't deny you ‘ave us on 
the ‘ip. as the sayin’ is. But, though things looks bad agin me, I 
aint such a regler bad ‘un as the Professor.’ He wiped his tearful 
eyes and his bleeding nose with the other shirt-sleeve, and went on 

*T don’t deny I've kep’ ‘is company an’ give in to ‘is persuasions, but 
it’s laid "eavy on my conscience the ‘ole time. When he drove up tomy 
privit door, quite sober. in a cab one night, an’ sent for me round from 
the bar and told me as ‘e’d collared a catalepsy an’ meant to ‘ave a 
show, and share the dibs the public ‘ud pay to see the corpuss’ 
—Johnson-Williams raised his head, indignantly—* 1 did my best to 
argey im out of it. ‘It ain't a ‘onest act, George , 

* Then his name is George?” 

* One of ‘is names.” sniffed the landlord ; * but. between me an 
vou, es got a plenty of aliases to 
pick an’ choose from. A bad lot, a 
reg ler bad lot, an’ my shame it is I 
ever took up with ‘im, ‘George,’ | 
says, that night, ‘do retlectuate, 
George! This is a wrong thing 
George, an’ will bring no luck. 
Then ’e says: ‘Wen we comes for 
todivide the swag *—an Apollyum ‘e 
is in the temptin’ line—‘wen we 
comes to divide the swag, you il sin 
a different toon, old cockyolly-bird, 
‘But, George,’ I says, ‘Wot are w 


to do with the gen’leman wen ‘e 


wakes up. ‘ilo! e says, * there |] 

if » be time to think of that when ‘e does 
a » ; : . 7a ’ , . 

"UH wake up, But all along it laid 


‘eavy on my mind—an’ even keepin 
a key to the door, an’ settin’ Chally 
to watch on the landin’ o' nights, 
ain't been no relief to my feelin’s 
for George 'e kep’ puttin’ off dividin’ 
the money from day to day, an’ Tve 
knowed as ’e were only watchin’ ‘is 
Opportunity to bolt with the ‘ole 
lump.” 

“ Sixty-five pounds in silver,” said 
Johnson- Williams, producing a heavy 
bundle tied up in a coarse towel 
Methodical fellow ! He had counted 
the contents of the box, and packed 
it conveniently for porterage, even 
while I had been parleying on the 
stairs. 

“Sixty-five! I made sure there 
was more,” groaned the landlord 
“George must a’ found some way o 
gettin’ at it, in spite of me tryin’ to 
keep ‘im content with drink, and 

ple oo my hi! Sixty-tive! Now if you two 
two ten, betwigst you, an’ ‘and me over tl 


like the ay 


] 
rents was to take thirty wl) 


watchin’ ‘im 


‘ 


rest, I should be quite satisfi [ should indeed, 

‘And of co ise. you will vide with us the handsome profits realized 
over the sale ol ( rink the thousands of individuals who have 

thin thi ist two 1! crowded r hou ) ispect th 

itheman whom sy lly a t kidnap and make an 
exhibit n of l ] f 

The la I iv 

ie motte ur | 
pat ! If 1 Cs 1 oul | ‘ | 
lprisonment f the outrage you have perpetrated upon ft 
susceptible feelings of a harmless gentleman, you may Conside 
vourself lucky. The money is his, and he intends to keep it. 
~ © Intends to keep it,” ¢ ‘hoed Johnson-W in lovingly cuddlit 
the heavy bundle, 

* And ain't I to be paid ms rent for the room «a you ve occkypied 
for nigh on ten weeks past?” demanded the crestfallen landlord. 

“Not one stiver, ’ | said, decidedly. 

“Not the half of one,” echoed Johnson-Williams, 

Then I'm beat.” said the landlord, “and throws up my ‘ands. He 


at t 2 y “ huge npoke 
«A ~ ‘ «kh )? 1. 


‘ 


(To be continued, ) 
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er them «yl ry heavils 
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—— AND ART. 
































Act I.—Wanting musculir development to aid him in producing his great work, “* The Fall of the Crammed,” young Van Swiper secures the 
services of the “ Spring Chicken’’—a notable professor of another art—to stand as his model, 
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Act I].—Arrival of a special messenger from the Exhibition with offer for the great work at a quarter catalogue price. This will leave a 
margin the wrong way of £10 9s. 2d. However, times is bad, and 
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A FANCY PORTRAIT. 


Noble Impressionist —“ NOT SO BAD FOR ME, I FLATTER MYSELF, LAY ON YOUR COLOURS THICK, MUDDLE 
‘EM UP, AND THERE YOU ARE!” * 
> See Cartoon Verses, p. 272. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


No doubt, the Lords have clear consciences. They are all honourable 
men, when doing their doughty deeds in the way of altering this, 
damaging that, or altogether rejecting the other ; completely rivalling 
their own great reputation for that sort of sport, and for generally 
undoing all the good and particularly doing all the harm they can. 

” * > 
They also seem to have canght the infection for bringing forward 


foolish or ridiculous motions, such as 
farl Winchelsea’s, or endless amenc- 
ments, such as have become epidemic 
in another place. 

* * * 

In that other place, the overstrain- 
ing and stretching out of every possible 
device for delaying progress is out of 
all reason and beyond all patience. 

ae a 

Amendments out of all count have been rejected or ruled out of order. 
Majorities rise and fall like the ebb and flow of the tide. Tides cannot 
run all one way, and much of the time spent is misspent or wilfully 
wasted. But the public is a patient animal. 

* * * 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer gets the credit of having said that 
the H. Rt. B, may—mark you he only says may—get through by Decem- 
ber 3ist, but that the House will sit till it does, 

s * * 

It is to be hoped that this may quicken the steps of the sluggards : 

it is high time that something spurred them ou. 
. * * 

That must have been rather an amusing incident the other evening 
when the Premier so cleanly cut the comb of Sir Henry James, and 
‘* Randy” rushing so unavailingly to the rescue. 

> * * 

It is also amusing that Sir Wilfred Lawson should want to know, 
you know, about Derby County Magistrates’ compulsory contributions 
to a wine fund on their appointment. 

o > 7 

Why should he want to know? he is not a wine-bibber. 

wm ‘¢ 

The Hopes of the Conservatives had a rise at Linlithgow, and thi 
hopes of our own side were blighted—somebody blundered ? 

* * * 

The list of all the M.P.’s in receipt of salary, pay or pension, is a 
pretty large one. They are well provided for, and may we not say they 
have got their desserts’? Was there not a touch of suppressed satire 
in seeking for this return ? 














We sincerely sympathise with the principle of Mr Cremer’s amend- 
ment in favour of arbitration with America, and so does Mr, Gladstone! 
The milk of human kindness runs through it, and through us. 


THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER 


Temperance News. 
THE man who is always in a spirit saloon may fairly be termed a 
sal-loonatic. 


A Political Question. 


‘ ie 


Is household suffrage a logical state of affairs /—Certainly ; you 
can’t get it without the proper premises, 
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The Topic of the Hour. 


(Mf. FUN obtains from his poet a graceful, graphic, and exhaustive description of 
the Henley Regatta.] 


1. The Editor issues his commands. 


POET mine, poet mine, I dispatch you a line 
To request that to-day you'll keep clear 
Of the jest and the jibe, and sublimely describe 
The important event drawing near. 
A perfervid desire I’ve conceived to inspire 
All the hearts of my readers with joy 
By description complete, yet symphonic and 
sweet, 
Of the Henley Regatta, my boy! 


2. The Poet is flabbergasted, 


Captain Fun, Captain Fun, I am sorely undone 
By your kind, yet distressing decree : 
You will get just as soon from the Man in the 
Moon 
The description you want as from me! 
I have lived in the land of the cannibal band, 
And the land where the hippogriff roves : 
And, for many a long day, I have toiled through 
Austra- 
Lia’s rank eucalyptian groves. 
Through Spitzbergen I’ve stalked ; I have wearily 
walked 
From Beersheba onward to Dan : 
What volcano is that at whose base I’ve not sat? 
What ravine I’ve omitted to scan? 
Like a Wandering Joo, or a phillymaloo, 
In all regions my feet I have set, 
And at epics sublime upon ev’ry far clime 
Iam nulli secundus, you bet! 
But I’d have you to know that I know (though I trow 
The sad fact will your spirit annoy) 
Not so much, I’ll be sworn, as the infant unborn 
Of the Henley Regatta, my boy! 


3, The Editor turns * werry nashty.” 


l’oet mine, poet mine, your contemptible whine 
Is a pack of preposterous rot, 

And, unless you trot out what I want, beyond doubt 
You will take a week’s wages, and trot ! 

Full description in prose of the Henleian shows 
From the Guide Books you'll glean: so employ 

All your talents sublime upon ditto in rhyme 
Of the Henley Regatta, my boy! 

4, The Poet plucks up courage. 

Captain FUN, Captain FUN, you have lifted a ton, 
From my agonized mind, of distress : 

And I’ve cheerily (stirred to strong efforts) referred 
To the only two books I possess ! 

And I found from their prose I could quickly compose 
A full rhythmic description,—a roy- 

stering, rollicking screed for your readers to read, 
And I trust it will please them, my boy! 


5. Aud perpetrates a highly satisfactory description, 


Reader dear, reader dear, I’ve an old gazetteer 
That says Henley’s an Oxfordshire town : 
And from Nuttall I find a regatta’s a kind 
Of a contest for rowing renown. 
Now I hope, reader dear, so complete and so clear 
A description will fill you with joy : 
But, if more you would know, WHY THE DEUCE DON’T YOU GO 
To the Henley Regatta, my boy ? 


Knocking Down. 

First Stranger.—*Vm no fighting man, but I’ve done more 
knocking down than most people.” 

Second Stra nger.—** How's that ? 

First Stranger.—* Tm an auctioneer.” 

Second Stranger.—* Oh, I see! Well, I’m no fighting man either, 
but I'll guarantee I do more knocking down in a week than ever you 
do in a month,” 

First Stranger.—* How's that ?”’ 

Second Stranger.—“ Vm the Champion Bicycle Scorcher !” 


How to Preserve Meat 
Vegetarian. 


Invite nobody to dinner, unless he's 3 
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HOW SHE HOOKED HIM. 


»?9 


Lays of a Loafer.—No. 12. 
OPTIMISM. 
(A BALLADE.) 
STILL “in poverty, hunger, and dirt,” 
Are the many kept down and opprest, 


Though ‘tis years since the “ Song of the Shirt” 


Made appeal to the pleasuring West ; 

And the knight-errants still on their ques* 
Move together in impotent bands— 

But it’s probably all for the best 
In the best of all possible lands. 


Party Politics on the alert 
Rant and rave without reason or rest 
Economic Professors assert 
That the best way to feather a nes* 
Is a notion put into man’s breast 
To be turned to a sword in his hand.— 
But it’s probably all for the best 
In the best of all possible lands. 


Know that Love is a god that may hurt, 
But that Gold is a goddess thrice blest ; 
And that, if you would sorrow avert, 
You must look upon life as a jest, 
And consider yourself but a guest 
In a house built on treacherous san! -— 
ut it’s probably all for the best 
In the best of all possible lands. 
L’ENVOI. 
Thus the Optimist comes to the test, 


And from him, well, mankind understands, 


That no matter what is it’s the best 
In the best of all Is, 


POSS ible! ATM 


Mr. Gushington—* CAN'T YOU IMAGINE IMPASSIONED LOVERS, IN THE DAYS OF OLD, BREATHING VOWS OF CONSTANCY UNDER 
THE BOUGHS OF THESE SYLVAN PATRIARCHS. 


Miss De Mure.—‘*OH. YES' I CAN IMAGINE THEM DOING SO Now!” 


A Trifling Omission. 

HE had taken on descriptive reporting for the Up to the Anocker, 
and they had laid him on to do an account of a local foundation stone 
laying. He did it, oh, yes! he was at a dog fight when the stone was 
being laid, but he did it, and next day he looked in and asked the news 
editor if it did. And the man of unkempt locks replied, poising the 
paste brush as he did so, “ Oh, certainly it did, seeing that there wasn’t 
time to get anything from anybody else. Though you might have 
mentioned that all the royalties looked in unexpectedly, and that a 
grand stand fell and smashed about one hundred and sixty people, 
and the mayor's carriage ran away and pitched his worship into a 
plate glass window. Nevertheless, it did, but we shan't be diddled 
any more ! And there was a crash of glass and a heavy fall on the 
pavement outside, 

Pars about Papers. 


THERE ought to be no Irish journalists on the Star. 
they might be accused of writing Manely About People. 
> o * 
Reports of hurricanes, tornawioes, cyclones, blizzards, and such-like 
little freaks of Daddy .¥ jolus , might appropriately appear in the News 
of the Whirled. 


If there were, 


There's no truth in the rumour that a celebrated theatre-manager 
from New York exclaimed, on arriving in London: “ Egad! they're 
bringing out a Daly Chronicle here, to chronicle my doings!” 

. . . 

In a certain office in Milford Lane, the People’s Mirture is a batch 
of interesting news items. In most other places, the People’s Mixture 
is “’ahf-o’-four-’ahf” or “a '‘a’po’th an’ a pen’o'th.” 

. a . 

The newsboys almost inv variably describe the evening green ‘un as 

the “ West-minister.” Do they mean thereby to apprise people that it 


is a Winisterial orcan ? 
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THE WORK OF NECESSITY. 


TIME—Sunday,. 


Minister (just stepped in),—* Goodness gracious, Mr, Dabbs, are you painting pictures on the Lord’s Day? What 


on all the earth do you do during the week /” 
Artist.—* Sell them, Mr. Hims!” 


Four Times, 


THERE was joy in the heart of the sanctimonious-looking mistress 
of the Sloshpuddle Church School. 

The Bishop of the Diocese had just arrived, and was going to put 
her children through an incidental examination, and she knew that 
they were all] proficient, and that the result would be highly credit- 
able to her. 

Now, the Bishop was one of those shrewd fellows who recognize that 
the retention of things learnt, rather than the learning of things. is 
the true sign of educational efficiency. He didn’t want to know if 
you still knew things you'd never known till yesterday: if you were 
in Tare and Tret, he would question you about Rule of Three: if you 
were in the Wars of the Roses, he would ask you who Caractacus was 
—an 80 on. 

Well, the Demon of the School was a girl in the fourth standard, 
who had no smal! conceit of her abilities ; and she didn’t half like the 
idea of being asked all sorts of questions that were by no means up- 
to-date. However, it happened that when “the most unkindest cut of 
all” came, she suddenly recollected that it gave her a glorious oppor- 
tunity for revenging herself. 

“ Annie Walker,” said the Bishop, “let me hear you say, as rapidly 
as you can, your ‘ Four Times Multiplication Table.’”’ 

“ Yes, sir.” And the lively maiden made a curtsey, and rattled off : 

“4 Jacks are 40. 
4 Queens are 60, 
4 Kings are 80, 
4 Aces are 100.” 

“ Woo—woo—what do you mean by that, miss !”’ 
Bishop. 

“If you please, sir, that is the last ‘four times’ I have learnt. | 
have it here in teacher's own writing, sir. This is the paper,” holding 
up a sheet of note, “I took it off teacher's desk last night, sir!” 

* * ” * > . 
The place of the sanctimonious-looking schoolmistress at Sloshpuddle 


knows her no more: but we are glad to say that. since her excomn 


gasped the horrified 
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nication, she has obtained 
a good appointment in a 
Board School. 

We don’t know whether 
she has yet mastered the 
mysteries of bézigue, or 
not: but, if she hasn’t, 
you may bet your boots 
that never again will she 
leave any written copy of 
the rules for playing it 
lying loose on her desk ! 


Snips and Snaps. 


LITTLE Bunney is never 
tired of boasting of the 
talents and accomplish- 
ments of his sisters, who, 
according to him, “do 
everything,” and that bet- 
ter than anybody else's 
sisters. 

“Bah!” said Bluster, 
the other night, determined 
to shut him up, “ your sis- 
ters may pass for wonders 
in your house, but they 
would cut very poor figures 

= in mine, where even the 
kettle sings and the teapot 
dra ws. 
* * 

“Mamma, if I were to 
marry a very, very poor 
man,what would you say!” 
asks Miss Lucreville of her 
aristocratically - descended 
parent. 

“That your judgment 
and his poverty were well 
matched.” 

“But what would you 
do for us?” 

“What need would you 
have for anybody to do 
anything for you after 
having so completely done 
for yourselves?” 

* * * 

Viss Hintwell (whose father “never by any chance remembers his 
children sbirthdays,and that sort of thing, without he is reminded” ).— 
*Do you know, papa, to-morrow I shall have come to years of dis- 
cretion)?” 

Her Papa (who can be * so obtuse when the fit takes him” ).—* The 
wisest thing you could possibly do, my dear; for I am certain that 
years of discretion would never have come to you.” 


Miss Playgoer on the Theatre Hat. 


IN all our Queen’s dominions, sans 
Exception every mortal man’s 
seen wont, for years, Indignant sneers 
Or laughs of loud derision 
To hur! at us, the gentler sex, 
Because, though men may crane their necks 
In playrooms gay To see the play, 
Our hats obstruct their vision. 
Now, everybody knows right well 
That spinster, widow, wife, and belle 
Had liefer die Than mock, defy, 
Or break the laws of Fashion : 
Yet, none the less, we quite admit 
That men who ‘neath our hat-towers sit 
Have cause to fret, And fume, and get 
Into a towering passion. 


But let us give the reason why 
We heave for them no pitying sigh, 
And why the wails Of sorrowing males 
With scant respect we've treated. 
For years we've had conclusive proof 
That, though our headgear reach the roof, 
No sound they'll vent Of discontent 
When they’re in CHURCHES seated ! 
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SOME WONDERS THAT WILL NEVER CEASE 
REGARDING LITERATURE. 

WONDER XLIII.—Why the heroine of a three-volume novel. by a 
lady novelist, is always plain in the first volume, handsome in the 
second, and divinely beautiful in the third ? 

WONDER XLIV.—Why the hero of ditto, ditto, has always a sunset 
smile and a secret in the background ? | F 

; WONDER XLV.—Why the personages generally manage to perform 

simple actions with such meaning? Why. if a dark and passionate, 
yet cold-eyed lady smiles at a drowning flv, or a choking baby in 
chapter six, she is sure to commit ; 
a cold-blooded crime in chapter six- 
teen? Why, if a fair and sinister- 
looking nobleman — Russian, for 
choice—bites off the end of a cigar 
viciously, or kicks his dog, or stabs 
a loaf of bread, when plunged ina 
thoughtful reverie, or smashes the 
wandering maggot with the nut- 
crackers, is he certain to be respon- 
sible for the death of somebody 
before you get to the last page? 

WONDER XLVI.—Why the 
French people speak their own lan- 
guage so ungrammatically ? 

WONDER XLVII.—Why the best- 
bred English people don’t always 
know theirs? 

WONDER XLVIII.—Why the 
characters ticketed as “ complex” 
from the very outset of the book are 
the easiest of all to understand ? 

WONDER XLIX.—Why the good 
people are so wearisomely goody ? 

WONDER L.—Why the bad people 
are so stupidly wicked ? 

WONDER LI.—Why you always 
find a line of stars in places where 
anything painful has got to be ex- 
plained ? 

WONDER LII.—Whether the au- 
thoress really does it to spare your 
feelings, or because invention failed 
her at that particular moment ’ 

WONDER LIII.—Why the weather 
is always in harmony with the plot? 
Why thunderstorms and deeds of 
gore always happen along together ’ 
Why it is always spring, with an 
accompaniment of apple-blossoms, 
when the young hero and the young 
heroine meet for the first time?’ 
Why the mad dog always picks out 
the villain for biting purposes? Why 
the drowning girl, driven to the river 
by the unmanly persecutions of the 
afore-mentioned villain, is always 


frm 


: yas 
7 a 
’ Pe 





} 


the gallant preserver comes along: 
Whether it would not save a great 
deal of trouble if he came along 
before she Jumped in? Why the those cigarettes ! ” 
burning of a church register should 
cause such worry and _ confusion, 
when George or Gertrude have only to pay a shilling at Somerset 
House, to be assured, for good and all, whether they have been 
properly born or not? 

WONDER LIV.—How long it takes to write a three-volume novel ' 

WONDER LV.—How short a time it takes to skip one? 

WONDER LVI.—Whether the writers are always, as they invariably 
hint, young and lovely—or the reverse ? 

WONDER LVII.—Wbhy the people who are brilliant on paper should 
be dull on a drawing-room carpet ? 

WonNDER LVIII.—Why the gifted conversationalist should be such 
a stupid correspondent ’ 

WONDER LIX.—Why the entertaining correspondent should be a 
bore to talk to? 

WONDER LX.—Whether writers live by writing? 

WONDER LXI.—Whether publishers live by publishing? 

WonDER LXII.—Whether the world—before the introduction of 
literature—was not a jolly place to live in? 

WONDER LXIII.—Whether lovers’ love-affairs did not prosper very 
pleasantly without the assistance of love-letters ? 


the brain.”’ 


BD 1 





the ae ; Amy.—* Another cigarette, George! Just at bed-time, too. 
sinking for the third time just as How can you smoke so many ?” 
George.—* Nothing better last thing at night, my dear—soothes 


Amy.—* Oh, come! Your amount of brain can’t require a/l 
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WonDER LXIV.—Whether debtors did not get along very com- 
fortably without bills, summonses and writs of execution ? . 

WonDER LXV.—Whether, without the invention of the printing 
press, we should ever have been able to read FUN? . 

WONDER LXVI.—Whether the wit, brilliancy, pungency, cleverness, 
and general excellence of this unrivalled periodical does not go far to 
make one resigned to the present state of things? 

WonDER LXVII.—Whether, if we were not resigned, the present 
state of things would show any alteration? | 

WONDER LXVIIT.—Whether it is true that all compositors have 
served their time at the galleys? 

WoNnDER LXIX.—Whether prin- 
ters’ devils’ live on * pie”? 

WonDER LXX.—Whether the 
head composer really addresses a 
subordinate as “minion”? 

WonDER LXXI.—Whether this 
subject of discussion ought to be 
continued ? 
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Prefix and Precept. 


AB—stract not from your master's 
till 
So much as one poor farden. 
AB—solve the foe who's wrought 
you ill 
If he but begs your pardon. 


AB—scond not with a girl who's 
poor : 
if you'd, in manner stealthy, 

A B—duct a maid from home, be sure 
To choose a maid that’s wealthy. 
AB—stemious be in drink and food, 
Or all too stout you'll soon be. 
AB—derian gladness gain, if you'd 
No thin, wan, feeble loon be. 


AB—ide by all the statutes still, 
For fear you land in limbo, 

AB—andon idle ways: ‘tis ill 
To sit with arms akimbo. 


AB—ominate with loathing deep 
The sluggish frame and mind, and 

AB—reast of modern progress keep ; 
They fail who lag behindhand., 


AB—out your fellowmen’s concerns 
Ne’er in their absence chatter. 
AB—hor strong drink—which myr- 

iads turns 
As mad’s proverbial hatter. 


AB—lutions you should daily hive 
Ere breakfast, lunch, and dinner, 
AB—stain from backing horses ~save 

You’re sure you've picked the 





SOOTHING! winner. 


AB—use not poor dumb creatures : 
each 
Can bite or kick severely. 
AB—olish flattery from your speech, 
And fawn not insincerely. 
AB—ove suspicion live and move, 
Your conscience never stifling, 
AB—undant let your virtues prove, 
Your vices few and trifling. 
AB—jure those friends—yes, every onc— 
Who crowns and sovereigns borrow. 
AB—ate, by oft perusing FUN, 
Your grief, and pain, and sorrow ! 


Down or Up? 
Don Johnnic.—*1 presume you're going to get married with a view 


»” 


to settiing down, old man‘ 

Don Josser (betrothed to Yankee heiress).—“ Begeorge, if you knew 
the amount of my debts, you wouldn't hurl that reproach at me, I'm 
going to get married with a view to settling up!” 


Dome:T.c Pets: Your w fe’s pouts and frowns wien you say it 
won't ran to a new bonnet. 


KILu-sJoys: A pair of clogs. 
in wo case will they be returned undess 
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HE LOVES AND HE RIDES AWAY. 


Mr, Carnage (eminent War Correspondent, recently married ).—‘ YES, Mrs, SMARTLIE, IT MAY SEEM A MOST INHUMAN THING TO 
SAY—BUT I'M REALLY LONGING TO HEAR THAT WAR HAS BEEN DECLARED SOMEWHERE, SO THAT I MAY BE OFF AGAIN,” 

Mrs. S.i—“ YOU DON’T MEAN TO SAY YOU'RE GOING OUT TO ANY MORE OF THOSE HORRID WARS WHERE EVERYBODY IS ALWAYS 
GETTING KILLED, OR MUTILATED, OR SOMETHING? THINK OF YOUR YOUNG WIFE.” 

Mr, C.—*“ THAT'S JUST WHAT I 4¥ THINKING OF!” 


A Fancy Portrait. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


That is, it isn’t what the sitter’s friends would recognise 
For a faithful illustration as to colour, form or size. 


Iv an artist paints a portrait on commission, let us say, (Juite a Demon of Destruction does the painted man appear, 
Or achieves the same performance in a friendly sort of way, A creature highly suited for a truculent career, 


[t is not at all unlikely, should the circumstances fit, 
That the sitter will be flatter’d just a very little bit. 


An imp of evil genius, a villain bold and bad, 
And not at all the person to make anybody glad. 


On the other hand, supposing he should limn a downright foe, But in studying a portrait. it is well to recollect 
Or e’en some mere outsider whom he doesn’t care to know, That the artist may be suffering himself from some defect : 
Tis possible the minor faults that mar the subject’s face And in the one before us you'll detect the slapdash fist 


May fill in their presentment an exaggerated space. 


Of that singular phenomenon, a wild Impressionist. 


For instance, when Lord Salisbury decides to try his hand 


At Mr. Gladstone’s portrait, the result’s not over grand— A LA FRANGAIS.—Filthy lucre: Dirty tousand pound, or £30,000. 
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WARNING iio i is Absolutely Pure.” (As te tie 
gigiuse all. oubstituses, —The Analyst." Gycaaa™ 
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